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Sir Walter Scott (1771-1832). Scottish novelista 
ballad-collectora poet, critic and man of letters — but prob- 
ably of all these Scott is best remembered as a writer of 
picaresque novels of chivalry and romance. In Xhomas 
Love Peacock’s words, "Me has the rare talent of pleasing 
all ranks and classes of men, from the peer to the peasant.’ 

The son of a solicitor, Scott was bom in College Wynd 
in Edinburgh in 1771. Me spent his formative years be- 
tween the city and Roxburghshire before attending the 
famed Edinburgh High School in 1779. After this he took 
some classes at Edinburgh University in order to follow 
his father’s profession, which he duly did, being called to 
the Bar in 1792. Despite his subsequent literary triumphs 
Scott never entirely gave up the legal profession. Me 
became Sheriff-Depute of Selkirkshire in 1799, and he 
remained Clerk of the Court of Session in Edinburgh 
from 1 806 to within a year or two of his death. His inter- 
est in the old Border tales and ballads was stimulated from 
an early age by his mother, who, less austere than her 
husband, had a love of poetry. Although left lame by a 
childhood illness, Scott devoted much of his leisure time 
to the exploration of the Border coimtry and it is a 
combination of these two interests that led to his 
initial success. In 1797, the same year as Scott married 
Catherine Carpenter, his first literary efforts, anonymous 
translations of some German plays and poems, were pub- 
lished. It wasn’t until five years later that a collection of 
popular ballads entitled The Adinstrelsy of the Scottish 
Bordet appeared imder his own name. From this time on 
Scott’s literary achievements were vast and his most 
memorable poems include The Lady of the Lake:, The 
Bridal of T riermain and Harold the Dauntless^ his last long 
poem, written in 1818. Although Scott began the Waver- 
ley novels in 1805, he abandoned them for more 
marketable work until x 8 i 4 » when Waverley appeared. The 
first nine novels he published (all appeared anonymously) 
drew on Scottish settings and on recent Scottish history. 



but with the publication of Jvanhoe in 1819 Scott turned 
increasingly to England and Europe and to the Middle 
Ages and the Renaissance for his subject matter. Among 
his most famous novels are Waverley (1814), Old Mor- 
tality (1816)5 Rob Roy (1817)5 The Heart of Midlothian 
(1818)5 The Bride of Lammertnoor (1819)5 Jvanhoe (1819)5 
Peroeril of the Peak (1823) and Castle Dangerous (1831). 
Scott wass for most of his life, accepted as an outstanding 
member of the literary establishment5 not only for his 
poetry and novels but also for the important historical 
literary and antiquarian works written by him or issued 
under his editorship. Although he refused the title of Poet 
Laureate in 1813 he did accept a baronetcy in 1820. 
Living like a landed magnate at Abbotsford from 1811 
onwards, Scott spent extensively on rebuilding his estate, 
a decision which was to prove both expensive and unwise. 
In 1 826 the company of Ballantyne & Co (in which Scott 
had been a secret partner for many years) collapsed, and 
Scott found himself liable for debts of about It 

is well known that he shouldered the whole burden him- 
self and worked at a tremendous rate for the rest of his life 
in an attempt to pay off the creditors. Xhey were finally 
paid in full from the proceeds of the sale of his copyrights 
after his death in September 1832. 

Waverley (1814), Scott’s first novel, is often regarded as 
the first historical novel ever written and is one of the 
most significant books of the nineteenth century. In ad- 
dition to the influence it had on the history of the novel, 
its impact on the reading public was like nothing before 
and possibly nothing since — it is said that everyone who 
read, read Scott. 

Readers may also find the following books of interest: 
James Anderson, Sir Walter Scott and History (1981); 
lain Gk>rdon Brown, Scott^s Interleaved Waverley Hovels 
(1987); James Kerr, Fiction Against History: Scott as 
Storyteller (1989); John O. Hayden, Scott: The Critical 
Heritage (1970); Jane Millgate, Walter Scott: The Making 
of the Mavelist (1984); Jill Rubenstein, Sir Walter Scott: 
A Reference Guide (1978); A. N. Wilson, The Baird of 
Abbotsford: A View of Sir Walter Scott (1980); and Judith 
Wilt, Secret Beaves: The Novels of Walter Scott (1985). 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


To tJie Author^ s Edition of the Waverley JSFovels^ published 
in 1829SS. 


It has been the occasional occupation of the Author of Waverley 
for several years past, to revise and correct the voluminous series 
of Novels which pass under that name ; in order that, if they 
should ever appear as his avowed productions, he might render 
them in some degree deserving of a continuance of the public 
favour with which they have been honoured ever since their first 
appearance. For a long period, however, it seemed likely that 
the improved and illustrated edition which he meditated would 
be a posthumous publication. But the course of the events 
which occasioned the disclosure of the Author’s name, having, 
in a great measure, restored to him a sort of parental control 
over these Works, he is naturally induced to give them to the 
press in a corrected, and, he hopes, an improved form, while life 
and health permit the task of revising and illustrating them. 
Such being his purpose, it is necessary to say a few words on the 
plan of the proposed Edition. 

In stating it to be revised and corrected, it is not to be infeinred 
that any attempt is made to alter the tenor of the stories, the 
character of the actors, or the spirit of the dialogue. There is 
no doubt ample room for emendation in all these points, — ^but 
where the tree falls it must lie. Any attempt to obviate criticism, 
however just, by altering a work already in the hands of the 
public is general^ unsuccessful. In the most improbable fiction, 
the reader still desires some air of vraise'/riblance, and does not 
relish that the incidents of a tale familiar to him should be 
altered to suit the taste of critics, or the caprice of the author 
himself. This process of feeling is so natural, that it may be 
observed even in children, who cannot endure that a nursery 
story should be repeated to them differently from the manner in 
which it was first told. 

But without altering, in the slightest degree, either the story 
or the mode of telling it, fjhe Author has taken this opportunity 
to correct errors of ^e press and slips of the pen. That such 
should exist cannot be wondered at, when it is considered that 
the Publishers found it their interest to hurry through the press 
a succession of the early editions of the various Novels, and that 
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the Author had not the usual opportunity of revision. It is 
hoped that the present edition will be found free from errors of 
that accidental kind. 

The Author has also ventured to make some emendations of a 
different character, which, without being such apparent devia- 
tions from the original stories as to disturb the reader’s old 
associations, will, he thinks, add something to the spirit of the 
dialogue, narrative, or description. These consist in occasional 
pruning where the language is redundant, compression where the 
style is loose, infusion of vigour where it is languid, the exchange 
of less forcible for more appropriate epithets — slight alterations 
in short, like the last touches of an Artist, which contribute to 
heighten and finish the picture, though an inexperienced eye can 
hardly detect in what they consist. 

The General Preface to the new Edition, and the Introductory 
Notices to each separate work, will contain an account of such 
circumstances attending the first publication of the Novels and 
Tales, as may appear interesting in themselves, or proper to be 
communicated to the public. The Author also proposes to 
publish, on this occasion, the various legends, family traditions, 
or obscure historical facts, which have formed the ground- work 
of these Novels, and to mve some account of the places where the 
scenes are laid, when these are altogether, or in part, real ; as 
well as a statement of particular incidents founded on fact ; 
together with a more copious Glossary, and Notes explanatory of 
the ancient customs, and popxilar superstitions, referred to in the 
Romances. 

XJpon the whole, it is hoped that the Waverley Novels, in their 
new dress, will not be found to have lost any part of their attrac- 
tions in consequence of receiving illustrations by the Author, and 
undergoing his careful revision. 

Abbotsford, January 1829. 
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-And must I ravel out 
My weaved -up follies? 

Richard IX, t Act IV. 

Havikg- undertaken to give an Introductory Account of 
the compositions which are here offered to the public, 
with Notes and Illustrations, the Author, under whose 
name they are now for the first time collected, feels that 
he has the delicate task of speaking more of himself and 
his personal concerns, than may perhaps be either grace- 
ful or ]0rudent. In this particular, he runs the risk of 
presenting himself to the public in the relation that the 
dumb wife in the jest-book held to her husband, when, 
having spent half of his fortune to obtain the cure of her 
imperfection, he was willing to have bestowed the other 
half to restore her to her former condition. But this is a 
risk inseparable from the task which the Author has 
undertaken, and he can only promise to be as little of an 
egotist as the situation will permit. It is perhaps an 
indifferent sign of a disposition to keep his word, that 
having introduced hims^f in the third person singular, 
he proceeds in the second paragraph to make use of the 
first. But it appears to him that the seeming modesty 
connected with the former mode of writing, is over- 
balanced by the inconvenience of stiffness and affectation 
which attends it during a narrative of some length, and 
which may be observed less or more in every work in 
which the third person is used, from the 
taries of Ccesar^ to the Autobiography of Alexander the 
Corrector, 

I must refer to a very early period of my life, were I to 
point out my first achievements as a tale-teller — but I 
believe some of my old schoolfellows can still bear witness 
that I had a distinguished character for that talent, at a 
time when the applause of my companions was my 
recompense for the disgraces and punishments which the 
future romance- writer incurred for being idle himself, 
and keeping others idle, during hours that should have 
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been employed on our tasks. The chief enjoyment of my 
holidays was to escape with a chosen friend, who had the 
same taste with myself, and alternately to recite to each 
other such wild adventures as we were able to devise. 
We told, each in turn, interminable tales of knight- 
errantry and battles and enchantments, which were con- 
tinued from one day to another as opportunity offered, 
without our ever thinking of bringing them to a con- 
clusion. As we observed a strict secrecy on the subject 
of this intercourse, it acquired all the character of a 
concealed pleasure, and we used to select, for the scenes 
of our indulgence, long walks through the solitary and 
romantic environs of Arthur’s ^ Seat, Salisbury Crags, 
Braid Hills, and similar places in the vicinity of Edin- 
burgh ; and. the recollection of those holidays still forms 
an oasis in the pilgrimage which I have to look back 
upon. I have only to add, that my friend still liveSj a 
prosperous gentleman, but too much occupied with 
graver business, to thank me for indicating him more 
plainly as a confident of my childish mystery. 

When boyhood advancing into youth required more 
serious studies and graver cares, a long illness threw me 
back on the kingdom of fiction, as if it were by a species 
of fatality. My indisposition arose, in part at least, from 
my having broken a blood-vessel ; and motion and speech 
were for a long time pronounced positively dangerous. 
For^ several weeks I was confined strictly to my bed, 
during which time I was not allowed to speak above a 
whisper, to eat more than a spoonful or two of boiled 
rice, or to have more covering than one thin counteigpane. 
When the reader is informed that I was at this time a 
growing youth, with the spirits, appetite, and impatience 
of fifteen, and suffered, of course, greatly under this 
severe regimen, which the repeated return of my disorder 
rendered indispensable, he will not be surprised that I 
was abandoned to my own discretion, so far as reading 
(my almost sole amusemenf^ was concerned, and still less 
so, that I abused the indulgence which left my time so 
much at my own dispo^. 

There was at this time a circulating library in Edin- 
burgh, foimded, I believe, by^ the celebrated Allan 
Bamsay, which, besides containing a most respectable 
collection of books of every description, was, as might 
have been expected, peculiarly rich in works of fiction. 
It exhibited specimens of every kind, from the romances 
of chivalry, and the ponderous folios of Cyrus and 
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Cassandra, down to the most approved works of later 
times. I was plunged into this great ocean of reading 
without compass or pilot ; and unless when some one 
had the chanty to play at chess with me, I was allowed 
to do nothing save read, from morning to night. I was, 
in kindness and pityj which was perhaps erroneous, 
however natural, permitted to select my sub;|ects of study 
at my own pleasure, upon the same principle that the 
humours of children are indulged to keep them out of 
mischief. As my taste and appetite were gratified in 
nothing else. I indemnified myself 1^ becoming a glutton 
of books. Accordingly, I believe I read almost all the 
romances, old plays, and epic poetry, in that formidable 
collection, and no doubt was unconsciously amassing 
materials for the task in which it has been my lot to be 
so much employed. 

At the same time I did not in all respects abuse the 
license permitted me. Familiar acquaintance with the 
specious miracles of fiction brought with it some degree 
of satiety, and I began, by degrees, to seek in histories, 
memoirs, voyages and travels, and the like, events nearly 
as wonderful as those which .were the work of imagina- 
tion, with the additional advantage that they were at 
least in a great measure true. The lapse of nearly two 
years, during which I was left to the exercise of my own 
free will, was followed by a temporary residence in the 
country, where I was a^ain very lonely but for the 
amusement which I derived from a good thou^ old- 
fashioned library. The vague and wild use which X made 
of this advant^e I cannot describe better than by 
referring my reader to the desultory studies of Waverley 
in a similar situation; the passages concerning whose 
course of reading were imitated from recollections of my 
own. — It must be understood that the resemblance 
extends no farther. 

Time, as it glided on, brought the blessing of confirmed 
health and personal strength, to a degree which had never 
been expected or hoped for. The severe studies necessary 
to render me fit for my profession occupied the greater 
part of my time; and the society of my friends and 
companions who were about to enter life along writh m€^ 
filled up the interval, with the usual amusements of 
young men. I was in a situation which rendered serious 
labour indispensable ; for| neither possessing, on the ohe 
hand, any of theme peculiar advantages which are si:^ 
posed to favour a hasty advance in the profession of the 
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law, nor being, on the other hand, exposed to nnnsnal 
obstacles to interrupt my progress, I might reasonably 
expect to succeed according to the greater or less degree 
of trouble which I should take to qualify myself as a 
pleader. 

It makes no part of the present story to detail Jiow the 
success of a few ballads had the effect of changing all the 
purpose and tenor of my life, and of converting a pains- 
taking lawyer of some years* standing into a follower of 
literature. It is enough to say, that I had assumed the 
latter character for several years before I seriously 
thought of attempting a work of imagination in prose, 
although one or two of my poetical attempts did not 
liffer from romances otherwise than by being written in 
vei’se. But yet, I may observe, that about this time (now, 
alas 1 thirty years since) I had nourished the ambitious 
desire of composing a tale of chivalry, which was to be in 
the style of the Castle of Otranto^ yrith. plenty of Border 
characters, and supernatural incident. Having found 
unexpectedly a chapter of this intended work among 
some old papers, I have subjoined it to this introductory 
essay, thinkmg some readers may account as curious, the 
first attempts at romantic composition by an author, who 
has since written so much in that department.^ And 
those who complain, not unreasonably, of the profusion 
of the Tales which have followed waverley^ may bless 
their stars at the narrow escape they have made, by the 
commencement of the inundation which had so nearly 
taken place in the first year of the century, being post^ 
poned for fifteen years later. 

This particular subject was never resumed, but I did 
not abandon the idea of fictitious composition in prose, 
though I determined to give another turn to the style of 
the work. 

My early recollections of the Highland scenery and 
customs made so favourable an impression in the poem 
called the Lady of the Lake, that I was induced to think 
of attempting something of the same kind in prose. I 
had been a good deal in the Highlands at a time when 
they were much less accessible, and much less visitecL 
than they have been of late years, and was acquainted 
with many of the old warriors of 1746, who were, like most 
veterans, easily induced lo fight their baMes over again, 
for the benefit of a willing listener like myself. It 
naturally occurred to me that the ancient traditions and 

1 See the Fragment alluded to. In the Appendix, No. I. 
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high spirit of a people, who, living in a civilized age and 
country, retained so strong a tincture of manners belong- 
ing to an early period of society, must afford a subject 
favourable for romance, if it should not prove a curious 
tale marred in the telling. 

It was with some idea of this kind, that, about the year 
1805, I threw together about one-third part of the first 
volume of Waverley. It was advertised to be published 
by the late Mr J ohn Ballantyne, bookseller in Edinburgh, 
under the name of “ Waverley, or ’tis Fifty Years since,” 
— a title afterwards altered to 'Tis Sixty Years since,” 
that the actual date of publication might be made to 
correspond with the period in which the scene was laid. 
Having proceeded as far, I think, as the Seventh Chapter, 
I showed my work to a critical friend, whose opinion was 
unfavourable ; and having then some poetical reputation, 
I was unwilling to risk the loss of it by attempting a new 
style of composition. I therefore threw aside the work 
I had commenced, without either reluctance or remon- 
strance. I ought to add, that though my ingenious 
friend^s sentence was afterwards reversed, on an appeal 
to the public, it cannot be considered as any imputation 
on his good taste ; for the specimen subjected to his 
criticism did not extend beyond the departure of the hero 
for Scotland, and, consequently, had not entered upon the 
part of the story which was jS.nally foxmd most interesting. 

Be that as it may, this portion of the manuscript was 
laid aside in the drawers of an old writing desk, which, 
on my first coming to reside at Abbotsford, in 1811, was 
placed in a lumber garret, and entirely forgotten. Thus, 
though I sometimes, among other literary avocations, 
turned my thoughts to the continuation of the romance 
which I had commenced, yet as I could not find what I 
had already written, after searching such repositories as 
were within my reach, and was too indolent to attempt 
to write it anew from memory, I as often laid aside all 
thoughts of that nature. 

Two circumstances, in particular, recalled my recollec- 
tion of the mislaid manuscript. The first was the 
extended and well-merited fame of Miss Edgeworth, 
whose Irish characters have gone so far to make the 
English familiar with the character of their gay and 
kind-hearted neighbours of Ireland, that she may be 
truly said to have done more towards completing the 
Union, than perhaps all the l^islative enactments by 
which it has been followed up. 
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Without being so presumptuous as to hope to emulate 
the rich humour, pathetic tenderness, and admirable tach 
which pervade the works of my accomplished friend, 1 
felt that something might be attempted for my own 
country, of the same kind with that which Miss Edge- 
worth so fortunately achieved for Ireland — something 
which might introduce her natives to those of the sister 
kingdom, m a more favourable light than they had been 
placed hitherto, andL tend to procure sympathy for their 
virtues and indulgence for their foibles. 1 thought also, 
that much of what I wanted in talent, might be made up 
by the intimate acquaintance with the subject which 1 
could lay claim to possess, as having travelled through 
most parts of Scotland, both Highland and Lowland ; 
having been familiar with the elder, as well as more 
modem race ; and having had from my infancy free 
and unrestrained communication with all ranks of my 
countrymen, from the Scottish peer to the Scottish 
ploughman. Such ideas often occurred to me, and con- 
stituted an ambitious branch of my theory, however far 
short I may have fallen of it in practice. 

But it was not only the triumphs of Miss Edgeworth 
which worked in me emulation, and disturbed my indo- 
lence. I chanced actually to engage in a work which 
formed a sort of essay piece, and gave me hope that I 
might in time become free of the craft of Komance- 
wnting, and be esteemed a tolerable workman. 

In the year 1807-8, 1 undertook, at the request of John 
Murray, Esq. of Albemarle Street, to arrange for publica- 
tion some posthumous productions of the late Mr Joseph 
Strutt, distii^uished as an artist and an antiquary, 
amount which was an unfinished romance, entitled 
Qtieen^JIoo^IIall. The scene of the tale was laid in 
the reign of Henry VI-, and the work was written to 
illustrate the manners, customs, and language of the 
people of England duriim that period. The extensive 
acquaintance which Mr Strutt had acquired with such 
subjects in compiling his laborious “Horda Angel Cyn- 
nan,” his ‘‘Royal and Ecclesiastical Antiquities,” and 
his “ Essay on the Sports and Pastimes of the People of 
England,” had rendered him familiar with all the anti- 
quarian lore necessary for the purpose of composing the 
projected romance ; and although the manuscript bore 
the marks of hurry and incoherence natural to the first 
rough draft of the author, it evinced (in my opinion) 
considerable powers of imagination. 
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As the Work was unfinished, I deemed it my duty,^ as 
Editor^ to supply such a hasty and inartificial conclusion 
as could be shaped out from the story, of which Mr Strutt 
had laid the foundation. This concluding chapter^ is 
also added to the present Introduction, for the reason 
already mentioned regarding the preceding fragment. 
It was a step in my advance towards romantic composi- 
tion ; and to preserve the traces of these is in a great 
measure the object of this Essay. 

Queen-Hoo-Mall was not, however, very successful. I 
thought I was aware of the reason, and supposed that, by 
rendering his language too ancient, and displaying his 
antiquarian knowledge too liberally, the ingenious author 
had raised up an obstacle to his own success. Every 
work designed for mere amusement must be expressed in 
language easily comprehended ; and when, as is some- 
times the case in Queen-Hoo-Mall^ the author addresses 
himself exclusively to the Antiquary, he must be content 
to be dismissed by the general reader with the criticism 
of Mungo, in the Padlocky on the Mauritanian music, 
“ What signifies me hear, if me no understand ? ” 

I conceived it possible to avoid this error: and by 
rendering a similar work more light and obvious to 
general comprehension, to escape the rock on which my 
predecessor was shipwrecked. But I was, on the other 
hand, so far discouraged by the indifferent reception of 
Mr Strutt's romance, as to become satisfied that the 
manners of the Middle Ages did not possess the interest 
which I had conceived ; and was led to form the opinion 
that a romance, founded on a Highland stoiw, and more 
modern events, would have a better chance of popularity 
than a tale of chivalry. My thought^ therefore, returned 
more than once to the tale which 1 had actually com- 
menced, and accident at length threw the lost sheets in 
my way. 

I happened to want some fishing-tackle for the use 
of a guest, when it occurred to me to search the old 
writing-desk already mentioned, in which I used to keep 
articles of that nature. I got access to it with some 
difficulty ; and, in looking for lines and flies, the long-lost 
manuscript presented itself. I immediately set to work 
to complete ih according to my original purpose. And 
here I must frankly confess, that the mode in which I 
conducted the story scarcely deserved the success which 
the Itomance afterwards attained. The tale of Waverlep 
> See Appendix, Ko. XI. 
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was put together with so little care, that I cannot boast 
of having sketched aiw distinct plan of the work. The 
whole adventures of Waverley, in his movements up and 
down the country with the Highland cateran Bean Bean, 
are managed without much skill. It suited best, however, 
the road I wanted to travel, and permitted me to intro* 
duce some descriptions of scenery and manners, to which 
the reality gave an interest which the powers of the 
Author might have otherwise failed to attain for them. 
And though I have been in other instances a sinner in 
this sort, I do not recollect any of these Novels, in which 
I have transgressed so widely as in the first of the Series. 

Among other unfounded reports, it has been said that 
the copyright of Waverley was, during the book’s progress 
through the press, ofiered for sale to various l^oksellers 
in Liondon at a very inconsiderable price. This was not 
the case. Messrs Constable Caddell, who published 
the work, were the only persons acquainted with the 
contents of the publication, and they offered a large sum 
for it while in the course of printing, which, however, 
was declined, the Author not choosing to part with the 
copyright. 

The origin of the story of Waverl^ and the particular 
facts on which it is founded, are given in the separate 
introduction prefixed to that romance in this edition, and 
require no notice in this place. 

waverley was published in 1814, and as the title-page 
was without the name of the Author, the work was left to 
win its way in the world without any of the usual re- 
commendations. Its progress was for some time slow; 
but after the first two or three months, its popularity 
had increased in a degree which must have satisfied the 
expectations of the Author, had these been far more 
sanguine than he ever entertained. 

Great anxiety w^ expressed to learn the name of the 
Author, but on this no authentic information could be 
attained. My original motive for publishing the work 
anonymously, was the consciousness that it was an 
experiment on the pubUe taste which might very pro- 
bably fail and therefore there was no occasion to take 
on myself the personal risk of discomfiture. For this 
purpose considerable precautions were used to preserve 
secrecy. My old friend and schoolfellow, Mr James 
Ballantyne, who printed these Novels, had the exclusive 
task of corresponding with the Author, who thus had not 
only the advantage of his professional talents, but also of 
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his critical abilities. The original manuscript, or, as it is 
technically called, copy, was transcribed under Mr Bab 
lantyne’s eve by confidential persons ; nor was there an 
instance oi treachery durii^g the many years in which 
these precautions were resorted to, although various 
individuals were employed at different times. Double 
proof-sheets were regularly printed off. One was for- 
warded to the Author by Mr jBallantyne, and the altera- 
tions which it received were, bv his own hand, copied 
upon the other proof-sheet for the use of the printers, so 
that even the corrected proofs of the Author were never 
seen in the printing-office ; and thus the curiosity of such 
eager enquirers as made the most minute investigation, 
was entirely at fault. 

But although the cause of concealing the Author's name 
in the first instance, when the reception of Waverley was 
doubtful, was natural enough, it is more ffifficult, it may 
be thought, to account for the same desire for secrecy 
during the subsequent editions, to the amount of betwixt 
eleven and twelve thousand copies, which followed each 
other close, and proved the success of the work. I am 
sorry I can give little ^tisfaction to queries on this 
subject. I have already stated elsewhere, that I can 
render little better reason for choosing to remain anony- 
mous, than by saying with Shylock, that such was my 
humour. It will be observed, that 1 had not the usual 
stimulus for desiring personal reputation, the desire, 
namely, to fioat amidst the conversation of men. Of 
literary fame, whether merited or undeserved, I had 
already as much as might have contented a mind more 
ambitious than mine ; and in entering into this new 
contest for reputation, I might be said rather to endanger 
what I had, than to have any considerable chance of 
acquiring more. I was' affectec^ too, by none of those 
motives which, at an earlier period of life, would doubt- 
less have operated upon me. My friendships were 
formed, — ^my phbce in society fixed, — ^my life had attained 
its middle course. My condition in society was higher 
perh^s than I deserved, certainly as high as I wished, 
and there was scarce any degree oi literary success which 
could have greatly altered or improved my personal 
condition. 

I was not, therefore, touched by the spur of ambition, 
usually stimulating on such occasions ; and yet I ought 
to stand exculpated from the charge of ungracious or 
unbecoming indifference to pubHo applause. I did not 
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the less feel gratitude for the public favour, although I 
did not proclaim it, — as the lover who wears his mistress’s 
favour m his bosom, is as proud, though not so vain of 
possessing it, as another who displays the token of her 
grace upon nis bonnet. Far from such an ungracious 
state of mind, I have seldom felt more satisfaction than 
when, returning from a pleasure voyage, I found Waver- 
ley in the zenith of popularity, and public curiosity in 
full cry after the name of the Author. The knowledge 
that I had the public approbation, was like having the 
property of a hidden treasure, not less gratifying to the 
owner than if all the world knew that it was his own. 
Another advantage was connected with the secrecy 
which I observed. I could appear, or retreat from the 
stage at pleasure, without attracting any personal notice 
or attention, other than what might be founded on 
suspicion only. In my own person also, as a successful 
Author in another department of literature, I might have 
been charged with too frequent intrusions on the public 
patience ; but the Author of Waverl^ was in this 
respect as impassible to the critic as the Ghost of Hamlet 
to the partisan of Marcellus. Perhaps the curiosity of 
the public, irritated by the existence of a secret, and kept 
afloat by the discussions which took place on the subject 
from time to time, went a good way to maintain an 
unabated interest in these frequent publications. There 
was a mystery concerning the Author, which each new 
novel was expected to assist in unravelling, although it 
might in other r^pects rank lower than its predecessors. 

1 may perhaps be thought guilty of affectation, should 
I allege as one reason or my silence^ a secret dislike to 
enter on personal discussions concerning mj own literary 
labours. It is in every case a dangerous intercourse for 
an. author to dwelling continually among those who 
make his writings a frequent and familiar subject of 
conversation, but who must necessarily be partial 
iudges of works composed in their own society. The 
habits of self-importancej which are thus acquired by 
authors, are highly injurious to a well-regulated mind ; 
for the cup of flattery, if it does not^ like that of Circe, 
reduce .men to the level of beasts, is sure, if eagerly 
drained^tp bring the best and the ablest down to that of 
fools. This risk was in some degree prevented by the 
mask which I wore ; and my own stores of self-conceit 
were left to their natural course, without being enhanced 
by the partiality of Mends, or adulation of flatterers. 
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If I am asked further reasons for the conduct I have 
long observed, I can only resort to the explanation 
supplied by a critic as friendly as he is intelligent ; 
namely, that the mental organization of the Novelist 
must be characterised, to speak craniologically, by an 
extraordinary development of the passion for delites- 
cency I I the rather susj^ect some natural disposition of 
this kind ; for^ from the instant I perceived the extreme 
curiosity manifested on the subject, I felt a secret satis- 
faction m baffling it, for which, when its unimportance is 
considered, I do not well know how to account. 

My desire to remain concealed, in the character of the 
Author of these Novels, subjected me occasionally to 
awkward embarrassments, as it sometimes happened that 
those who were sufficiently intimate with me, would put 
the question in direct terms. In this case, only one of 
three courses could be followed. Either I must have 
surrendered my secret, — or have returned an equivocating 
answer, — on finally, must have stoutly and boldly denied 
the fact. The first was a sacrifice 'which I conceive no 
one had a right to force from me, since I alone was 
concerned in the matter. The alternative of rendering a 
doubtful answer must have left me open to the degrading 
suspicion that I was not unwilling to assume the merit 
(if there was any) which I dared not absolutely lay claim 
to ; or those who might think more justly of me, must 
have received such an equivocal answer as an indirect 
avowal. I therefore considered myself entitled, like an 
accused person put upon trial, to refuse giving my own 
evidence to my own conviction, and flatly to deny ail that 
could not be proved against me. * At the same time I 
usually qualified my denial by stating, that, had I been 
the Author of these works, I would have felt myself quite 
entitled to protect my secret by refusing my own evidence, 
when it was asked for to accomplish a discovery of what 
I desired to conceal. 

The real truth is, that I never expected or hoped to 
disguise my connection with these Novels from any one 
who lived on terms of intimacy with me. The number of 
coincidences which necessarily existed between narratives 
recounted, modes of expression, and opinions broached in 
these Tales, and such as were used by their Author in the 
intercourse of private life, must have been far too great 
to permit any of my familiar acquaintances to doubt the 
identity betwixt their friend and the Author of Waverlep ; 
and I believe, they were all morally convinced of it. But 
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while I was myself silent, their belief could not weigh 
much more with the world than that of others ; their 
opinions and reasoning were liable to be taxed with 
partiality, or confronted with opposing arguments and 
opinions ; and the question was not so much, whether I 
should be generally acknowledged to be the author, in 
spite of my own denial, as whether even my own avowal 
of the works, if such should be made, would be suflGicient 
to put me in undisputed possession oi that character. 

I have been often asked concerning supposed cases, in 
which I was said to have been placed on the verge of 
discovery ; but, as I maintained my point with the com- 
posure of a lawyer of thirty years^ standing, I never 
recollect being in pain or confusion on the subject. In 
Captain Medwyn’s Conversations of Lord Byron, the 
reporter stains himself to have asked my noble and 
highly-gifted friend, ‘‘If he was certain about these 
Novels being Sir Walter Scott’s ?” To which Lord Byron 
replied, “ Scott as much as owned himself the Author of 
Waverley to me in Murray’s shop. I was talking to him 
about that novel, and lamented that its author had not 
carried back the story nearer to the time of the Bevolu- 
tion — ^Scott, entirely off his guard, replied, ‘ Ay, I might 
have done so ; but — there he stopped. It was in vain to 
attempt to correct himself: he looked confused, and 
relieved his embarrassment by a precipitate retreat.” I 
have no recollection whatever of this scene taking place, 
and I should have thought that I was more likely to have 
laughed than to appear confused, for I certainly never 
hoTCd to impose upon Lord Byron in a case of the kind : 
and from the manner in which he uniformly expressed 
himself, I knew his opinion was entirely formed, and that 
any disclamations or mine would only have savoured of 
affectation. I do not mean to insinuate that the in- 
cident did not happen, but only that it could hardly have 
occurred exactly under the circumstances narrated, 
without my recollecting something positive on the 
subject. In another part of the same volume, Lord 
Byron is reported to have expressed a supposition that 
the cause of my not avowing myself the Author of 
Waverley may have been some surmise that the reining 
family would have been displeased with the work. I can 
only say, it is the last apprehension I should have enter- 
tained, as indeed the inscription to these volumes 
sufficiently proves. The sufferers of that melancholy 
period have, during the last and present reign, been 
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honoured both with the sympathy and protection of the 
reigning family, whose magnanimity can well pardon a 
sigh from others, and bestow one themselves, to the 
memory of brave opponents, who did nothing in hate, but 
all in honour. 

WMle those who were in habitual intercourse with the 
real author had little hesitation in assigning the literary 
property to him, others, and those critics of no mean 
rant, employed themselves in investigating with per- 
severing patience any characteristic features which 
might seem to betray the origin of these Novels. 
Amongst these^ one gentleman, equally remarkable for 
the kind and liberal tone of his criticism, the acuteness 
of his reasoning, and the very gentlemanlike manner in 
which he conducted liis enquiries, displayed not only 
powers of accurate investigation, but a temper of mind 
deserving to be employed on a subject of much greater 
importance ; and I have no doubt made converts to his 
opinion of almost all who thought the point worthy of 
consideration.^ Of those Letters^ and other attempts of 
the same kind, the Author could not complain, though his 
incognito was endangered. He had challenged the public 
to a game at bo-peep, and if he was discovered in his 
“ hiding-hole,” he must submit to the shame of detection. 

Various reports were of course circulated in various 
ways ; some founded on an inaccurate rehearsal of what 
may have been partly real, some on circumstances having 
no concern whatever with the subject, and others on the 
invention of some importunate persons, who might per- 
haps imagine, that the readiest mode of forcing the Aufiior 
to disclose himself, was to assign some dishonourable 
and discreditable cause for his silence. 

It may be easilv supposed that this sort of inquisition 
was treated with contempt by the person whom it 
principally regarded ; as, among all the rumours that 
were current, there was only one, and that as unfounded 
as the others, which had nevertheless some alliance to 
probability, and indeed might have proved in some 
degree true. 

I allude to a rmport which ascribed a great parl^or the 
whole, of these Novels to the late Thomas Scott, JEsq., of 
the 70th Hegiment, then stationed in Canada. Tnose who 
remembered that gentleman will readily grant, that, with 
talents at least equal to those of his elder brother^ he 
added a power of social humour, and a deep insight into 
1 Letters en the Author of Wamrley; Rod well & Martin, London, 1822. 
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human character, which rendered him an universally 
delightful member of society, and that the habit of com- 
position alone was wanting to render him equally suc- 
cessful as a writer. The Author of Waver lev was so 

g ersuaded of the truth of this, that he warmly pressed 
is brother to make such an expeidment, and willingly 
undertook all the trouble of correcting and superintend- 
ing the press. Mr Thomas Scott seemed at first very well 
disposedf to embrace the proposal, and had even fixed on 
a subject and a hero. The latter was a person well known 
to both of us in our boyish years, from having displayed 
some strong traits of character. Mr T. Scott had deter- 
mined to represent his youthful acquaintance as emi- 
grating to Americ^ and encountering the dangers and 
hardships of the Isew WorlcL with the same dauntless 
spirit which he had displayed when a boy in his native 
country. Mr Scott would probably have been highly suc- 
cessful, being familiarly acquainted with the manners of 
the native Indians, of the old French settlers in Canada, 
and of the Brules or Woodsmen, and having the power 
of observing with accuracy what, I have no doubt, he 
could have Sketched with force and expression. In short, 
the Author believes his brother would have made himself 
distinguished in that striking field, in which, since that 
period, Mr Cooper has achieved so many triumphs. But 
Mr T. Scott was already affected by bad health, which 
wholly unfitted him for literary labour, even if he could 
have reconciled his patience to the task. He never, I 
believe, wrote a single line of the proj ected work ; and I 
only have the melancholy pleasure or preserving in the 
Appendix,^ the simple anecdote on which he proposed to 
found it. 

To this I may add, I can easily conceive that there may 
have been circumstances which gave a colour to the gen- 
eral report of my brother being interested in these works ; 
and^ in particular that it might derive strength from my 
havmg occasion to remit to him, in consequence of certain 
family transactions, some considerable sums of money 
about that period. To which it is to be added that if any 
person chanced to evince particular curiosity on such a 
subject, my brother was likely enough to divert himself 
with practising on their credulity. 

^ mentioned, that while the paternity of these 
Hovels was from time to time warmly disputed in Britain, 
the foreign booksellers expressed no hesitation on the 

» See Appendix, No. III. 
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matter, but affixed my name ^ to the whole of the novels, 
and to some besides to which I had no claim. The 
volumes, therefore, to which the present pages form a 
Preface, are entirely the composition of the Author by 
whom they are now acknowledged, with the exception, 
always, of avowed quotations, and such unpremeditated 
and involuntary plagiarisms as can scarce be guarded 
against by any one who has read and written a great 
deal. The original manuscripts are all in existence, and 
entirely written (Jiorresco referenB) in the Author's own 
hand, excepting during the years 1818 and 18192 
being affected^ with severe illness, he was obliged to 
employ the assistance of a friendly amanuensis. 

The number of persons to whom the secret was neces- 
sarily intinsted, or communicated by chancy amounted I 
should think to twenty at least, to whom I am greatly 
obliged for the fidelity with which th^ observed their 
trust, until the derangement of the affairs of my pub- 
lishers, Messrs Constable <fc Co., and the exposure of 
their accompt books, which was the necessary conse- 
quence, rendered secrecy no longer possible. The par- 
ticulars attending the avowal have been laid before 
the public in the Introduction to the Chronicler of the 
Canongate. 

The Preliminary Advertisement has given a sketch of 
the purpose of this Edition. I have some reason to fear 
that the Notes which accompany the Tales, as now pub- 
lished, may be thought too miscellaneous and too 
egotistical. It may be some apology for this, that the 
publication was intended to be posthumous, and still 
more, that old men may be permitted to speak long, 
because they cannot in the course of nature have long 
time to speak. In preparing the present edition, I have 
done all that I can do to explain the nature of my ma- 
terials, and the use I have made of them ; nor is it pro- 
bable that I shall ^ain revise or even read these Tales.^ I 
was therefore desirous rather to exceed in the portion 
of new and explanatory matter which is added to this 
edition, than that the reader should have reason to com- 
plain that the information communicated was of a general 
and merely nominal character. It remains to be tried 
whether the public Qike a child to whom a wa^h is 
shown) will, after having been satiated with liking at 
the outside, acquire some new interest in the object when 
it is opened, and the internal machinery displayed to 
them. 
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If, like a spoiled child, the Author has sometimes abused 
or trifled with the indulgence of the public, he feels him- 
self entitled to full belief, when he exculpates himself 
from the charge of having been at any time insensible of 
their kindness. 

Abbotsfobu, January 1829. 

APPENDIX. 

No. 1.1 

FBAGMEOT OF A ROMANCE WHICH WAS TO HAVE BEEN ENTITLEB, 

THOMAS THE RHYMEK. 

CHAPTER I. 

The sbu was nearly set behind tho distant mountains of 
Liddesdale, when a few of the scattered and teirified inhabitants 
of the village of Hersildoun, which had four days before been 
burned by a predatory band of EngHsh Borderers, were now 
busied in r^aaring their ruined dwellings. One high tower in 
the centre ot the vfllage alone exhibited no appearance of devasta- 
tion. It was surrounded with court walls, and the outer gate 
was barred and bolted. The bushes and brambles which grew 
around, and had even insinuated their branches beneath the 
^te, plainly showed that it must have been many years since it 
had l^en op^ed. While the cottages around lay in smoking 
ruins, this pile, deserted and desolate as it seemed to be, had 
suffered nothing from the violence of the invaders; and the 
wretched bein^ who were endeavouring to repair their miserable 
huts a^inst nightfall, seemed to neglect the preferable shelter 
which it might have afforded them, without the necessity of 
labour. 

Before the day had quite gone down, a knight, richly armed, 
and mounted upon an ambling hackney, rode slowly into the 
village. His attendants were a lady, apparently young and 
beaimful, who rode by his side upon a dappled palfrey ; his 
squire, who carried his helmet and lance, and led his battle- 
horse, a noble steed, richly caparisoned. A page and four 
yeomen, hearing bows and quivers, short swords, and targets of a 
span breadth, completed his equipage, which, though small, 
denoted him to be a man of high ra^. 

* It is not to 1)6 stipp<»ed tlhat ttese fi'a^^nents are giTen as possessing any 
Intrinsic yalne of themselves ; hnt there may be some curiosity attached to them, 
as to the first etchings of a plate, which are accounted interesting by those who 
have, in any degree, been Interested in the more finished works of the artist.'' 
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He stopped and addressed several of the inhabitants whom 
curiosity had withdrawn from their labour to gaze at him ; but 
at the sound of his voice, and still more on perceiving the 
St George’s Cross in the caps of his followers, they fled, with a 
loud cry, “that the Southrons were returned.” The knight 
endeavoured to expostulate with the fugitives, who were chiefly 
aged men, women, and children ; but their dread of the English 
name accelerated their flight, and in a few minutes, excepting 
the knight and his attendants, the place was deserted by all. 
He paced through the village to seek a shelter for the night, and 
despairing to find one either in the inaccessible tower, or the 
plundered hats of the peasantry, he directed his course to the 
left hand, where he spied a small decent habitation, apparently 
the abode of a man considerably above the common rank. After 
much knocking, the proprietor at length showed himself at the 
window, and speaking in the English dialect, with great signs of 
apprehension, demanded their business. The warrior replied, 
that his quality was an English knight and baron, and that he 
was travelling to the court of the King of Scotland on affairs of 
consequence to both kingdoms. 

“Pardon my hesitation, noble Sir Knight,” said the old man, 
as he imbolted and unbarred his doors — “ Pardon my hesitation, 
but we are here exposed to too many intrusions, to admit of our 
exercising unlimited and unsuspicious hospitality. What I have 
is yours ; and God send your mission may bring back peace and 
the good days of our old Queen Margaret 1 ” 

“Amen, worthy Franklin,” quoth the Knight — “Did you 
know her ? ” 

“I came to this country in her train,” said the Franklin; 

* ‘ and the care of some of her jointure lands which she devolved 
on me, occasioned my settling here.” 

“And how do you, being an Englishman,” said the Knight, 
“ protect your life and property here, when one of your nation 
cannot obtain a single night’s lodging, or a draught of water, 
were he thirsty ? ” 

“Marry, noble sir,” answered the Franklin, “use, as they 
say, will make a man live in a lion’s den ; and as I settled here 
in a quiet time, and have never given cause of offence, I am 
respected by my neighbours, and even, as you see, by our 
foray ers from England.” 

“I rejoice to hear it, and accept your hospitality,— Isabella, 
my love, our worthy host will provide you a bed. My daughter, 
good Franklin, is ill at ease. We will occupy your house till 
the Scottish King shall return from his northern expedition — 
meanwhile call me Xiord Dacy of Chester,” 

The attendants of the Baron, assisted by the Franklin, were 
now busied in disposing of the horses, and arranging the table 
for some refreshment &r Lord Lacy and his fair companion. 
While they sat down to it, they were attended by their host and 
his daughter, whom custom did not permit to eat in their 
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presence, and who afterwards withdrew to an outer chamber, 
where the squire and page (both young men of noble birth) 
partook of supper, and were accommodated with beds. The yeo- 
men, after doing honour to the rustic cheer of Queen Margaret’s 
bailiff, withdrew to the stable, and each, beside his favourite 
horse, snored away the fatigues of their journey. 

Early on the following morning, the travellers were roused by 
a thundering knocking at the door of the house, accompanied 
with many demands for instant admission, in the roughest tone. 
The squire and page of Lord Lacy, after buckling on their 
arms, were about to sally out to chastise these intruders, when 
the old host, after looking out at a private casement, contrived 
for reconnoitring his visitors, entreated them, with great signs of 
terror, to be quiet, if they ^d not mean that all in the house 
should be murdered. 

He then hastened to the apartment of Lord Lacy, whom he 
met dressed in a long furred gown and the knightly cap called a 
mortier, irritated at the noise, and demanding to know the caiise 
which had disturbed the repose of the household. 

** Noble sir,” said the Franklin, “one of the most formidable 
and bloody of the Scottish Border riders is at hand — ^he is never 
seen,” added he, faltering with terror, ^‘so far from the hills, 
but with some bad pmpose, and the power of accomplishing it, 
so hold yourself to your guard, for ” 

A loud crash here announced that the door was broken down, 
and the knight just descended the stair in time to prevent 
bloodshed betwixt his attendants and the intruders. They were 
three in number — ^their chief was tall, bony, and athletic, his 
spare and muscular frame, as well as the hardness of Ms features, 
marked the course of his ufe to have been fatiguing and perilous. 
The effect of his appearance was aggravated by his dress, which 
consisted of a jack or jacket, composed of thick bnff leather, on 
wMch small plates of iron of a lozenge form were stitched, in 
such a manner as to overlap each other, and form a coat of mail, 
which swayed with every motion of the wearer’s body. This 
defensive armour covered a doublet of coarse grey cloth, and the 
Borderer had a few half-rusted plates of steel on his shoulders, a 
two-edged sword, with a da^er hanging beside it, in a buff belt 
— ja helmet, with a few iron oars, to cover the face instead of a 
visor, and a lance of tremendous and uncommon length, com- 
pleted his appointments. The looks of the man were as wild and 
rude as his attire — ^his keen black eyes never rested one moment 
fixed upon a single object, but constantly traversed all around, 
as if they ever sought some danger to oppose, some plunder to 
seize, or some insMt to revenge. The latter seemed to be his 
present object, for, regardless of the dignified presence of Lord 
Lacy, he uttered the most incoherent threats against the owner 
of the house and his guests. 

‘‘ We shall see— ay, marry shall we — ^if an English honnd is to 
harbour and reset the Southrons here. Thai:^ the Abbot of 
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Melrose, and the good Knight of Coldingnow, that have so long 
kept me from your skirts. But those days are gone, by St Mary, 
and you shall find it ! ” 

Iti is probable the enraged Borderer would not have long 
continued to vent his rage in empty menaces, had not the 
entrance of the four yeomen, with their bows bent, convinced 
liiTn that the force was not at this moment on his own side. 

Liord Bacy now advanced towards him. “You intrude upon 
my privacy, soldier; withdraw yourself and your followers — 
there is peace betwixt our nations, or my servants should chastise 
thy presumption. ” 

“Such peace as ye give such shall you have,” answered the 
moss-trooper, first pointing with his lance towards the burned 
village, and then almost instantly levelling it against Lord Lacy. 
The squire drew his sword, and severed at one blow the steel 
head from the truncheon of ‘the spear. 

“Arthur Fitzherbert,” said the baron, “that stroke has 
deferred thy knighthood for one year — never must that squire 
wear the spurs whose unbridled impetuosity can draw unbidden 
his sword m the presence of his master. Go hence, and think on 
what I have said.” 

The squire left the chamber abashed. 

“ It were vain,” continued Lord Lacy, “ to expect that courtesy 
from a mountain churl which even my own followers can forget. 
Yet, before thou drawest thy brand (for the intruder laid his 
hand upon the hilt of his sword), thou wilt do well to reflect 
that I came wdth a safe-conduct from thy king, and have no time 
to waste in brawls with such as thou.” 

“ From my king — ^from my king ! ” re-echoed the mountaineer. 
*‘I care not that rotten truncheon (striking the shattered spear 
furiously on the ground) for the King of Fife and Lothian. But 
Hahby of Cessford will be here helive ; and we shall soon know 
if he will permit an English churl to occupy his hostelrie.” 

Having uttered these words, accompanied with a lowering 
glance from imder his shaggy black eye-brows, he turned on his 
heel, and left the house with his two followers ; — ^they mounted 
their horses, which they had tied to an outer fence, and vanished 
in an instant. 

“Who is this discourteous ruffian?” said Lord Lacy to the 
Franklin, who had stood in the most violent agitation during this 
whole scene, 

“His name, noble lord, is Adam Kerr of the Moat, but he is 
commonly called by his companions, the Black Rider of Cheviot. 
I fear, I fear, he comes hither for no good — ^bnt if the Liord of 
Cessford ho near, he will not dare offer any unprovoked out- 
rage.” 

“I have heard of that chief,” said the Baron — “let me know 
when he approaches, and do thou, Rodulph, (to the eldest 
yeoman,) keep a strict watch. Adalbert, (to the page,) attend 
to arm me.” The page bowed, and the Baron withdrew to the 
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chamber of the Bady Isabella, to explain the cause of the 
^stxxrbance. 


No more of the proposed tale was ever written ; but the 
author's purpose was, that it should turn upon a fine legend of 
superstition, which is current in the part of the Borders where 
he had his residence ; where in the reign of Alexander III. of 
Scotland, that renowned person Thomas of Hersildoune, called 
the I^ymer, actually flourished. This personage, the Merlin of 
Scotland, and to whom some of the adventures which the British 
bards assi^ed to Merlin Caledonius, or the Wild, have been 
transferred by tradition, was, as is well known, a magician, as 
well as a poet and prophet. He is alleged still to live in the 
land of Faery, and is ei^ected to return at some ^eat convul- 
sion of society, in which he is to act a distin^ished part, a 
tradition common to all nations, as the belief of the Mahomedans 
respecting their twelfth Imaum demonstrates. 

Now, it chanced many years since, that there lived on the 
Borders a jolly, rattling horse-co'v^er, who was remarkable for 
a reckless and fearless temper, which made him much admired, 
and a little dreaded, amongst his neighbours. One moonlight 
night, as he rode over Bowden Moor, on the west side of the 
Eudon Hills, the scene of Thomas the Bhymer's prophecies, and 
often mentioned in his story, having a brace of horses along with 
him which he had not been able to dispose of, he met a man of 
venerable appearance, and singularly antique dress, who, to his 
great surprise, asked the price of his horses, and began to chaffer 
with him on the subject. To Canobie Bick, for so shall we call 
our Border dealer, a chap was a chap, and he would have sold a 
horse to the devil himself, without minding his cloven hoof, and 
would have probably cheated Old Nick into the bargain The 
stranger paid the price they agreed on, and all that puzzled Dick 
in the transacticm was, that the gold which he received was in 
unicoms, bonnet-pieces, and other ancient coins, which would 
have been invaluable to collectors, but were rather troublesome 
in modem currency. It was gold, however, and therefore Bick 
contrived to get better value mr the coin, than he perhaps gave 
to his customer. By the command of so good a mercnant, he 
brought horses to the same spot more than once ; the purchaser 
only stipulating that he should always come by night, and alone. 
I do not know whether it was from mere curiosity, or whether 
some hope of gain mixed with it, but after Bick had sold several 
horses in this way, he began to complain that diy bargains were 
unlucky, and to hint, that since his chap must live in the 
neighbourhood, he ought, in the courtesy of dealing, to treat 
him to half a mutchkin. 

‘‘You may see my dwelling if you will,” said the stranger; 
“ but if you lose courage at what you see there, you will me it 
all your me.” 
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Bieken, however, laughed the warning to scorn, and having 
alighted to secure his horse, he followed the stranger up a 
narrow foot-path, which led them up the hills to the singular 
eminence stuck betwixt the most southern and the centre peaks, 
and caEed from its resemblance to such an animal in its form, the 
Lucken Hare. At the foot of this eminence, which is almost as 
famous for witch meetings as the neighbouring wind-mill of 
Dick was somewhat startled to observe that his 
conductor entered the hill side by a passage or cavern, of which 
he himself, though well acquainted with the spot, had never seen 
or heard. 

“You may still return,” said his guide, looking ominously 
back upon him ; but Dick scorned to show the white feather, 
and on they went. They entered a very long range of stables ; 
in every stall stood a coal-black horse ; by every horse lay a 
knight in coal-black armour, with a drawn sword in his hand, 
but all were as silent, hoof and limb, as if they had been cut out 
of marble. A great number of torches lent a gloomy lustre to 
the hall, which, like those of the Caliph Vathek, was of large 
dimensions. At the upper end, however, they at length arrived, 
where a sword and horn lay on an antique table. 

“ He that shall sound that horn and draw that sword,” said 
the stranger, who now intimated that he was the famous Thomas 
of Hersildoune, “shall, if his heart fail him not, be king over 
all broad Britain. So speaks the tongue that cannot lie. But 
all depends on courage, and much on your taking the sword or 
the horn first.” 

Dick was much disposed to take the sword, but his bold spirit 
was quailed by the supernatural terrors of the hall, and he 
thought to unsheath the sword first, might be construed into 
defiance, and give offence to the powers of the Mountain. He 
took the bugle with a trembling hand, and a feeble note, but 
loud enough to produce a terrible answer. Thunder rolled in 
stunning peals through the immense hall; horses and men 
started to life ; the steeds snorted, stamped, grinded their bits, 
and tossed on high their heads — ^the warriors sprung to their 
feet, clashed their armour, and brandished their swords. Dick^s 
terror was extreme at seeing the whole army, which had been so 
lately silent as the grave, in uproar, and about to rush on him. 
He dropped the horn, and made a feeble attempt to seize the 
enchanted sword ; but at the same moment a voice pronoimced 
aloud the mysterious words : 

“ Woe to the coward, that ever he was horn. 

Who did not draw the sword, before he blew the horn ! ” 

At the same time a whirlwind of irresistible fury howled 
through the long hall, bore the unfortunate horse-jockey clear 
out of the mourn of the cavern, and precipitated him over a 
steep bank of loose stones^ where the shepherds found him the 
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next morning, with jnst breath sirfficient to tell his fearful tale, 
after concluding which he expired. 

This legend, with several variations, is found in many parts of 
Scotland and England — ^the scene is sometimes laid in some 
favourite ^en of the Highlands, sometimes in the deep coal- 
mines of Northumberland and Cumberland, which run so far 
beneath the ocean. It is also to be found in Reginald Scott’s 
book on Witchcraft, which was written in the 16th century. ^ It 
would be in vain to ask what was the original of the tradition. 
The choice between the horn and sword may, perhaps, include 
as a moral, that it is fool-hardy to awaken danger before we 
have arms in our hands to resist it. 

Although admitting of much poetical ornament, it is clear that 
this legend would have formed but an unhappy foundation for a 
prose story, and must have degenerated into a mere fairjr tale. 
Dr John Leyden has beautifully introduced the tradition in his 
Scenes of Iidancy : 

** Mysterious Rhymer, doom'd by fate’s decree, 

Still to revisit Eildon’s fated tree; 

Whei’e oft the swain, at dawn of Hallow-day. 

Hears thy fleet barb with wild Impatience neigh ; 

Say who Is he, with stimmons long and high, 

Shall bid the chemtned sleep of ages fly. 

Boll the long sound through Eildon’s caverns vast. 

While each dark warrior kindles at the blast : 

The horn, the falchion grasp with mighty hand. 

And peal prond Arthur’s march from Fairy-land ? **• 

Scenes of Infancy , Part 1. 

In the same cabinet with the preceding fragment, the following 
occurred among other disjecta membra. It seems to be an attempt 
at a tale of a different description from the last, but was almost 
instantly abandoned. The kitroduetion points out the time of 
the composition to have been about the end of the 18th century. 

THE LORD OF ENNERDALE. 

XN A PRAaMENT OP A EETTER PROM JOHN B , ESQ., OP THAT ILK, 

TO WILLIAM Q , P.R.S.E, 

“PUl a bumper,” said the Knight ; ‘'the ladies may spare us 
a little Icsager— Fill a bumper to the Archduke Charles. ” 

The company did due honour to the toast of their landlord. 

“ The success of the Archduke,” said the muddy Vicar, “will 

tend to further our negotiation at Faris ; and if ” 

“ Pardon the interruption. Doctor,” quoth a thin emaciated 
figure, with somewhat of a foreign accent ; “ but why should you 
connect those events unless to hope that the bravery and victories 
of our allies may supersede the necessity of a degrading treaty ? ” 
“We begin to feel. Monsieur L’AbbA” answered the Vicar, 
with some asperity, “that a Continental war entered into for 
the defence of an ally who was unwiHing to defend himself, and 
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for the restoration of a royal family, nobility, and priesthood, 
who tamely abandoned their own rights, is a burden too much 
even for the resources of this country.” 

“And was the war then on the part of Great Britain,” 
rejoined the Abbe, “a gratuitous exertion of generosity? Was 
there no fear of the wide-wasting spirit of innovation which had 
gone abroad ? Did not the laity tremble for their property, the 
clergy for their religion, and every loyal heart for the Constitu- 
tion? Was it not thought necessary to destroy the building 
which was on fire, ere the conflagration spread aroxind the 
vicinity ? ” 

“Yet, if upon trial,” said the Doctor, “the walls were found 
to resist our utmost efforts, I see no great prudence in persever- 
ing in our labour amid the smouldering ruins.” 

“What, Doctor,” said the Baronet, “must I call to your 
recollection your own sermon on the late general fast ? — did you 
not encourage us to hope that the Lord of Hosts would go forth 
with our armies, and that our enemies, who blasphemed him, 
should be put to shame ? ” 

“ It may please a kind father to chasten even his beloved chil- 
dren,” answered the Vicar. 

“I think,” said a gentleman near the foot of the table,’*' that 
the Covenanters made some apology of the same kind for the 
f^ailure of their prophecies at the battle of Dimbar, when their 
mutinous preachers compelled the prudent Lesley to go down 
against the Philistines in Gil^al.” 

The Vicar fixed a scrutinizing and not a very complacent eye 
upon this intruder. He was a young man of mean stature, and 
rather a reserved appearance. Early and severe study had 
quenched in his features the gaiety peculiar to his age, and 
impressed upon them a premature cast of thoughtfulness. His 
eye had, however, retained its fire, and his gesture its animation. 
Had he remained silent, he would have been long unnoticed ; but 
when he spoke, there was something in his manner which arrested 
attention. 

‘ ‘ Who is this young man ? ” said the Vicar in a low voice, to 
his nei^bour. 

“ A Scotchman called Maxwell, on a visit to Sir Henry,” was 
the answer. 

“I thought so, from his accent and his manners,” said the 
Vicar. 

It may be here observed, that the northern English retain 
rather more of the ancient hereditary aversion to their neigh- 
bours than their countrymen of the South. The interference of 
other disputants, each of whom urged his opinion with aU the 
vehemence of wine and politics, rendered the summons to the 
drawing-room agreeable to the more sober part of the company. 

The company dis^rsed by degrees, and at length the Vicar 
and the young Scotchman alone remained, besides the Baronet, 
his lady, daughters, and myself. The clergyman had not, it 
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would seem, forgot the observation which ranked him with the 
false prophets of Dunbar, for he addressed Mr Maxwell upon the 
first opportunity. 

“Hem 1 I think, sir, you mentioned something about the civil 
wars of last century? You must be deeply skilled in them 
indeed, if you can draw any parallel betwixt those and the 
present evil days — days which I am ready to maintain are the 
most gloomy that ever darkened the prospects of Britain.” 

“ Ood forbid, Doctor, that I should draw a comparison between 
the present times and those you mention. I am too sensible of 
the advantages we enjoy over our ancestors. Faction and ambi- 
tion have introduced division among us ; but we are still free 
from the guilt of civil bloodshed, and from all the evils which 
flow from it. Our foes, sir, are not those of our own household ; 
and while we continue united and firm, from the attacks -of a 
foreign enemy, however artful, or however inveterate, we have, 
I hope, little to dread.” 

“ Have you found any thing curious, Mr Maxwell, among the 
dusty papers ? ” said Sir Henry, who seemed to dread a revival 
of political discussion. 

“My investigation amongst them led to reflections which I 
have just now hinted,” said Maxwell; “and I think they are 
pretty strongly exemplified by a story which I have been 
endeavouring to arrange from some of your family manuscripts.” 

“ You are welcome to make what use of them you please,” 
said Sir Henry ; “they have been undisturbed for many a day, 
and I have often wished for some person as well skilled as you 
in these old pot-hooks, to tell me their meaning. ” 

‘ ‘ Those I just mentioned,” answered Maxwell, “relate to a piece 
of private history, savouring not a little of the marvellous, and 
intimately connected with your family ; if it is agreeable, I can 
read to you the anecdotes in the modem shape into which I have 
been endeavouring to throw them, and you can then judge of the 
value of the originals. ” 

There was something in this proposal, agreeable to all parities. 
Sir Heni^ had family pride, which prepared him to take an 
interest in whatever related to his ancestors. The ladies had 
dipped deeply into the fashionable reading of the present day. 
Lady HatcHu and her fair daughters had climbed every pass, 
viewed every pine* shrouded ruin, heard every groan, and lifted 
every trap-door, in company with the noted heroine of Udolpho. 
They had been heard, however, to observe, that the famous 
incident of the Black Veil, singularly resembled the ancient 
apologue of the Mountain in labour, so that they were unques- 
tionably critics, as well as admirers. Besides all this, they had 
valorotisly mounted m croupe behind the ghostly horseman of 
Prague, through all his seven translators, and followed the foot- 
steps of Moor through the forest of Bohemia. Moreover, it 
was even hinted (but this was a greater mystery than all the 
rest), that a certain performance called the Momky in three neat 
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volumes, had been seen, by a prying eye, in the right-hand 
drawer of the Indian cabinet of Lady Ratcliffs dressing room. 
Thus predisposed for wonders and signs, Lady Ratcliff and her 
nymphs drew their chairs round a large blazing wood-fire, and 
arranged themselves to listen to the tale. To that fire I also 
approached, moved thereunto partly by the inclemency of the 
season, and partly that my deafness, which you know, cousin, 
I acquired during my campaign under Prince Charles Edward, 
might be no obstacle to the gratification of my curiosity, which 
was awakened by what had any reference to the fate of such 
faithful followers of royalty, as you well know the house of 
Ratcliff have ever been. To this wood-fire the Vicar likewise 
drew near, and reclined himself conveniently in his chair, seem- 
ingly disposed to testify his disrespect for the narration and 
narrator by falling asleep as soon as he conveniently could. By 
the side of Maxw^l (by the way, I cannot learn that he is in the 
least related to the Nithsdale family) was placed a small table and 
couple of lights, by the assistance of which he read as follows ; — 

Journal of Jan Von JEhden. 

‘‘On the 6th November, 1645, 1, Jan Von Eulen, merchant in 
Rotterdam, embarked with my only daughter on board of the 
good vessel Vryheid of Amsterdam, in order to pass into the 
unhappy and disturbed kingdom of England, 7th November — 
a brisk gale — daughter sea-sick — myself unable to complete the 
calculation which I have begtm, of the inheritance left by Jane 
Lansache of Carlisle, my late dear wife’s sister, the collection of 
which is the object of my voyage. — 8th November, wind still 
stormy and adverse — a horrid disaster nearly happened — ^my 
dear child washed overboard as the vessel lurched to leeward. — 
Memorandum, to reward the young sailor who saved her, out of 
the first moneys which I can recover from the inheritance of her 
aunt Lansache. — 9th November, calm — ^P.M, light breezes from 
N.N. W. I talked with the captain about the inheritance of my 
sister-in-law, Jane Lansache. — He says he knows the principal 
subject, which will not exceed L.10()0 in value. N.B. He is a 
cousin to a family of Petersons, which was the name of the 
husband of my sister-in-law ; so there is room to hope it may be 
worth more than he reports. — lOth November, 10 a.m. May 
God pardon all our sins — An English frigate, bearing the Parlia- 
ment flag, has appeared in the offing, and §ives chase. — 11 a.m. 
She nears us every moment, and the captam of our vessel pre- 
pares to clear for action. — ^May God again have mercy upon us I ” 
•* »♦***** 

“Here,*’ said Maxwell, “the journal with which I have 
opened the narration ends somewhat abruptly.” 

“ I am glad of it,” said Lady Ratcliff. 

“But, Mr Maxwell,” said young Frank, Sir Hemy^^ grand- 
child, “shall we not hear how the battle ended? ** 
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I do not know, consin, whether I ha're not formerly made you 
acquainted with the abilities of Prank Ratcliflf, There is not a 
battle fought between the troops of the Prince ^ and of the 
Oovemment, duriM the years 1745-6, of which he is not able to 
give an account. It is true, I have taken particular pains to fix 
the events of this important period upon his memory by frequent 
repetition. 

“No, my dear,” said Maxwell, in answer to young Prank 
Ratcliff. — “No, my dear, I cannot tell you the exact particulars 
of the engagement, but its consequences appear from the follow- 
ing letter, dispatched by Garbonete Von Eulen, daughter of our 
journalist, to a relation in England, from whom she implored 
assistance. After some general account of the purpose of the 
voy^e, and of the engagement, her narrative proceeds thus : — 

“ The noise of the cannon had hardly ceased, before the sounds 
of a language to me but half known, and the confusion on board 
our vessel, informed me that the captors had boarded us, and 
taken possession of our vessel, I went on deck, where the first 
spectacle that met my eyes was a young man, mate of our vessel, 
who, though disfigured and covered with blood, was loaded with 
irons, and whom they were forcing over the side of the vessel 
into a boat. The two principal persons among our enemies 
appeared to be a man of a tall thin figure, with a high-crowned 
hat and long neck-band, and short-cropped head of hair, 
accompanied by a bluff open-looking elderly man in a naval 
uniform. ‘ Yarely ! yarely ! pull away, my hearts,’ said the 
latter, and the boat bearing the unlucky young man soon carried 
him on board the frigate. Perhaps you will blame me for 
mentioning this circumstance ; but consider, my dear cousin, this 
man saved my life, and his fate, even when my own and my 
father’s were m the balance, could not but affect me nearly. 

“ ‘In the name of him who is jealous, even to slaying,’ said 
the first” 

Cetera desunt. 

No, n. 

CONCLUSION OF MR STBUTT’s ROMANCE OF 

QUEENHOO-HALL. 

BY THE AUTHOR OP “WAVERLEY.” 

CHAPTER IV. 

A HUNTING PARTY — ^AN ADVENTURE — A DELIVERANCE. 

The next morning the bugles were sounded by day-break in the 
court of Eord Boteler’s mansion, to call the inhabitants from 
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their slumbers, to assist in a splendid chase, with which the 
Baron had resolved to entertain nis neighbour Fitzallen, and his 
noble visitor St Clere. Peter Lanaret, the falconer, was in 
attendance, with falcons for the knights, and teircelets for the 
ladies, if they should choose to vary their sport from hunting to 
hawkii^. Five stout yeomen keepers, with their attendants, 
called icagged Robins, all meetly arrayed in Kendal green, with 
bugles and short hangers by their sides, and quarter-staffs in 
their hands, led the slow-hounds or brachets, by which the deer 
were to be put up. Ten brace of gallant ^eyhounds, each of 
which was nt to pluck down, singly, the taSlest red deer, were 
led in leashes by as many of Lord Boteler’s foresters. "Ihe pages, 
squires, and other attendants of feudal splendour, well attired in 
their best hunting-gear, upon horsebacK or foot, according to 
their rank, with their boar-spears, long bows, and cross-bows, 
were in seemly waiting. 

A numerous train of yeomen, called in the language of the 
times, retainers, who yearly received a livery coat, and a small 
pension for their attendance on such solemn occasions, appeared 
in cassocks of blue, bearing upon their arms the cognizance of 
the house of Boteler, as a badge of their adherence. They were 
the tallest men of their hands that the neighbouring villages 
could supply, with every man his good buckler on his shoulder, 
and a bright burnished broadsword dangling from his leathern 
belt. On this occasion, they acted as rangers for beating up the 
thickets, and rousing the game. These attendants filled up the 
court of the castle, spacious as it was. 

On the green without, you might have seen the motley 
assemblage of peasantry convened by report of the splendid 
hunting, including most of our old acquaintances from Tewin, 
as well as the joBy partakers of good cheer at Hob Pilcher’s. 
Gregory the jester, it may well be guessed, had no great mind to 
exhibit himself in public, after his recent disaster ; but Oswald 
the steward, a great formalist in whatever concerned the public 
exhibition of his master’s household state, had positively enjoined 
his attendance. “"What,” quoth he, “shall the house of the 
brave Lord Boteler, on such a brave day as this, be without a 
fool ? Certes, the good Lord St Clere, and his fair lady sister, 
might think- our housekeeping as niggardly as that of their 
churlish kinsman at Gay Bowers, who sent his father’s jester to 
the hospital, sold the poor sot’s bells for hawk-jesses, and made 
a nightcap of his long-eared bonnet. And, sirrah, let me see 
thee fool handsomely — speak squibs and crackers, instead of that 
dry, barren, musty gibing, which thou hast used of late ; or, by 
the bones ! the porter shall have thee to his lodge, and cob thee 
with thine own wooden sword, till thy skin is as motley as thy 
doublet.” To this stem injunction, Gregory made no reply, any 
more than to the courteous offer of old Albert Drawslot, the 
chief park-keeper, who proposed to blow vinegar in his nose, to 
sharpen his wit, as he had done that blessed morning to Bragger, 



30 


APPENDIX TO 


the old hound, whose scent was failing. ^ There was indeed little 
time for reply, for the bugles, after a lively flourish, were now 
silent, and Peretto, with his two attendant minstrels, stepping 
beneath the windows of the stranger’s apartments, joined in the 
following roundelay, the deep voices of the rangers and falconers 
making up a chorus that caused the very battlements to ring 
again. 

Walcen, lords and ladies gay. 

On the motmtain dawns the day; 

All the jolly chase is here. 

With hawk and. horse, and hunting spear : 

Hounds are in their couples yelling, 

Hawks are whistling, horns are knelling, 

MerHly, merrily, mingle they. 

Waken, lords and ladies gay.” 

Waken, lords and ladies gay. 

The mist has left tlie mountain grey; 

Springlets in the dawn are streaming. 

Diamonds on the hi^e are gleaming. 

And foresters have husy heen. 

To track the buck in thicket ^*een; 

Now we come to chant our lay, 

“ Waken, lords and ladies gay.” 

Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

To the green-wood haste away; 

We can show you where he lies. 

Fleet of foot, and tall of size; 

We can show the marks he made, 

When ’gainst the oak his antlers frayed; 

Ton shall see him brought to bay, 

** Waken lords and ladies gay.” 

Louder, louder chant the lay. 

Waken, lords and ladies gay:; 

TeE them, youth, and mirth, and glee, 

Run a course as well as we. 

Time, stem huntsman! who can baulk. 

Stanch as hound, and fleet as hawk? 

Think of this, and rise with day, 

Oentle lords and ladies gay. 

By the time this lay was finished. Lord Boteler, with his 
daughter and kinsman, Fitzallen of Marden, and other nohle 
^ests, had mounted their palfreys, and the hunt set forward in 
due order. The huntsmen, having carefully observed the traces 
of a^ large stag on the preceding evening, were able, without loss 
of time, to conduct the company, by the marks which they had 
made upon the trees, to the side of the thicket, in which, by the 
report of Drawslot, he had harboured all night. The horsemen 
spreading themselves along the side of the cover, waited 
until the keeper entered, leading his bandog, a large blood-hound 
tied in a leam or band, from which he takes his name. 

But it hefeU thus, A hart of the second year, which was in 
the same cover with the proper object of their pursuit, chanced 
to be unharhoured first, and broke cover very near where the 
Lady Emma and her brother were stationed. An inexperienced 
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varlet, wlio was nearer to them, instantly unloosed two tail grey- 
hounds, who sprung after the fugitive with all the fleetness of 
the north wind. Gregory, restored a little to spirits by the 
enlivening scene around him, followed, encouraging the hounds 
with a loud tayout,^ for which he had the hearty curses of the 
huntsman; as well as of the Baron, who entered into the spirit of 
the chase with all the juvenile ardour of twenty. “May the 
foul fiend, booted and spur’d, ride down his bawling throat, 
with a scy^e at his girdle,** quoth Albert Drawslot ; “here have 
I been telling him, that all the marks were those of a buck of the 
first head, and he has halloo’d the hounds upon a velvet-headed 
knobbler I By Saint Hubert, if I break not his mte with my 
cross-bow, may I never cast off homid more I But to it, my 
lords and masters ! the noble beast is here yet, and, thank the 
saints, we have enough of hounds.** 

The cover being now thoroughly beat by the attendants, the 
stag was compelled to abandon it, and trust to his speed for his 
safety. Three greyhoimds were slij^ped upon him, whom he 
threw out, after running a couple of miles, by entering an exten- 
sive fur2y brake, which extended along the side of a hill. The 
horsemen soon came up, and casting off a sufficient number of slow- 
hounds, sent them -with the prickers into the cover, in order to 
drive the game from his strength. This object l^ing accom- 
plished, afforded another severe chase of several miles, in a 
direction almost circular, during which, the poor animal tried 
every wile to get rid of his persecutors. He crossed and tra- 
versed all such dusty paths as were likely to retain the least 
scent of his footsteps ; he laid himself close to the ground, 
drawing his feet under his belly, and clapping his nOse close to 
the earth, lest he should be betrayed to the hoimds by his breath 
and hoofs. When all was in vain, and he found the hounds 
coming fast in upon him, his own strength failing, his mouth 
embossed with foam, aud the tears dropping from his eyes, he 
turned in despair upon his pursuers, who &en stood at gaze, 
making an hideous clamour, and awaiting their two-footed 
auxiHaries. Of these, it chanced that the Tady Eleanor, tt^ing 
more pleasure in the sport than Matilda, and being a less burden 
to her palfrey than the Lord Boteler, was the first who arrived 
at the spot, and taking a cross-bow from an attendant, dis- 
charged a bolt at the stag. When the infuriated animal felt 
himself wounded, he pushed frantically towards her from whom he 
had received the shaft, and Lady Eleanor might have hcbd 
occasion to repent of her enteiprise, had not yoimg Eitzallen, 
who had kept near her during the whole day, at mat instant 
galloped briimly in, and ere the stag could chimge his object of 
assault, dispatched him with his short hunting-sword. 

Albert T)mwslot, who had just come up in terror for the young 
lady’s safely, broke out into loud enoomituns upon Fitz^len’s 

* Ta{ilier$-^h0r$^ in modem phrase. Tally-ho ! 



32 


APPENDIX TO 


strength and gallantry- “ By’r Dady/’ said he, taking off his 
cap, and wipmg his sun-hnmt face with his sleeve, “well 
struck, and in good time ! — But now, boys, doff your bonnets, 
and sound the mort.” 

The sportsmen then sounded a treble mort, and set up a 
general whoop, which, mingled with the yelping of the dogs, made 
the welkin ring again. The huntsman then offered his knife to Lord 
Boteler, that he might take the say of the deer, but the Baron 
courteously insisted upon Fitzallen going through that ceremony. 
The Lady Matilda was now come up, with most of the 
attendants ; and the interest of the chase being ended, it excited 
some surprise, that neither St Clere nor his sister made their 
appearance. The Lord Boteler commanded the horns again to 
sound the recheat, in hopes to call in the stragglers, and said to 
Fitzallen, “Methinks St Clere, so distinguished for service in 
war, should have been more forward in the chase.'* 

“I trow,” said Peter Lanaret, “I know the reason of the 
noble lord’s absence ; for when that mooncalf, Gregory, hallooed 
the dogs upon the knobbler, and galloped like a green hilding, as 
he is, after them, I saw the Lady Emma’s palfrey follow apace 
after that varlet, who should be trashed for overrunning, and 
I think her noble brother has followed her, lest she should come 
to harm. — ^But here, by the rood, is Gregory to answer for 
himself.” 

At this moment Gregory entered the circle which had been 
formed round the deer, out of breath, and his face covered with 
blood. He kept for some time uttering inarticulate cries of 
“ Harrow I ” and “ Wellaway 1 ” and other exclamations of 
distress and terror, pointing all the while to a thicket at some 
distance from the spot where the deer had been killed. 

“ By my honour,” said the Baron, “I would gladly know who 
has dared to array the poor knave thus ; and I trust he should 
dearly abye his outrecuidance, were he the best, save one, in 
Ei^land.” 

Gregory, who had now foimd more breath, cried, “ Help, an 
ye be men ! Save Lady Emma and her brother, whom they are 
murdering in Brockennurst thicket.” 

This put all in motion. Lord Boteler hastily commanded a 
small party of his men to abide for the defence of the ladies, 
while he himself, Fitzallen, and the rest, made what speed they 
could towards the thicket, guided by Gregory, who for that 
purpose was mounted behind Fabian. Pushing through a 
narrow path, the first object they encountered was a man of 
small stature lying on the ground, mastered and almost strangled 
by two dogs, whi^ were mstantlv recognized to be those that 
had accompanied Gregory. A litUe farmer was an open space, 
where lay three bodies of dead or wounded men j beside these 
was Lady Emma, apparently lifeless, her brotl|.er and a young 
forester bending over and endeavouring to recover her. By 
employing the usual remedies, this was soon accomplished ; 
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wlule Lord Boteler, astonished at such a scene, anxiously 
enquired at St Clere the meaning of what he saw, and whether 
more danger was to be expected ? 

“For the present, I trust not,’* said the young warrior, who 
they now observed was slightly wounded ; “ but I pray you, of 
your nobleness, let the woods here be searched; for we were 
assaulted by four of these base assassins, and I see three only on 
the sward.” 

The attendants now brought forward the mrson whom they 
had rescued from the dogs, and Henry, with disgust, shame, and 
astonishment, recognised his kinsman, Gaston St Clere. This 
discovery he communicated in a whisper to Lord Boteler, who 
commanded the prisoner to be conveyed to Queenhoo-Hall, and 
closely guarded ; meanwhile he anxiously enquired of young 
St Clere about his wound. 

“ A scratch, a trifle J ” cried Henry ; “ I am in less haste to 
bind it than to introduce to you one, without whose aid that of 
the leech would have come too late. — ^Where is he? where is my 
brave deliverer ? ” 

“Here, most noble lord,” said Gregory, sliding from his 
palfrey, and stepping forward, “ready to receive tiSe guerdon 
which your bounty would heap on him.” 

“Truly, Friend Gregory,” answered the young warrior, 
“thou shalt not be forgotten ; for thou didst run speedily, and 
roar manfully for aid, without which, I think verily, we had not 
received it. — But the brave forester, who came to my rescue 
when these three ruffians had nigh overpowered me, where 
is he ? ” 

Every one looked around, but though all had seen him on 
entering the thicket, he was not now to be found. They could 
only conjecture that he had retired during the confusion occa< 
sioned by the detention of Gaston. 

“ Seek not for him,” said the Lady Emma, who had now in 
some degree recovered her composure ; “he will not be found of 
mortal, unless at his own season.” 

The Baron, convinced from this answer that her terror had, for 
the time, somewhat disturbed her reason, forbore to question 
her; and Matilda and Eleanor, to whom a message had been 
despatched with the result of this strange adventure, arriving, 
they took the Lady Emma between them, and all in a boify 
returned to the casme. 

The distance was, however, considerable, and, before reaching 
it, they had another alarm. The prickers, who rode foremost in 
the troop, halted, and announced to the Lord Boteler, that they 
perceived advancing towards them a bo^ of armed men. The 
followers of the Baron were numerous, but they were arrayed 
for the chase, not for battle ; and it was with great pleasure that 
he discerned, on the pennon of the advancing body of men-at- 
arms, instead of the cognitance of Gaston as he had some reason 
to expect, the friendly Bsarings of Fitzosbome of Diggswell, the 
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same young lord who was present at the May-games with Fitz- 
allen of Marden. The knight himself advanced, sheathed in 
armour, and, without raising his visor, informed Iiord Boteler, 
that having heard of a base attempt made upon a part of his 
train by rumanly assassins, he had mounted and armed a small 
party of retainers, to escort them to Queenhoo-Hall. Having 
received and accepted an invitation to attend them thither, they 
prosecuted their journey in confidence and security, and arrived 
safe at J^me without any further accident. 

CHAPTER V. 

IirVESTIGATION OF THE AJ>VBNTT7BE OF THE HUNTING A BISCOVERY 

— Gregory’s manhood — fate of gaston st clerk — con- 
clusion. 

So soon as they arrived at the princely mansion of Boteler, the 
Lady Eimma. craved permission to retire to her chamber, that she 
might compose her spirits after the terror she had imdergone. 
Henry St Clere, in a few words, proceeded to explain the adven* 
ture to the curious audience. “ I had no sooner seen my sister’s 
palfrey, in spite of her endeavours to the contrary, entering with 
^irit into the chase set on foot by the worshipful Gregory than 
Irode after to give her assistance. So long was the chase, that 
when the greyhounds pulled dowm the knoboler, we were out of 
hearing of your bugles ; and having rewarded and coupled the 
dogs, I gave them to be led by the jester, and we wandered in 
quest of our company, whom it would seem the sport had led in 
a different <Mrection. At length, passing through the thicket 
where you found us, I was surprised by a cross-bow bolt whizz- 
ing past mine head. 1 drew my sword, and rushed into the 
thicket, but was instantly assailed by two ruffians, while other 
two made towards my sister and Gregory. The poor knave fled, 
crying for help, pursued by my false kinsman, now your prisoner ; 
and we designs of the other on my poor Emma (murderous no 
doubt) were prevented by the sudden apparition of a brave 
woodsman, wno, after a short encounter, stretched the miscreant 
at his feet, and came to my assistance. I was already idightly 
wounded, and nearly over-laid with odds. The combat lasted 
some time, for the caitiffs were both well armed, strong, and 
desperate ; at l^gth, however, we had each master^ our antag- 
onist, when your retinue, my lK>rd Boteler, arrived to my reH^. 
So ends my story ; but, by my knighthood, I would give an earl’s 
ransom for an opportunity of thanking the gallant forester by 
whose aid I live to tell it. 

“ Fear not,” said Lord Boteler, *‘he Ehall be found, if this or 
the four adjacent counties hold him. — And now Lord Fitzosbome 
will be pleased to doff the armour he has so kind^ assumed for 
our sakes, and we will all bowne ourselves for the banquet.” 

When the hour of dinner approached, the Lady Matilda and 
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her cousin visited the chamber of the fair Darcy. They found 
her in a composed but melancholy posture. She turned the dis- 
course upon the misfortunes of her life, and hinted, that having 
recovered her brother, and seeing him look forward to the society 
of one who would amply repay to him the loss of hers, she had 
thoughts of dedicating her remaining life to Heaven, by whose 
providential interference it had been so often preserved. 

Matilda coloured deeply at something in this speech, and her 
cousin inveighed loudly against Emma’s resolution. “Ah, my 
dear Lady Meaner,” replied she, “I have to-day witnessed what 
I cannot but judge a supernatural visitation, and to what end 
can it call me but to give myself to the altar ? That peasant who 
guided me to Baddow through the Park of Danbury, the same 
who appeared before me at different times, and in different 
forms, during that eventful journey, — ^that youth, whose features 
are imprinted on my memory, is the very individual forester who 
this day rescued us in the forest. I cannot be mistaken ; and, 
connecting these marvellous appearances with the spectre which 
I saw while at Gay Bowers, 1 cannot resist the conviction that 
Heaven has permitted my guardian antrel to assume mortal shape 
for my relief and protection.” 

The fair cousins, after exchanging looks which implied a fear 
that her mind was wandering, answered her in sooting terms, 
and dually prevailed upon her to accompany them to ihe banquet- 
ing-hall. Here the first person they encountered was the Baron 
Pitzosbome of Di^swell, now divested of his armour; at the 
sight of whom the Lady Emma changed colour, and exclaiming, 
“It is the same I ” sunk senseless into the arms of Matilda. 

“ She is bewildered by the terrors of the day,” said Eleanor ; 
“ and we have done ill in obliging her to descend.” 

“And I,” said Pitzosbome, ^‘have done madly in presenting 
before her one, whose presence must recall moments the most 
alarming in her life.” 

While the ladies supported Emma from the hall. Lord Boteler 
and St Clere requested an explanation from Pitzosbome of the 
words he had used. 

“Trust me, gentle lords,” said the Baron of Diggswell, “ye 
shall have what ye demand, when I learn that Lady Emma Darcy 
has not suffered from my impmdence.” 

At this moment Lady Matilda returning, said, that her fair 
friend, on her recovery, had calmly and deln^rately insisted that 
she had seen Pitzosbome before, in the most dangerous crisis of 
her life. 

“I dread,” said she, “her disordered mind connects all that 
her eye beholds with the terrible passages that she has wit- 
nessed. ” 

“Nay,” said Pitzosbome, “if noble St Clere can pardon the 
unauthorized interest which, with the purest and most honour- 
able intentions, 1 have taken in his sister’s fate, it is easy for me 
to expla^ this mysterious impression.” 
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He proceeded to say, that, happening to be in the hostelry 
called the OriflSn, near Baddow, while upon a journey in that 
country, he had met with the old nurse of the Lady Emma 
Darcy, who, being just expelled from Gay Bowers, was in the 
height of her grief and indignation, and made loud and public 
proclamation of Lady Emma’s wrongs. Erom the description 
she gave of the beauty of her foster-child, as well as from the 
^irit of chivalry, Fitzosbome became interested in her fate. 
This interest was deeply enhanced when, by a bribe to old 
Gaunt the Beve, he procured a view of the Lady Emma, as she 
walked near the castle of Gay Bowers. The aged churl refused 
to give him access to the castle ; yet dropped some hints, as if 
he thought the lady in danger, and wished she were well out of 
it. His master, he said, had heard she had a brother in life, and 


since that deprived him of all chance of gaining her domains by 
purchase, he — ^in short. Gaunt wished they were safely separated. 
“If any injury,” quoth he, “should happen to the damsel here, 
it were ill for us all. I tried, by an innocent stratagem, to 
frighten her from the castle, by introducing a figure through a 
trap-door, and warning her, as if by a voice from the dead, to 
retreat from thence ; but the giglet is wilful, and is running 
upon her fate. ” 

Finding Gaunt, although covetous and communicative, too 
faithful a servant to his wicked master to take any active steps 
against his commands, Fitzosbome applied himself to old 
Uraely, whom he found more tractable. Through her he 
learned the dreadful plot Gaston had laid to rid himself of his 
kinswoman, and resolved to effect her deliverance. But aware 
of the delicacy of Emma’s situation, he charged tJrsely to con- 
ceal from her the interest he took in her distress, resolving to 
watch over her in disguise, until he saw her in a place of safety. 
Hence the appearance he made before her in various dresses 
during her journey, in the course of which he was never far 
distant ; and he had always four stout yeomen within hearing of 
his bugle, had assistance been necessary. When she was placed 
in safety at the lo<^e, it was Fitzosbome’s intention to have 
prevailed upon his sisters to visit, and take her under their pro- 
tection ; but he found them absent from Diggswell, having gone 
to attend an aged relation, who lay dangerously ill in a distant 
county. They did not return until the day before the May- 
^mes; and the other events followed too rapidly to permit 
Fitzosbome to lay any plan for Introducing them to I^ady Emma 
Darcy. On the day of the chase, he resolved to preserve his 
romantic disguise, and attend the Lady Emma as a forester, 
parl^ to have the pleasure of being near her, and partly to 
judge whe^er, according to an idle report in the conntry, she 
favoured his friend and comrade FitzaUen of Marden. This last 


motive, it may easily be believed, he did not declare to the 
commny. Aito the skirmish with the rufiELans, he waited till 
the Baron and the hunters arrived, and then, still doubting the 
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farther designs of Gaston, hastened to his castle, to arm the 
band which had escorted them to Qneenhoo-Hall. 

Pitzosbome’s story being finished, he received the thanks of 
all the company, particularly of St Clere, who felt deeply the 
respectful delicacy with which he had conducted himself towards 
his sister. The lady was carefully informed of her obligations to 
h im ; and it is left to the well-judging reader, whether even the 
raillery of Lady Eleanor made her regret, that Heaven had only 
employed natural means for her security, and that the guardian 
1 was converted into a handsome, gallant, and enamoured 
bt. 

he joy of the company in the hall extended itself to the 
butteiw, where Gregory the jester narrated such feats of arms 
done by himself in the fray of the morning, as might have 
shamed Bevis and Guy of Warwick. He was, according to his 
narrative, singled out for destruction by the gigantic Baron him- 
self, while he abandoned to meaner hands the destruction of St 
Clere and Fitzosbome. 

“ But certes,^’ said he, the foul paynim met his match ; for, 
ever as he foined at me with his brand, I parried his blows with 
my bauble, and closing with him upon the third veny, threw 
him to the ground, and made him cry recreant to an unarmed 
man.” 

‘-Tush, man,” said Drawslot, “thou forgettest thy best 
auxiliaries, the good greyhounds, Help and Holdfast ! I warrant 
thee, that when the humpbacked Baron caught thee by the cowl, 
which he hath almost tom oj0f, thou hadst neen in a fair plight 
had they not remembered an old friend, and come in to the 
rescue. Why, man, I found them fastened on him myself ; and 
there was odd staving and stickling to make them *ware 
haunch ! * Their mouths were full of the flex, for I pulled 
a piece of the garment from their jaws. I warrant thee, that 
when they brought him to ground, thou fledst like a frighted 
pricket.” 

“And as for Gregory’s gigantic paynim,” said Fabian, “why, 
he lies yonder in the guard-room, the very size, shape, and 
colour of a spider in a yew-hedge.” 

“It is false I” said Gregory; ‘^Colbrand the Dane was a 
dwarf to him.” 

“ It is as true,” returned Fabian, “ as that the Tasker is to 
be married, on Tuesday, to prett;^ Margery. Gregory, thy sheet 
hath brought them between a pair of blankets.” 

“I care no more for such a gillflirt,” said the Jester, “than I 
do for thy leasings. "Marry, thou hop-o’-my-thumb, happy 
wouldst thou be could thy head reach the captive Baron’s 
girdle.” 

‘*By the mass,” said Peter Lanaret, “ I will have one peep at 
this burly gallant ; ” and, leaving the buttery, he went to the 
guard-room where Gaston St Clere was confined. A man-at- 
arms, who kept sentinel on the strong studded door of the 
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apartment^ said, he believed he slept; for that, after raging, 
stamping, and uttering the most horrid imprecations, he had 
been of late perfectly still. The Falconer gently drew back a 
sliding board, of a foot square, towards the top of the door, 
which covered a hole of the same size, strongly latticed, through 
which the warder, without opening the door, could look in upon 
his prisoner. From this aperture he beheld the wretched Gaston 
suspended by the neck, by his own girdle, to an iron ring in the 
side of his prison. He had clambered to it by means of the 
table on which his food had been placed ; and, in the agonies of 
shame, and disappointed malice, had adopted this mode of 
ridding himself of a wretched life. He was found yet warm, 
but totally lifeless. A proper account of the manner of his 
death was drawn up and certified. He was buLried that evening, 
in the chapel of the castle, out of respect to his high birth ;• and 
the chaplain of Fitzallen of Marden, who said the service upon 
the occasion, preached, the next Sunday, an excellent sermon 
upon the text, JEladix malorum est cupiditas, which we have here 
transcribed. 

***♦■»«■*■» 

(Here the manuscript, from which we have painfully trans- 
cribed, and frequently, as it were, translated this tale, for the 
reader's edification, is so indistinct and defaced, that, excepting 
certain howbeits, nathlesses, lo ye's ! &c,, we can pick out little 
that is intelligible, saving that avarice is defined ‘ ‘ a likourish- 
ness of heart after ear&ly things.” A little farther, there 
seems to have been a gay account of Margery's wedding with 
Balph the Tasker ; the running at the quintain, and other rural 
games practised on the occasion. There are also fragments of a 
mock sermon preached by Gregory upon that occasion, as for 
example : 

“My dear cursed caitiffs, there was once a king, and he 
wedded a young old queen, and she had a child ; and this child 
was sent to Solomon the Sage, praying he would mve it the same 
blessing which he got from the witch of Endor when she bit him 
by the heeh Hereof speaks the worthy Dr Eadi^ndus Potator ; 
why should not mass said for all the roasted shoe souls served 
up in the king's dish on Saturday ; for true it is, that St Peter 
asked father Adam, as they journeyed to Camelot, an high, 
great, and doubtful question, * Adam, Adam, why eated'st thou 
the apple without paring ’ ? ” * 

* This tirade of gibber!^ to literally taken or selected from a mock discourse 
prononnced by a professed jester, vblcb occurs in an ancient manuscript in the 
AdTocates* library, the same from which the late ingenious Mr Weber publtohed 
the CYtrious comic romance of the Hunting of the Hare. It was introduced in 
compliance with Mr Strutt's plan of rendering his tale an illustration of ancient 
manners. A similar burlesque sermon to pronounced ty the Fool in Sir David 
liindesay's satire of the Three Estates. The nonsense and vulgar burlesque of 
that composition iUostoate the ground of Sir Andrew Aguecheek's eulogy on the 
exploits of the Jester in Twelfth Night, who, reserving his sharper Jests for Sir 
Toby, had doubtless enough of the Jargon of hto adUng to capi^vate the imbecility 
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With much goodly gibberish to the same effect ; which display 
of Gregory’s ready wit not only threw the whole company into 
convulsions of laughter, but made such an impression on Rose, 
the Potter’s daughter, that it was thought it would be the 
Jester’s own fault if Jack was long without his Jill. Much 
pithy matter, concerning the bringing the bride to bed — ^the 
l<x>sing the bridegroom’s points — ^the scramble which ensued for 
them — and the casting of the stocking, is also omitted from its 
obscurity. 

The following song, which has been since borrowed by the 
worshipful author of the famous “ History of Fryar Bacon,” has 
been with difficulty deciphered. It seems to have been sung on 
occasion of carrying home the bride, 

Bbidal Sono. 

To the tune I have been a Fiddler y* due. 

And did you not hear of a miiiih befell 
The morrovr after a wedding day. 

And carrying a bride at home to dwell ? 

And away to Tewin, away, away I 

The quintain was set, and the garlands were made, 

’Tis pity old customs should ever decay; 

And wo be to him that was horsed on a Jade, 

For he carried no credit away, away. 

We met a concert of flddle-de-dees ; 

We set them a cockhorse, and made them play 

The winning of Bullen, and Upsey-frees, 

And away to Tewin, away, away I 

There was ne'er a lad in all the parish 
That would go to the plough that day; 

But on Ills fore-horse his wench he carries, 

And away to Tewin, away, away t 

The hntler was quick, and the ale he did tap, 

The maidens did make the chamber full gay ; 

The servants did give me a fuddling cup, 

And I did carry’t away, away. 

The smith of the town his liquor so took, 

That he was persuaded that the ground look'd blew; 

And 1 dare boldly be sworn on a book. 

Such smiths as he there's but a few. 

A posset was made, and the women did sip, 

And simpering said, they could eat no more; 

Full many a maiden was laid on the Up,— 

I'U say no more, hut give o'er, (give o'er.) 

But wbat our fair readers will chiefly regret, is the loss of 
three declarations' of love } the first by St Glere to Matilda ; 

of his brother knight, who Is made to exclaim — “In sooth, thou wast in very 
gracious fooUng last night, when thou spokest of Hgrogremltus, and of the 
vapours passing the equinoctials of Qnenbus; *twaa very good, T faith ! '* It is 
entertaining to find commentators seeking to discover some meaning in tlie 
professional jargon of such a passage as this. 
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wMch, -with the lady’s answer, occupies fifteen closely written 
pages of manuscript. That of Fitzosbome to Emma is not much 
shorter ; but the amours of Fitzallen and Eleanor, being of a less 
romantic cast, are closed in three pages only. The three noble 
couples were married in Queenhoo-Mall upon the same day, being 
the twentieth Sunday after Easter. There is a prolix account of 
the marriage-feast, of which we can pick out the names of a few 
dishes, su5i as peterel, crane, sturgeon, swan, &c., &c., with a 
profusion of wild-fowl and venison. We also see, that a suitable 
song was produced by Peretto on the occasion ; and that the 
bishop, who blessed the bridal beds which received the happy 
couples, was no niggard of his holy water, bestowing half a 
upon each of the couches. We regret we caimot give 

curiosities to the reader in detail, but we hope to expose 

the manuscript to abler antiquaries, so soon as it shall be framed 
and glazed by the ingenious artist who rendered that service to 
Mr Ireland’s Shakespeare MSS. And so, (being unable to lay 
aside the style to which our pen is habituated, ) gentle reader, 
we bid thee heartily farewell.] 

No. III. 

ANECDOTE OF SCHOOL DAYS, 

tJrpON WHICH MB THOMAS SCOTT PROPOSED TO POUND A TALE 
OP FICTION. 

It is well known in the South that there is little or no boxing at 
the Scottish schools. About forty or fifty years ago, however, a 
far more dangerous mode of fighting, in parties or factions, was 
permitted in Sie streets of Edinburgh, to the ^eat disgrace of 
the police, and danger of the parties concerned. These parties 
were generally formed from the quarters of the town in which 
the combatants resided, those of a particular square or district 
fighting against those of an adjoining one. Hence it happened 
that the children of the higher classes were often pitted against 
those of the lower, each taking their side according to the 
residence of their friends. So far as I recollect, however, it was 
unmingled either with feelings of democracy, or aristocracy, or 
indeed with malice or ill-will of any kind towards the opposite 
party. In fact, it was onl^ a rough mode of play. Such 
contests were, however, maintained with great vigour with 
stones, and sidcks, and fisticufis, when one party dared^to charge, 
and the other stood their ground. Of course mischief sometimes 
happened, boys are said to have been killed at these Bickers^ as 
they were caOed, and serious accidents certainly took place, as 
many contemporaries can bear witness. 

The s^uthor's fath^, residing in George Square, in the southern 
side of Edmburgh, the boys belonging to that family, with 
others in the square, were arranged into a sort of company, to 
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which a lady of distinction presented a handsome set of colours. 
Now this company or regiment, as a matter of course, was 
engaged in weekly warfare with the boys inhabiting the Cross- 
causeway, Bristo-street, the Potterrow, — in short, the neighbour- 
ing suburbs. These last were chiefly of the lower rank, but 
hardy loons, who threw stones to a hair*s-breadth, and were very 
rugged antagonists at close quarters. The skirmish sometimes 
lasted for a whole evening, imtil one party or the other was 
victorious, when, if ours were successful, we drove the enemy to 
their quarters, and were usually chased back by the reinforce- 
ment of bigger lads who came to their assistance. If, on the 
contrary, we were pursued, as was often the case, into the 
precincts of our square, we were in our turn supported by our 
elder brothers, domestic servants, and similar auxiliaries. 

It followed, from our frequent opposition to each other, that 
though not knowing the names of om enemies, we were yet well 
acquainted with their appearance, and had nicknames for the 
most remarkable of them. One very active and spirited boy 
might be considered as the principal leader in the cohort of the 
suburbs He was, I suppose, thirteen or fourteen years old, 
finely made, tall, blue-eyed, wifli long fair hair, the very picture of 
a youthful Goth, This lad was always first in the charge, and last 
in the retreat — ^the Achilles, at once, and Ajax, of the Crosscause- 
way. He was too formidable to us not to have a cognomen, and, 
like that of a knight of old, it was taken from the most remark- 
able part of his dress, being a pair of old green livery breeches, 
which was the princij^al part of nis clothing ; for, like Pentapolin, 
according to L^n Quixote’s account, Green-Breeks, as we called 
him, always entered the battle with bare arms, legs, and feet. 

It fell, &Lat once upon a time, when the combat was at the 
thickest, this plebeian champion headed a sudden charge, so rapid 
and furious, that all fled before him. He was several paces 
before his comrades, and had actually laid his hands on the 
patrician standard, when one of our party, whom some misjudg- 
mg friend had intrusted with a couteau de chasse^ or hanger, 
inspired with a zeal for the honour of the corps, worthy of Major 
Sturgeon himself, struck poor Green-Breeks over the head, with 
stren^h sufficient to cut him down. When this was seen, the 
casutdty was so far beyond what had ever taken place before, 
that both parties fled different ways, leaving poor ween-Breeks 
with his bright hair plentifully dabbled in Wood, to the care of 
the watchman, who (honest man) took care not to know who had 
done the mischief. The bloody hanger was flimg into one of the 
Meadow ditches, and solemn secrecy was sworn on aE hands; 
but the remorse and terror of the actor were beyond aU bounds, 
and his apprehensions of the most dreadful character. The 
wounded hero was for a few days in the Intenary, the case 
being only a trifling one. But though enquiry was s<a:ongly 
pressed on him, no argument could make him indicate the p^son 
from whom he had received the wound, though he must have 
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been perfectly well known to bim. Wben be recovered, and was 
dismissed, the author and his brothers opened a communication 
with him, through the medium of a popular gingerbread baker, 
of whom both parties were customers, in order to tender a sub- 
sidy in name oi smart-money. The sum would excite ridicule 
were I to name it ; but sure I am, that the pockets of the noted 
Green-Breeks never held as much money of his own. He declined 
the remittance, saying that he would not sell his blood ; but at 
the same time reprobated the idea of being an informer, which 
he said was clam^ i,e. base or mean. With much urgency he 
pted a pound of snuff for the use of some old woman, — aunt, 
Imother, or the Hke, — ^with whom he lived. We did not 
ne friends, for the hickars were more agreeable to both parties 
than any more pacific amusement ; but we conducted them ever 
after under mutual assurances of the highest consideration for 
each other. 

Such was the hero whom Mr Thomas Scott proposed to carry 
to Canada, and involve in adventures with the natives and 
colonists of that country. Perhaps the youthful generosity of 
the lad will not seem so great in the eyes of others, as to those 
whom it was the means of screening from severe rebuke and 
punishment* But it seemed to those concerned, to argue a 
nobleness of sentiment far beyond the pitch of most minds ; and 
however obscurely the lad, who showed such a frame of noble 
spirit, may have lived or died, I cannot help being of opinion, 
that if fortune had placed him in circumstances calling for 
gallantry or generosity, the man would have fulfilled the promises 
of the boy. X4ong afterwards, when the story was told to my 
father, he censured us severely for not telling the truth at the 
time, that he might have attempted to be of use to the young man 
in entering on me. But our alarms for the consequences of the 
drawn sword, and the wound inflicted with such a weapon, were 
far too predominant at the time for such a pitch of generosity. 

Perhaps I ought not to have inserted this school-boy tale; 
but, besides the strong impression made by the incident at the 
time, the whole accompaniments of the stoi^ are matters to me 
of solemn and sad recollection. Of all the little band who were 
concerned in those juvenile sports or brawls, I can scarce 
recollect a single survivor. Some left the ranks of mimic war to 
die in the active service of their country. Many sought distant 
lands to return no more. Others, dispersed in different paths of 
life, ‘‘my dim eyes now seek for in vain.” Of five brothers, all 
healthj and promising, in a degree far beyond one whose infancy 
was visited by personal infirmity, and whose health after this 
period seemed long very precarious, I am, nevertheless, the only 
survivor. The best loved, and the best deserving to be loved, 
who had destined, this incident to be the foundaHon of literary 
composiiaon, died “before his day,” in a distant and foreign 
lana; and trifles assume an import^ce not their own, when 
connected with th€>8e who have been loved and lost. 
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The plan of this edition leads me to insert in this place some 
account of the incidents on which the Novel of Wavebley is 
founded. They have been already given to the public, by my 
late lamented friend, William Brskine, Ksq. (afterwards Lord 
Kinneder), when reviewing the Tales of My Landlord for the 
Quarterly Review^ in 1817. The particulars were derived by 
^e critic from the author’s information. Afterwards they were 
published in the preface to the Chronicles of the Canongatem 
Th^ are now inserted in their proper place. 

The mutual protection adbraed by Waverley and Talbot to 
each other, upon which the whole plot dei>ends, is founded u]^n 
one of those anecdotes which soften the features even of civil 


war $ and as it is equally honourable to the memory of both 
parties, we have no hesitation to ^ve their names at length. 
When the Highlanders, on the morning of the battle of Preston, 
1745, made their memorable attack on Sir John Cope’s army, a 
battery of four field-pieces was stormed and carried by the 
Camerons and the Stewarts of Appine. The late Alexander 
Stewart of Jhvemal^le was one of the foremost in the charge, 
and observing an omcer of the King’s forces, who, scorning to 
Tom the flight of all around, remained with his sword in his 
hand, as ii determined to the very last to defend the post 
assigned to him, the Highland gentleman commanded him to 
surrender, and received mr reply a thrust, which he caught in 
his target. The officer was now defenceless, and the batue-axe 
of a gigantic Highlander (the miller of Invemahyle’s mill) was 
uplifted to dash his brains out, when Mr Stewart with difficulty 
prevailed on him to yield. He took charge of his enemy^ 
property, protected his person, and finalty obtained him liberty- 
on his parole. The officer proved to be Colonel Whitefoord, an 
Ayrshire gentleman of high character and influence, and warmly 
attached to the House of Hanover ; yet such was the confidence 
existing between these two honourable men, though of diflerent 
politick principles, that while the civil war was raging, and 
straggling officers &am the Highland army were executed with- 
out mercy, Invemahyle hesitated not to pay his late captive a 
visit, as he returned to the Hig^ilands to raise fresh recruits, on 
which occasion he spent a day or two in A 3 nrshire among Colonel 
WMtefoord’s Whig friends, as pleasantly and as good-humouredly 
as if all had been at peace around him 
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After the battle of CuUoden had ruined the ho|»es of Charles 
Edward, and dispersed his proscribed adherents, it was Colonel 
Whitefoord’s turn to strain every nerve to obtain Mr Stewart’s 
pardon. He went to the Lora Justice Clerk, to the Lord 
Advocate, and to all the officers of state, and each application 
was answered by the production of a list, in which Invemahyle 
(as the good old gentleman was wont to express it) appeared 

marked with the sign of the beast I ” as a subject unfit for 
favour or pardon. 

At length Colonel Whitefoord applied to the Duke of Cumber- 
land in person. From him, also, he received a positive refusal. 
He then limited his request, for the present, to a protection for 
Stewart’s house, wife, children, and prwerty. This was also 
refused by the Duke ; on which Colonel 'Urhitefoord, takii^ his 
commission from his bosom, laid it on the table before his Royal 
Highness with much emotion, and asked permission to retire 
from the service of a sovereign who did not know how to spare a 
vanquished enemy. The Duke was struck, and even afltected. 
He bade the Colonel take up his commission, and granted the 
protection he required. It was issued just in time to save the 
house, com, and cattle at Invemahyle from the troops, who were 
engaged in laying waste what it was the fashion to call “the 
countxy of the enemy,” A small encampment of soldiers was 
formed on Invemahyle’s property, which they spared wMle 
plundering the countiy aroimd, and searching in every direction 
for the leaders of the insurrection, and for Stewart in particular. 
He was much nearer them than they suspected ; for, hidden in a 
cave (like the Baron of Brad.wardine), he lay for many days so 
near the English sentinels, that he could hear their muster-roll 
called. His food was brought to him by one of his daughters, a 
child of eight years old, whom Mrs Stewart was under the 
necessity <3 intrusting with this commission ; for her own 
motions, and those of au her elder inmates, were closely watched. 
With ingenuity beyond her years, the child used to stray about 
among me solmers, who were rather kind to her, and thus seize 
the moment when she was unobserved, and steal into the thicket, 
whmi she deposited whatever small store of provisions she had in 
charge, at some marked spot, where her father might find it. 
Invem^yle supported life for several weeks by means of these 
precarious suppUes ; and as he had been wounded in the battle 
of CuHoden, the hardships which he endured were aggravated by 
great bodily pain. ARser the soldiers had removed their 
quarters, he had another remarkable escape. 

As he now ventured to his own house at night, and left it in 
^e mo^nng, he was espied during the dawn by a party of the 
enemy, who fired at and pursued him. T^e fugitive being 
fortunate enough to escape their search, they returned to the 
house, and charged the family -with harbouring one of the pro- 
scribed traitors. An old woman had presence of mind enough 
to maintain that the man they had seen was the shepherd. 
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“ Why did he not stop when we called to him said the soldier. 
— “He is as deaf, i>oor man, as a peat stack,” answered the 
ready-witted domestic. — “Let him he sent for directly.” The 
real shepherd accordingly was brought from the hill, and as there 
was time to tutor him by the way, he was as deaf when he made 
his appearance, as was necessary to sustain his character. 
Invernahyle was afterwards pardoned under the Act of 
Indemnity. 

The author knew him well, and has often heard these circum- 
stances from his own mouth. He was a noble specimen of the 
old Highlander, far descended, gallant, courteous, and brave, 
even to chivalry. He had been I believe, in 1716 and 1745, 
was an active partaker in all the stirring scenes which passed in 
the Highlands, betwixt these memorable eras ; and I have heard, 
was remarkable, among other exploits, for having fought a duel 
with the broadsword with the cmebrated Bob Boy MacGregor, 
at the Clachan of Balquhidder. 

Invernahyle chanced to be in Edinburgh when Paul Jones 
came into the Frith of Forth, and though then an old man, I saw 
him in arms, and heard him exult (to use his own words), in the 
prospect of “drawing his claymore once more before he died.”* 
In fact, on that memorable occasion, when the capital of Scotland 
was menaced by three trifling sloops or brigs, scarce fit to have 
sacked a fishing village, he was the only man who seemed to 
propose a plan of resistance. He offered to the magistrates, if 
Droadswords and dirks could be obtained, to find as many High- 
landers among the lower classes, as would cut off any boat’s 
crew who mi^t be sent into a town, full of narrow and winding 
passages, in which they were like to disperse in quest of plunder. 
I know not if his plan was attended to ; I rather think it seemed 
too hazardous to the constituted authorities, who might not, 
even at that time, desire to see arms in Highland hands. A 
steady and powerful west wind settled the matter, by sweeping 
Paul Jones and his vessels out of the Frith. 

If there is something deluding in this recollection, it is not 
unpleasant to compare it with those of the last war, when Edin- 
burgh, besides regular forces and militia, furnished a volunteer 
brigade of cavalry, infantry, and artillei^, to the amount of six 
thousand men and upwards, which was in readiness to meet and 
repel a force of a far more formidable description, than was 
commanded by the adventurous American. Time and circum- 
stances change the character of nations, and the fate of cities ; 
and it is some pride to a Scotchman to reflect, that the inde- 
pendent and mt^y character of a country, willing to intrust its 
own protection to the arms of its children, after having been 
obscured for half a century, has, during the course of Im own 
lifetime, recovered its lustre. 

Other illustrations of Waverley will be found in the Notes at the 
foot of the pages to which they belong. Those which appeared 
too long to oe so placed, lure given at the end of this Volume. 
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PREFACE 

TO THE THIRD EDITION OF WAVEREEY. 


To this slight attempt at a sketch of ancient Scottish manners, 
the public have been more favourable than the Author durst 
have hoped or expected. He has heard, with a mixture of 
satisfaction and humility, his work ascribed to more than one 
respectable name. Considerations, which seem weighty in his 
particular situation, prevent his releasing those gentlemen from 
suspicion by placing^ his own name in the title page ; so that, for 
the present at least, it must remain uncertain, whether WAVERnEir 
be the work of a poet or a critic, a lawyer or a clergyman, or 
whether the writer, to use Mrs Malaprop’s phrase, be, ‘^Uke 
Cerberus — ^three gentlemen at once.” The Author, as he is 
unconscious of any thing in the work itself (except perhaps its 
frivolity) which prevents its finding an acknowledged father, 
leaves it to the candour of the public to choose among the many 
circumstances peculiar to different situations in life, such as may 
induce him to suppress his name on the present occasion. He 
may he a writer new to publication, and unwilling to avow a 
character to which he is imaccustomed ; or he may be a 
hackneyed author, who is ashamed of too frequent appearance, 
and employs this mystery, as the heroine of the old comedy used 
her mai^, to attract the attention of those to whom her face had 
become t^ familiar. He may be a man of a gpave profession, to 
whom the reputation of being a novel-writer might he prejudicial ; 
or he may be a man of fashion, to whom wnming of any kind 
might appear pedantic. He may he too young to assmne the 
character of an author, or so old as to make it advisable to lay 
it aside. 

The Author of Waverl^ has heard it objected to this novel, 
that, in the chazacter of CTalluzn Beg^ and in the accotmt giveir hy 
the Baron of Bradwardine of the petty trespasses of the High- 
landers upon trifiing articles of property, he nas home hard, and 
unjustly so, u|^n their national character. Nothing could be 
farmer from his wish or intention. The character of Callum 
Beg is that of a spirit naturally turned to daring evil, and 
determined, by the circumstances of his situation, to a partictilar 
species of mischief. Those who have perused the curious Betters 
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from the Highlands, published about 1726, will find instances of 
such atrocious characters which fell under the writer^s own 
observation, though it would be most unjust to consider such 
villains as representatives of the Highlanders of that period, any 
more than the murderers of Marr and Williamson can be supposed 
to represent the English of the present day. As for the plunder 
supposed to have been picked up by some of the insurgents in 
1745, it must be remembered, that although the way of that un- 
fortunate little army was neither marked by devastation nor 
bloodshed, but, on the contrary, was orderly and quiet in a 
most wonderful degree, yet no army marches through a country 
in a hostile manner without committing some depredations ; and 
several, to the extent, and of the nature, jocularly inmuted to 
them by the Baron, were really laid to the charge of the Highland 
insurgents ; for which many traditions, and particularly* one 
respecting the Knight of the Mirror, may be quoted as good 
evidence. 

^ A homely metrical nanative of the events of the period, which contains some 
striking pai’ticttlars, and Is still a great favourite with the lower classes, gives a 
veiy cmxect statement of the behaviour of the mountaineers respecting this same 
military license ; and as the verses ai*e little known, and contain some good sense, 
we venture to Insert then 

The Author's Adbress to all ik geitebal. 

Now, gentle readers, I have let you ken 
My very thoughts, from heart and pen, 

'Tis needless for to conten’ 

Or yet controule, 

For there's not a word o't I can men' — 

So ye must thole. 

For on botli sides, some were not good , 

I saw them mmd’ring la cold blood. 

Not the gentlemen, but wild and rude, 

The baser sort. 

Who to the wounded had no mood 
But mmrd'ring sport I 

Ev’n both at Preston and Falkirk, 

That fatal night ere it grew mirk. 

Piercing the wounded with their dark. 

Caused many cryi 

Such pity’s shown from Savage and Turk 
As peace to die. 

A woe be to such hot zeal. 

To smite the wounded on the Sell I 
It’s jnst they got such groats in kail, 

Who do the same. 

It <mly teaches cruelly’s real 
To them again. 

Pve seen the men call’d Highland Rogues, 

With liOwland men make thangs, a brojs, 

Sup kail and hrose, and fling the cogs 
Out at the door. 

Take cocks, hens, sheep, and hogs, 

And pay nought for. 





r saw a. ’twas a-igrlut-drole, 

■Wit-T^ a string of li.tmg on a. ipole, 

"Wliip'cl o’er Iris slionl<iex‘, slsipped liike a foie, 
Can.s*<a. Maggy laann, 

IL,ap o’er tlie micLden and midden-liole, 
ji^S^nd aff Ixe ran. 

Wlien clieclsi’d for tliis, tliey’d often tell ye—- - 
Xndeed ‘ncL'itz.&^IV s a tnme l>eily; 

iron'll no gie’t ■wanting l>onglxt^ nor sell me, 
JST&rseli will liae’t^ 

<3-0 tell K.ing Sliorge, and Slxordy's 'Willie. 

I’ll liae a meat. 

X saw tlxe soldiex-s at X-inton-brig, 

]Becanse tlie man was not a 'W'lxig, 

Of meat and drinlc lea-ve not a sKig, 

WitliJn Ixis door? 

Xliey Ijumt liis -very Ixat and wig, 

.A.nd tlmmp’d Ixim sore- 

j^nd tlirongli tlie IXiglilands tliey weie so mde, 
.A.S leave tliem neither clothes nor food. 

Then hnrnt their houses to conclude? 

‘T -was tit for tat. 

How can Tier n.CLi.7^s&ll e'er t>e good. 

To thlnlc on that? 

.A.nd aftex* all, O, shame and grief ! 

To use some ■worse than murd'ring thief. 

Their very gentleman and elxief, 

XJnhumanly ! 

Xjilsie IPopish tortures, I heJieve, 

Such ci’uelty 

Ev’n ■what was act on open stage 
At Oarlisle, in the hottest rage, 

"When mex'cy -was claptfn a cage. 

And pity dead. 

Such cruelty approv’d hy every age, 

I sliooli: my head. 

So many to cux’se, so few to pray. 

And some aloud huzza did ci-y s 
They cursed the Xtehel Scots that day. 

As they'd heen nowt 
Bx-ought up for slaughter, as that way 
Too many rowt- 

Thei*efox-e, alas t dear eountx-ymen, 

O nevex’ do the lllce again. 

To thii'st fox- vengeance, never hen' 

Tour gun nox- pa', 

But with the Bnglish e'en hori-ow and len', 

Xl>et anger fa’. 

Their hoasts and bullying, not worth a louse. 

As our King's the best about the house. 

'T is ay good to be sober and douce. 

To live In peace ? 

Foi" many, I see, for being o'er erouse. 

Oets brolcen face. 




WAVERLEY; 

OK, 

’T IS SIXTY YEARS SINCE. 


CHAPTER I. 

Introductory, 

The title of this work has not been chosen without the 
grave and solid deliberation, which matters of importance 
demand fiom the prudent. Even its first, or general 
denomination, was the result o£ common research or 
selection, although, according to the example of my 
predecessors, I had only to seize upon the most sounding 
and euphonic surname that En^sh history or topo- 
graphy afibrdKj, and elect it at once as the title of my 
work, and the name of my hero. But alas ! what could 
my readers have expected from the chivalrous epithets of 
Howard, Mordaunt, Mortimer, or Stanley, or from the 
softer and more sentimental sounds of Belmour, Belville, 
Belfield, and Belgrave, but pages of inanity, similar to 
those which have been so christened for hair a century 
past ? I must modestly admit I am too diffident of my 
own merit to place it m unnecessary opposition to prC" 
conceived associations ; I hav^ therefore, like a maiden 
knight with his white shielcL assumed for my hero, 
Wavebeey, an uncontaminated name, bearing with its 
sound little of good or evil, excepting what the reader 
shall hereafter be pleased to affix to it. But my sewnd 
or supplemental title was a matter ofYOTjcJipnore difficult 
election, since that, short as it is, may be lieid aj^^plfedging 
the author to some special mode of layrng his scene, 
drawing his characters, and managing his adventures. 
Had I, for example, announced m my frontispiece, 
“ Waverley, a Tale of other Days,’^ must not every novel- 
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reader have anticipated a castle scarce less than that of 
XJdolpho, of which the eastern wing had long been unin- 
habited, and the keys either lost, or consigned to the care 
of some aged butler or housekeeper, vmose trembling 
steps, about the middle of the second volume, were 
doomed to guide the hero, or heroine, to the ruinous 
precincts? Would not the owl have shrieked and the 
cricket cried in my very title-page? and could it have 
been possible for me, with a moderate attention to deco- 
rum, to introduce any scene more lively than might be 
produced by the iocularity of a clownish but faithful 
valet, or the garrulous narrative of the heroine’s fille-de- 
chambre, when rehearsing the stories oTf blood and horror 
which she had heard in the servants’ hall ? Again, had 
my title borne, “ Waverley, a Romance from the German," 
what head so obtuse as not to image forth a profligate 
abbot, an oppressive duke, a secret and mysterious 
association of Rosycrucians and Illuminati, with all their 
properties of black cowls, caverns, daggers, electrical 
machines, trap-doors, and dark -lanterns ? Or if I had 
rather chosen to call my work a “Sentimental Tale," 
would it not have been a sufficient presage of a heroine 
with a profusion of auburn hair, and a harp, the soft 
solace of her solitary hours, wMcn she fortunately flnds 
always the means of transporting from castle to cottage, 
although she herself be sometimes obliged to jump out or 
a two-pair-of-stairs window, and is more than once bewil- 
dered on her journey, alone and on foot, without any 
guide but a blowzy peasant girl, whos e j argon she hardly 
can understand? Or again, if my Waverley had been 
entitled “ A Tale of the Times," wouldst thou not, gentle 
reader, have demanded from me a dashing sketch of the 
fashionable world, a few anecdotes of private scandal 
thinly veiled, and if lusciously painted, so much the 
better? a heroine from Grosvenor Square, and a hero 
from the Barouche Club or the Four -in-Hand, with a set 
of subordinate characters from the elegantes of Queen 
Anne Street Hast, or the dashing heroes of the Row- 
Street Office ? I could proceed in proving the importance 
of a title-page, and displaying at the same time my own 
intimate knowledge of the particular ingredients necessary 
to. the com^sition of romances and novels of various des- 
criptions : Rut it is enough, and I scorn to tyrannize longer 
over the impatience of my reader, who is doubtless already 
anxious to know the choice made by an author, so pro- 
foundly versed in the diflerent branches of his art. 
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By fixing, then, the date of my story Sixty Years 
before this present 1st November 1805, I would have my 
readers understand, that they will meet in the following 
pages neither a romance of cnivalry, nor a tale of modern 
manners ; that my hero will neither have iron on his 
shoulders, as of yore, nor on the heels of his boots, as is 
the present fashion of Bond Street ; and that my damsels 
will neither be clothed ‘‘in purple and in pall,” like the 
JLady Alice of an old balladj nor reduced to the primitive 
nakedness of a modem fashionable at a rout. From this 
my clioice of an era the understanding critic may farther 
presage, that the object of my tale is more a description 
of men than manners. A tale of manners, to be inte- 
resting, must either refer to antiquity so ^reat as to have 
become venerable, or it must bear a vivid reflection of 
those scenes which are passing daily before our eyes, and 
are interesting from their novelty. Thus the coat-of- 
mail of our ancestors, and the triple-furred pelisse of our 
modern beaux, may, though for very different reasons, be 
equally fit for the array of a fictitious character ; but 
who, meaning the costume of his hero to be impressive, 
would willingly attire him in the court dress of George 
the Second’s reign, with its no collar, large sleeves, and 
low pocket-holes ? The same may be urged, with equal 
truth, of the Gothic hall, which, with its darkened and 
tinted windows, its elevated and gloomy roof, and 
massive oaken table garnished with boars-head and 
rosemary, pheasants and peacocks, cranes and cygnets, 
has an excellent effect in fictitious description. Much 
may also be gained by a lively display of a modern 
fete, such as we have daily recorded in that part of 
a newspaper entitled the Mirror of Fashion^ if we 
contrast these, or either of them, with the splendid 
formality of an entertainment given Sixty Years 
since ; and thus it iHll be readily seen how much 
the painter of antique or of fashionable manners 
gains over him who delineates those of the last genera- 
tion. 

Consideiing the disadvantages inseparable from this 
part of my subject, I must be understood to have resolved 
to avoid them as much as possible, by throwing the force 
of my narrative upon the characters and passions of the 
actors y — those passions common to men in all stages of 
society, and which have alike agitated the human heart, 
whether it throbbed under the steel corslet of the fifteenth 
century, the brocaded coat of the eighteenth, or the blue 
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frock and white dimity waistcoat of the present day.i 
Upon these passions it is no doubt true that the state of 
manners and laws casts a necessary colouring ; but the 
bearings, to use the language of heraldry, remain the 
same, -fliough the tincture may be not only different, but 
opposed in strong contradistinction. The wrath or our 
ancestors, for example, was coloured qules ; it broke forth 
in acts of open and sangumary violence against the 
objects of its fury. Our malignant feelings, \mich must 
seek gratification through more indirect channels, and 
undermine the obstacles which they cannot openly bear 
down, may be rather said to be tinctured sable. But the 
deep -ruling impulse is the same in both cases ; and the 
proud peer, who can now only ruin his neighbour accord- 
ing to law, by protracted suits, is the genuine descendant 
of the baron, who wrapped the castle of his competitor in 
flames, and knocked him on the head as he endeavoured 
to escape from the conflagration. It is from the great 
book of Nature, the same through a thousand editions, 
whether of black-letter, or wire-wove and hot-pressed, 
that I have venturously essayed to read a chapter to the 
public. Some favourable opportunities of contrast have 
been afforded me, by the state of society in the northern 
part of the island at the period of my history, and may 
serve at once to vai^ and to illustrate the moral lessons, 
which I would willingly consider as the most important 
part of my plan ; although I am sensible how short these 
will fall of their aim, if 1 shall be found unable to mix 
them with amusement^ — a, task not quite so easy in this 
critical generation as it was “ Sixty Years since.” 


CHAPTER II. 

Waverley-Monour. — A Retrospect. 

It is, then, sixty years since Edward Waverley. the hero 
of the following pages, took leave of his family, to join 
the regiment of dragoons in which he had lately obtained 
a commission. It was a melancholy day at Waverley- 
Honour when the young officer part^ with Sir Everard, 

^ Alas! that attire, respectable and js^entlemanlihe- in 1806, or thereabouts. Is 
now as antiquated as the Author of Waverley has himself become since that 
period! The .reader of fashicm will please to till up the costume with, an em- 
broidered waistcoat of purple relyet or siUc. and a coat of whateyer colour he 
pleases. (S.) 
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the affectionate old uncle to whose title and estate he was 
presumptive heir. 

A difference in political opinions had early separated 
the Baronet from his younger brother Bichard Waverley, 
the father of our hero. Sir Everard had inherited from 
his sires the whole train of Tory or High-church pre- 
dilections and prejudices, which had distinguished the 
house of Waverley since the Great Civil War. Bichard, 
on the contrary, who was ten years younger, beheld 
himself born to the fortune of a second brotner, and 
anticipated neither dignity nor entertainment in sustain- 
ing the character of Will Wimble. He saw early, that, 
to succeed in the race of life, it was necessary he should 
carry as little weight as possible. Painters talk of the 
difficulty of expressing the existence of compound passions 
in the same features at the same moment : It would be 
no less difficult for the moralist to analyze the mixed 
motives which unite to form the impulse of our actions. 
Bichard Waverley read and satisfied himself from history 
and sound argument that, in the words of the old song. 

Passive obedience was a jest, 

And pslmw! was non-resistance ; 

yet reason would have probably been unable to combat 
and remove hereditary prejudice could Bichard have 
anticipated that Ms elder brother, Sir Everard, taking to 
heart an early disappointment, would have remained a 
bachelor at seventy-two. The prospect of succession, 
however remote, might in that case have led him to 
endure dragging through the greater part of his life as 
“ Master Bichard at the Hall, the baronet’s brother," in 
the hope that ere its conclusion he should be distinguished 
as Sir Bichard Waverley of Waverley-Honour, successor 
to a princely estate, and to extended political connections 
as head of the county interest in the shire where it lay. 
But this was a consummation of things not to be expected 
at Bichard’s outset, when Sir Everard was in the prime 
of life, and certain to be an acceptable suitor in almost 
any ffimily, whether wealth or beauty should be the object 
of his pursuit, and when, indeed, Ms speedy marriage 
was a report which regularly amused the neighbourhood 
once a-year. His younger brother saw no practicable 
road to independence save that of relying upon his own 
exertions, and adopting a political creed more consonant 
teth to reason and his own interest than the hereditary 
zaith of Sir Everard in High- church and in the house of 



58 


WAVEELEY. 


Stewart. He therefore read his recantation at the be- 
ginning of his career, and entered life as an avowed 
whig, and friend of the Hanover succession. 

The ministry of George the First’s time were prudently 
anxious to diminish the phalanx of opposition. The Tory 
nobility, depending for their reflected lustre upon the 
sixnshine of a court, had for some time been gradually 
reconciling themselves to the new dynasty. But the 
wealthy country gentlemen of England, a rank which 
retained, with much of ancient manners and primitive 
integrity, a great proportion of obstinate and unyielding 
pr^udice, stood aloof in haughty and sullen opposition, 
and cast many a look of mingled regret and hope to Bois 
le Due, Avignon, and Italy.^ The accession oi the near 
relation of one of those steady and inflexible opponents 
was considered as a means of bringing over more converts, 
and therefore Bichard Waverley met with a share of 
ministerial favour, more than proportioned to his talents 
or his political importance. It was, however, discovered 
that he had respectable talents for public business, and 
the first admittance to the minister’s levee being negoti- 
ated, his success became rapid. Sir Everard learned 
from the public News-Letter^ first, that Richard Waverley, 
Esquire, was returned for the ministerial borough of 
Barterfaith ; next, that Richard Waverley, Esquire, had 
taken a distinguisned part in the debate upon the Excise 
bill in the support of government ; and, lastly, that 
Richard Waverley, Esquire, had been honoured with a 
seat at one of those boards, where the pleasure of serving 
the country is combined with other important gratifica- 
tions, which, to render them the more acceptable, occur 
regularly once a-quarter. 

Although these events followed each other so closely 
that the sagacity of the editor of a modern newspaper 
would have presaged the two last even while he announced 
the first, yet they came upon Sir Everard gradually, and 
drop by drop, as it were, distilled through the cool and 
procrastinating alembic of Dyer's Weekly Letter^ For 
it may be observed in passing, that instead of those mail- 
coaches, by means of which every mechanic at his six- 

^ Where the Chevalier Saint Geoi^, or, as he was tenned, the Old Pretender, held 
his exiled court, as his sitnation comp^^ him to shift his place of rmidence. (S. > 

® the oracle of the conntry gentlemen of the high Tory party. The ancient 
N&m~Z^tter was written in manuscript and copied by clerks, who addressed the 
ccqples to the subscribers. The politician by wbom they were compiled picked up 
his intelligence at Coffeedionses, and often pleaded for an additional gi*atuity, in 
comlderation of the extra expense attached to frequenting such places of fashion- 
able resort. <S.> 
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penny club may nightly leam from twenty contradictory 
channels the yesterday’s news of the capital, a weekly 
post brought, in those days, to Waverley-Honour, a 
Weekly Intelligencer^ which, after it had gratified Sir 
Everard’s curiosity, his sister’s, and that of his aged 
butler, was regularly transferred from the Hall to the 
Bectory, from the Bectory to Squire Stubbs’s at the 
Grange, from the Squire to the Baronet’s steward at his 
neat white house on the heath, from the steward to the 
bailijff, and from him through a huge circle of honest 
dames and gaffers, by whose hard and homy hands it 
was generally worn to pieces in about a month after its 
arrival. 

This slow succession of intelligence was of some 
advantage to Bichard Waverley in the case before us ; 
for, had the sum total of his enormities reached the ears 
of Sir Everard at once, there can be no doubt that the 
new commissioner would have had little reason to pique 
himself on the success of his politics. The Baronet, 
although the mildest of human beings, was not without 
sensitive points in his character ; his brother’s conduct 
had wounded these deeply ; the Waverley estate was 
fettered by no entail, (for it had never entered into the 
head of any of its former possessors that one of their 
progeny could be guilty of the atrocities laid by Dyer^s 
jLetter to the door of Bichard,) and if it had, the manage 
of the proprietor might have been fatal to a collateral 
heir. These various ideas floated through the brain of 
Sir Everard, without, however, producing any determined 
conclusion. 

He examined the tree of his genealogy, which, em- 
blazoned with many an emblematic mark of honour 
and heroic acMevemenh hung upon the well-varnished 
wainscot of his hall. The nearest descendants of Sir 
Hildebrand Waverley, failing those of his eldest son 
Wilfred, of whom Sir Everard and his brother were the 
only representatives^ were, as this honoured register 
informea him, (and, indeed, as he himself well knew,) the 
Waverley s of Highley Park, com. Hants ; with whom the 
main branch, or rather stock, of the house had renounced 
all connection, since the great law-suit in 1670. 

This degenerate scion had committed a farther offence 
against the head and source of their gentility , by the 
intermarriage of their representative with Judith, heiress 
of Oliver Bradshawe, of Highley Park, whose arms, the 
same with those of Bradshawe the regicide, they had 
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quartered with the ancient coat of Waverley. These 
offences, however, had vanished from Sir Everard^s 
recollection in the heat of his resentment; and had 
Lawyer Clippurse, for whom his groom was despatched 
express, arrived but an hour earlier, he might have had 
the benefit of drawing a new settlement of the lordship 
and manor of Waverley-Honour, with all its dependencies. 
But an hour of cool reflection is a great matter, when 
employed in weighing the comparative evil of two 
measures, to neither of which we are internally partial. 
Lawyer Clippurse found his patron involved in a deep 
study, which he was too respectful to disturb, otherwise 
than by producing his paper and leathern ink-case, as 

S ared to minute his nonour’s commands. Even this 
_ t manoeuvre was embarrassing to Sir Everard, who 
felt it as a reproach to his indecision. He looked at the 
attorney with some desire to issue his fiat, when the sim, 
emerging from behind a cloud, poured at once its 
chequered light through the stained window of the 
gloomy cabinet in which they were seated. The Baronet’s 
eye, as he raised it to the splendour, fell right upon the 
central scutcheon, impressed with the same device which 
his ancestor was said to have borne in the field of Hastings ; 
three ermines passant, argent, in a field azure, with its 
appropriate motto, sans tache. “May our name rather 
perish,” exclaimed Sir Everard, “than that ancient and 
loyal symbol should be blended with the dishonoured 
insignia of a traitorous Boundhead ! ” 

AU this was the effect of the glimpse of a sunbeam, 
mst sufficient to light Lawyer Clippurse to mend his pen. 
The pen was mended in vain. The attorney was dis- 
missed, with directions to hold himself in readiness on 
the first summons. 


The apparition of Lawyer Clippurse at the Hall 
occasioned much speculation in that portion of the world 
to which Waverley-Honour formed the centre : But the 
more judicious politicians of this microcosm augured yet 
worse consequences to Richard Waverley from a move- 
ment which shortly followed his apostacy. This was no 
less than an excursion of the Baronet in Ms coach-and-six, 
with four attendants in rich liveries, to make a visit or 
some duration to a noble peer on the confines of the 
sMre. of untainted descent, steady Tory principles, and 
the happy father of six unmarried anxf accomplished 
dau^ters. 

Sir Evergard’s reception in this family was, as it may 
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be easily conceived, stifficiently favourable ; but of the six 
young ladies, his taste unfortunately determined him in 
favour of Lady Emily, the youngest, who received his 
attentions with an embarrassment, which showed, at 
once, that she durst not decline them, and that they 
afforded her anything but pleasure. 

Sir Everard could not but perceive something tmcommon 
in the restrained emotions which the young lady testified 
at the advances he hazarded ; but, assured by the prudent 
Countess that they were the natural effects of a retired 
education, the sacrifice might have been completed, as 
doubtless has happened in many similar instances, had it 
not been for the courage of an elder sister, who revealed 
to the wealthy suitor that Lady Emily^s affections were 
fixed upon a young soldier of fortune, a near relation of 
her own. Sir Everard manifested great emotion on 
receiving this intelligence, which was confirmed to him, 
in a private interview, hy the young lady herself, although 
under the most dreadriil apprehensions of her father's 
indignation. 

Honour and generosity were hereditary attributes of 
the house of Waverley. With a grace and delicacy 
worthy the hero of a romance, Sir Everard withdrew his 
claim to the hand of Lady Emily, He had even, before 
leaving Blandeville Castle, the address to extort from her 
father a consent to her union with the object of her 
choice. What arguments he used on this point cannot 
exactly be known, for Sir Everard was never supposed 
strong in the powers of persuasion ; but the young officer, 
immediately after this transaction, rose in the army with 
a ramidity far surpassing the usual pace of tmpatronised 
professional merit, although, to outward appearance, that 
was all he had to depend upon. 

The shock which Sir Everard encountered upon this 
occasion, although diminished by the conscioi^ness of 
having acted virtuously and generously, had its effect 
upon his future life. His resolution of marriage had been 
adopted in a fit of indignation ; the labour of courtship 
did not quite suit the dignified indolence of his habits ; he 
had but just escaped the risk of marrying a woman who 
could never love nim, and his pride could not be greatly 
flattered by the termination of his amour, even if his 
heart had not suffered. The result of the whole matter 
was his return to Waverley-Hqnour without any transfer 
of his affections, notwithstanding the sighs and languish - 
ments of the fair tcdl-tale, who had revealed, in mere 
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sisterly aflfection^ the secret of Lady Emily’s attachment, 
and in despite oi the nods, winks, and innuendoes of the 
officious lady mother, and the grave eulogiums which the 
Earl pronounced successively on the prudence, and good 
sense, and admirable dispositions, of his first, second, 
third, fourth, and fifth daughters. The memory of his 
unsuccessful amour was with Sir Everard, as with many 
more of his temper, at once shy, proud, sensitive, and 
indolent, a beacon against^ exposing himself to similar 
mortification, pain, and fruitless exertion for the time to 
come. He continued to live at Waverley-Honour in the 
style of an old English _^ntleman, of an ancient descent 
and opulent fortune. His sister. Miss Rachel Waverley, 
presided at his table ; and they became, by degrees, an 
old bachelor and an ancient maiden lady, the gentlest 
and kindest of the votaries of celibacy. 

The vehemence of Sir Everard’s resentment against his 
brother was but short-lived ; yet his dislike to the Whig 
and the placeman, though unable to stimulate him to 
resume any active measures prejudicial to Richard's 
interest, in the succession to the family estate, continued 
to maintain the coldness between them. Richard knew 
enough of the world, and of his brother’s temper, to 
believe that by any ill-considered or precipitate advances 
on his part, he might turn passive dislike into a more 
active principle, it was accident, therefore, which at 
length occasioned a renewal of their intercourse. Richard 
had married a young woman of rank, by whose family 
interest and private fortune he hoped to advance his 
career. In her right, he became possessor of a manor of 
some value, at the distance of a few miles from Waverley- 
Honour. 

Little Edward, the hero of our tale, then in Ms fifth 
year, was their only child. It chanced that the infant 
with his maid had strayed one morning to a mile’s 
distance from the avenue of Brere-wood Lodge, his 
father’s seat. Their attention was attracted by a carriage 
drawn by six stately longtailed black horses, and with as 
much carving and Mlding as would have done honour to 
niy lord mayor’s, it was waiting for the owner, who was 
at a little d^tance inspecting the progress of a half -built 
farm-house. I know not whether the boy’s nurse had 
been a Welsh or a Scotch woman, or in what manner he 
associated a shield emblazoned wdth three ermines with 
the idea of personal property, but he no sooner beheld 
this family emblem, than he stoutly determined on 
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vindicating his right to the splendid vehicle on which it 
was displayed. The Baronet arrived while the boy’s maid 
was in vam endeavouring to make him desist from his 
determination to appropriate the gilded coach and six. 
The rencontre was at a happy moment for Edward, as 
his uncle had been just eyeing wistfully, with something 
of a feeling like envy, the chubby boys of the stout 
yeoman whose mansion was building by his direction. In 
the round-faced rosy cherub before him^ bearing his eye 
and his name, and vindicating |a hereditary title to his 
fai3jiily, affection, and patronage, by means of a tie which 
Sir Everard held as sacred as either Garter or Blue- 
mantle, Providence seemed to have panted to him the 
veiy object best calculated to fill up the void in his hopes 
and affections. Sir Everard returned to Waverley-Mall 
upon a led horse, which was kept in readiness for him, 
wiiile the child and his attendant were sent home in the 
carriage to Brere-wood Lodge, with such a message as 
opened to Richard Waverley a door of reconciliation with 
his elder brother. 

Their intercourse, however, though thus renewed con- 
tinued to be rather formal and civiL than partaking of 
brotherly cordiality ; yet it was sufficient 'to the wishes 
of both parties. ^ Sir Everard obtained, in the frequent 
society of his little n^hew, something on which his 
hereditary pride mi^ht found the anticipated pleasure of 
a continuation of his lineage, and where his kind and 
gentle affections could at ^e same time fully exercise 
themselves. Eor Richard Waverley, }i© beh^d in the 
growing attachment between the uncle and nephew the 
means of securing his son’s if not his own, succession to 
the hereditary estate which he felt would be rather en- 
dangered than promoted by any attempt on his own part 
towards a closer intimacy with a man of Sir Everard’s 
habits and opinions. 

Thus, ty a sort of tacit compromise, little Edward was 
permitted to pass the greater part of the year at the Hall, 
and appeared to stand in the same intimate relation to 
both families, although their mutual intercourse was 
otherwise limited to formal messages, and more formal 
visits. The education of the youth was regulated alter- 
nately by the taste and opinions of his uncle and of his 
father. But more of this in a subsequent chapter. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Mdueation. 

The education o£ our hero, Edward Waverley, was of a 
nature somewhat desultory. In infancy, his health 
suffered, or was supposed to suffer, (which is quite the 
same thing,) by the air of London. As soon, therefore, 
as official duties, attendance on Parliament, or the 
prosecution of any of his plans of interest or ambition, 
called his father to town, which was his usual residence 
for eight months in the year, Edward was transferred to 
Waverley-Honoun and experienced a total change of 
instructors and of lessons, as well as of residence. This 
might have been remedied, had Ms father placed him 
under the superintendence of a permanent tutor. But he 
considered that one of Ms choosing would probably have 
been unacceptable at Waverley-Btonour, and that such a 
selection as Sir Everard might have made, were the 
matter left to Mm, would have burdened him with a 
disagreeable inmate, if not a political spy, in his family. 
He, therefore, prevailed upon Ms private secretary, a 
young man of taste and accomplishments, to bestow an 
hour or two on Edward’s education while at Brere-wood 
Lodge, and left Ms uncle answerable for Ms improvement 
in literature while an inmate at the Hall. 

This was in some degree respectably provided for. Sir 
Everard’s chaplain, an Oxonian, who had lost his fellow- 
ship for declining to take the oaths at the accession of 
George I« was not only an excellent classical scholar, but 
reasonably skilled in science, and master of most modem 
languages. He was, however, old and indulgent, and the 
recurring interre^umj during wMch Edward was en- 
tirely freed from nis discipline, occasioned such a relax- 
ation of authority, that the youth was permitted, in a 
great measure, to leam as he pleased, what he pleased, 
and when he pleased. TMs slackness of rule might have 
been ruinous to a boy of slow understanding, who, feeling 
labour in the acquisition of knowledge, would have 
altc^^ether n^lect^ it^ save for the command of a task- 
mastor 9 and It might have proved equally daugerous to a 
youth who®e animal spirits were more powerful than Ms 
imagination or his feelings, and whom the irresistible 
mffuence Alma would have engaged in ffeld-sports 
from morning iill night. But the character of Edward 
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Waver] ey was remote from either of these* His powers 
of apprehension were so uncommonly quick, as almost to 
resemble intuition, and the chief care of his preceptor was 
to prevent hiin, as a sportsman would phrase it, from 
over-running his game, that is, from acquiring his know- 
ledge in a Sight, flimsy, and inadequate manner. And 
here the instructor had to combat another propensity too 
often united with brilliancy of fancy and vivacity of 
talenh — ^that indolence, namely, of disposition, which can 
only be stirred by some strong motive of gratification, 
and which renounces study as soon as curiosity is 
gratified, the pleasure of conquering the first difl&culties 
exhausted, and the novelty of pursuit at an end. Edward 
would throw himself with spirit upon any classical author 
of which his preceptor proposed the perusal, make him- 
self master or the style so tar as to understand the story, 
and, if that pleased or interested him, he finished the 
volume. But it was in vain to attempt fixing his atten- 
tion on critical distinctions of philology, upon the 
difference of idiom, the beauty of felicitous expression, or 
the artificial combinations of syntax. ‘‘I can read and 
understand a Latin author,” said young Edward, with the 
self-confidence and rash reasoning of fifteen, “and Scaliger 
or Bentley could not do much more.” Alas 1 while he 
was thus permitted to read onlv for the gratification of 
his amusement, he foresaw not tnat he was losing for ever 
the opportunity of acquiring habits of firm and assiduous 
application, of gaining the art of controlling, directing, 
concentrating the powers of his mind for earnest 
investigation, — an art far more essential than even that 
intimate acquaintance with classical learning which is the 
primary object of study. 

I am aware I may be here reminded of the necessity of 
rendering instruction agreeable to youth, and of Tasso^s 
infusion of honey into the medicine prepared for a child ; 
but an age in which children are taught the driest doc- 
trines by the insinuating method of instructive games, 
has little reason to dread the consequences of stu^ being 
rendered too serious or severe. The history of Englana 
is now reduced to a game at cards, — ^the problems of 
mathematics to puzzles and riddles, — ^and the doctrin^ of 
arithmetic may, we are assured, be sufficiently acquired, 
by spending a few hours a- week at a new and compli- 
catea edition of the Eoyal Game of the Goose. There 
wants but one step further, and the Creed and Ten 
Commandments may be taught in the same manner. 
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without the necessity of the grave face, deliberate tone of 
recital, and devout attention, hitherto exacted from the 
well-governed childhood of this realm. It may, in the 
meantime, be subject of serious consideration, whether 
those who are accustomed only to acquire instruction 
through the medium of amusement, may not be brought 
to reject that which approaches under the aspect of 
study ; whether those who learn history by the cards, 
may not be led to prefer the means to the end ; and 
whether, were we to teach religion in the way of sport, 
our pupils may not thereby be gradually induced to 
make sport of their religion. To our young hero, who 
was permitted to seek his instruction only according to 
the bent of his own mind, and who, of consequence, only 
sought it so long as it afforded him amusement, the 
indulgence of his tutors was attended with evil conse- 
quences, which long continued to influence his character, 
happiness, and utihty. 

Edward’s power ox imagination and love of literature, 
although the former was vivid, and the latter ardent, 
were so far from affording a remedy to this peculiar evil, 
that they rather inflamed and increased its violence. 
The library at Waverley-Honour, a large Gothic room, 
with double arches and a gallery, contained such a 
miscellaneous and extensive collection of volumes as had 
been assembled together, during the course of two hun- 
dred years, by a family which had been always wealthy, 
and inclined, of course, as a mark of splendour, to furnish 
their shelves with the current literature of the day, 
without much scrutiny, or nicety of discrimination. 
Throughout this ample realm Edward was permitted to 
roam at lai^e. His tutor had his own studies ; and 
church politics and controversial divinity, together with 
a love ox learned ease, though they did not withdraw his 
attention at stated times from the progress of his patron’s 
presumptive heir, induced him readily to grasp at any 
apology for not extending a strict and regulated survey 
towards his general studies. Sir Everard had never been 
himself a student, and, like his sister Miss Rachel Waver- 
ley, held the common doctrin^ that idleness is incom- 
pa^ble with reading of any hind, and that the mere 
tracing the alphabetical characters with the eye, is in 
itself a useful and meritorious task, without scrupulously 
considering what ideas or doctrines they may happen to 
convey. With a desire of amusement, therefore, which 
better discipline might soon have converted into a thirst 
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for knowledge, young Waverlejr drove through the sea of 
books, like a vessel without a pilot or a rudder. ISTothing 
perhaps increases by indulgence more than a desultory 
habit of reading, especially under such opportunities of 
gratifying it. I believe one reason why such numerous 
instances of erudition occur among the lower ranks is, 
that, with the same powers of mind, the poor student is 
limited to a narrow circle for indulging his passion for 
books, and must necessarily make himself master of the 
few he possesses ere he can acquire more. Edward, on 
the contrary, like the epicure who only deigned to take a 
single morsel from the sunny side of a peach, read no 
volume a moment after it ceased to excite his curiosity or 
interest ; and it necessarily happened, that the habit of 
seeking only this sort of gratification rendered it daily 
more difi&cult of attainment, till the passion for reading, 
like other strong appetites, produced ' by indulgence a 
sort of satiety. 

Ere he attained this indifiference, however, he had read, 
and stored in a memory of uncommon tenacity, much 
curious, though ill-arranged and miscellaneous infor- 
mation. In English literature he was master of Shak- 
speare and Milton, of our earlier dramatic authors,^ of 
many picturesque and interesting passages from our old 
historical chronicles, and was particularly well acquainted 
with Spenser, Drayton, and other poets who have exer- 
cised themselves on romantic fiction, of all themes the 
most fascinating to a youthful imagination, before the 
passions have roused themselves, and demand poetry of a 
more sentimental description. In this respect his ac- 
quaintance with Italian opened him yet a wider range. 
He had perused the numerous romantic poems, which, 
from the days of Pulci, have been a favourite exercise of 
the wits of Italy, and had sought gratification in the 
numerous collections of novelle^ which were brought forth 
by the genius of that elegant thoimh luxurious nation, in 
emulation of the Decameron. In classical literature, 
Waverley had made the usual progress, and read the 
usual authors ; and the French had afforded him an 
almost exhaustless collection of memoirs, scarcely more 
faithful than romances, and of romances so well written 
as hardly to be distinguished from memoirs. The splen- 
did pages of Froissart, with his heart-stirring and eye- 
dazzling descriptions of war and of tournaments, were 
among his chief favourites ; and from those of Brantome 
and De la None he learned to compare the wild and loose 
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yet superstitious character of the nobles of the League, 
with the stern, rigid, and sometimes turbulent disposition 
of the Huguenot party. The Spanish had contributed to 
his stock of chivalrous and romantic lore. The earlier 
literature of the northern nations did not ^ escape the 
study of one who read rather to awaken the imagination 
than to benefit the understanding. And yet, knowing 
much that is known but to few, Edward Waverley might 
justly be considered as ignorant, since he knew little of 
what adds dignity to man, and qualifies him to support 
and adorn an elevated situation in society. 

The occasional attention of his parents might indeed 
have been of service, to prevent the dissipation of mind 
incidental to such a desultory course of reading. But his 
mother died in the seventh year after the reconciliation 
between the brothers, and Bichard Waverley himself, 
who, after this event, resided more constantly in London, 
was too much interested in his own plans of wealth and 
ambition, to notice more respecting Edward, than that he 
was of a very bookish turn, and probably destined to be 
a bishop. It he could have discovered and analyzed Ms 
soMs waking dreams, he would have formed a very 
different conclusion. 


CHAPTEB IV. 

Castle-Building, 

I HAVE already Mnted, that the dainty, squeamish, and 
fastidious taste acquired by a surfeit of idle reading, had 
not only rendered our_ hero unfit for serious and sober 
study, but had even <fi^usted him in some degree with 
that in wMch he had hitherto indulged. 

He was in his sixteenth year, when Ms habits of 
abstraction and love of solitude became so much marked, 
as to excite Sir Everard’s affectionate apprehension. He 
tried to counterbalance these propensities, by engaging 
his nephew in field sporta which had been the chief 
pleasure of Im own youthful days. But although Edward 
eagerly carried the gun for one season, yet when practice 
had ^ven him some dexterity, the pastime ceased to 
afford him amusement. 

In the succeeding spring, the perusal of old Isaac 
Walton’s fascinating volume determined Edward to 
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become “ a brother of the angle.” But of all diversions 
which ingentiity ever devised for the relief of idleness, 
fishing is the worst quailed to amuse a man who is at 
once indolent and impatient j and our hero’s rod was 
speedily flung aside. Society and example, which, more 
than any other motives, master and sway the natural 
bent of our passions, might have had their usual eflect 
upon the youthful visionary. But the neighbourhood 
was thinly inhabited, and the home-bred young squires 
whom it afforded, were not of a class fit to form Edward’s 
usual companions, far less to excite him to emulation in 
the practice of those pastimes which composed the serious 
business of their lives. 

There were a few other youths of better education, and 
a more liberal character, but from their society also our 
hero was in some degree excluded. Sir Everard had, 
upon the death of (Jueen Anne, resigned his seat in 
Parliament, and, as his age increased and the number of 
his contemporaries diminished, had gradually withdrawn 
himself from society ; so that when, upon any particular 
occasion, Edward mingled with accomplished and well- 
educated young men of his own rank and expectations, 
he felt an inferiority in their company, not so much from 
deficiency of information, as from the want of the skill 
to command and to arrange that which he possessed. A 
deep and increasing sensibility added to this dislike of 
society. The idea of having committed the slightest 
solecism in politeness, whether real or imaginary, was 
agony to him ; for perhaps even guilt itsmf does not 
impose upon some minds so keen a sense of shame and 
remorse, as a modest, sensitive, and inexperienced youth 
feels from the consciousness of naving ne^ected etiquette, 
or excited ridicule. Where we are not at easa we cannot 
be happy ; and therefore it is not surprising, that Edward 
Waverley supposed that he disliked and was unfitted for 
society, mermy because he had not yet acquired the habit 
of living in it with ease and comfort, and of reciprocally 
giving and receiving pleasure. 

The hours he spent with his uncle and aunt were 
exhausted in listening to the oft-repeated tale of narra- 
tive old age. Yet even there his imagination, the pre- 
dominant faculty of his mind, was frequently excited. 
Family tradition and genealo^cal history, upon which 
much of Sir Everaros discourse turned, is the very 
reverse of amben which, itself a valuable substance, 
usually includes flies, straws, and other trifles ; whereas 
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these studies, being themselves very insignificant and 
trifling, do nevertheless serve to perpetuate a great deal 
of what is rare and valuable in ancient manners, and to 
record many curious and minute facts which could have 
been preserved and conveyed through no other medium. 
If, therefore, Edward Waverley yawned at times over the 
dry deduction of his line of ancestors, with their various 
intermarriages, and inwardly deprecated the remorseless 
and protracted accuracy with which the worthy Sir 
Everard rehearsed the various degrees of propinquity 
between the house of Waverley-Honour and the doughty 
barons, knights, and squires, to whom they stood allied ; 
if (notwithstanding his obligations to the three ermines 
passant) he sometimes cursed in his heart the jargon of 
heraldry, its griffins, its moldwaips, its wyverns, and its 
dragons, with all the bitterness oi Hotspur himself, there 
were moments when these communications interested his 
fancy and rewarded his attention. 

The deeds of Wilibert of Waverley in the Holy Land, 
his long absence and perilous adventures, his supposed 
death, and his return on the evening when the betrothed 
of his heart had wedded the hero who had protected her 
from insult and oppression during his absence ; the 
generosity with which the Crusader relinquished his 
claims, and sought in a neighbouring cloister that peace 
which passeth not away ; ^ — ^to these and similar tales he 
would hearken till his heart glowed and his eye glistened. 
Nor was he less affected, when his aunt, Mrs Rachel, 
narrated the sufferings and fortitude of Lady Alice 
Waverley during the Great Civil War. The benevolent 
features of the venerable spinster kindled into more 
majestic expression, as she told how Charles had, after 
the field of Worcester, found a dav’s refuge at Waverley- 
Honour, and how, wlien a troop of cavalry were approach- 
ing to search the mansion, Lady Alice dismissed her 
youngest son with a handful of domestics, charging them 
to make good with their lives an hour’s diversion, that 
the king might have that space for escape. ** And, God 
help her,” would Mrs Rachel continue, fixing her eyes 
upon the heroine’s portrait as she spoke, full dearly did 

* There ia a thmlly legend to this purpose, belonging to the knightly family of 
Bradshaigh, the proprietors of Halgh-hali, in Lancashire, where, I have been 
told, the event is recorded on a painted glass window. The Oerman ballad of the 
Noble Morlnger turns upon a similar topic. But undoubtedly many sucli Incidents 
may have taken place, where, the distance being great and the interconrse 
infi-equent, false reports concerning the fate of the absent timsaders must have 
been commonly circulated, and sometimes perhaps rather hastily credited at 
home. (S.) 
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slie purchase the safety of her prince with the life of her 
darling child. They brought him here a prisoner, 
mortally wounded ; and you may trace the drops of his 
blood from the great hail door along the little gallery, 
and up to the saloon, where they laid him down to die at 
his mother’s feet. But there was comfort exchanged 
between them ; for he knew, from the glance of his 
mother’s eye, that the purpose of his desperate defence 
was attained. Ah! i remember,” she continued, 
remember well to have seen one that knew and loved 
him. Miss Lucy St Aubin lived and died a maid for his 
sake, though one of the most beautiful and wealthy 
matches in this country j all the world ran after her. but 
she wore widow’s mourning all her life for poor William, 
for they were betrothed though not married, and died 

in , I cannot think of the date ; but I remember, in 

the November of that very year, when she found herself 
sinking, she desired to be brought to Waverley-Honour 
once more, and visited all the places where she had been 
with my grand-uncle, and caused the carpets to be raised 
that she might trace the impression of his blood, and if 
tears cotdd have washed it out, it had not been there 
now ; for there was not a dry eye in the house. You 
would have thought, Edward, that the very trees mourned 
for her, for their leaves dropt around her without a gust 
of wind ; and, indeed, she looked like one that W’ould 
never see them green again.” 

From such legends our hero would steal away to in- 
dulge the fancies they excited. In the corner of the 
large and sombre library, with no other light than was 
afforded by the decaying brands on its ponderous and 
ample hearth, he would exercise for hours that internal 
sorcery, by which past or imaginary events arepresented 
in action, as it were, to the eye of the muser. Then arose 
in long and fair array the splendour of the bridal feast at 
Waverley-Castle ; the tall and emaciated form of its real 
lord, as he stood in his pilgrim’s weeds, an unnoticed 
spectator of the festivities of his supposed heir and 
intended bride ; the electrical shock occasioned by the 
discovery ; the springing of the vassals to arms ; the 
astonishment of the bridegroom ; the terror and con- 
fusion of the bride ; the agony with which Wilibert 
observed, that her heart as well as consent was in these 
nuptials; the air of dignity, yet of deep feeling with 
which he flung down the half -drawn sword, and turned 
away for ever from the house of his ancestors. Then 
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would he change the scene, and fancy would at his wish 
represent Aunt EacheFs tragedy. He saw the Lady 
Waverley seated in her bower, her ear strained to every 
sound, her heart throbbing with double agony, now 
listening to the decaying echo of the hoofs of the king’s 
horse, and when that had died away, hearing in every 
breeze that shook the trees of the park, the noise of the 
remote skirmish, A distant sound is heard like the 
rushing of a swoln stream ; it comes nearer, and Edward 
can plainly distinguish the galloping of horses, the cries 
and shouts of men, with straggliim pistol-shots between, 
rolling forwards to the hall. The lady starts up — a 
terrified menial rushes in — but why pursue such a des- 


cription ? 

As living in this ideal world became daily more delect- 
able to our hero, interruption was disagreeable in pro- 
portion. The extensive domain that surrounded the 
Hall, which, far exceeding the dimensions of a parl^ was 
usually termed Waverley-Chase, had originally been forest 
ground, and still, though broken by extensive glades, in 
which the young deer were sporting, retained its pristine 
and sav^e character. It was travelled by broad 
avenues, in many places half grown up with brushwood, 
where the beauties of former days used to take their 
stand to see the stag coursed with greyhounds, or to gain 
an aim at him with the cross-bow. In one spoL distin- 
guished by a moss-grown Gk>thic monument, which re- 
tained the name of Queen’s Standing, Elizabeth herself 
w-as said to have pierced seven bucks with her own 
arrows. This was a very favourite haunt of Waverley. 
At other times, with his gun and his spaniel, which 
served as an a^logy to others, and with a book in his 
pocket, which perhaps served as an apology to himself, 
he used to pursue one of these long avenues, which, after 
an ascending sweep of four miles, gradually narrowed 
into a rude and contracted path through the cliffy and 
woody pass called Mirkwood Dingle, and opened suddenly 
upon a deep, dar!^ and small lake, named, from the same 
cause, Mirkwood-Mere. There stood, in former times, a 
solitary tower tmon a rock almost surrounded by the 
water, which hadf acquired the name of the Stren^h of 
Waverley, because, in perffous times, it had often been the 
refuge of the family. There, in the wars of York and 
Lancaster, the last adherents of the Eed Hose who dared 
to maintain her cause, carried on a harassing and pre- 
datory warfare, till the strong-hold was reduced by the 
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celebrated Richard of Gloucester. Here, too, a party of 
cavaliers long maintained themselves under Nigel Wav*- 
erley, elder brother of that William whose fate Aunt 
Rachel commemorated. Through these scenes it was 
that Edward loved to “ chew the cud of sweet and bitter 
fancy,” and, like a child among his toys, culled and 
arranged, from the splendid yet useless imagerjr and 
emblems with which nis imagination was stored, visions 
as brilliant and as fading as those of an evening sky. 
The effect of this indulgence upon his temper and char- 
acter will appear in the next chapter. 


CHAPTER V. 

Choice of a Profession. 

From the minuteness with which I have traced Waverley’s 
pursuits, and the bias which these unavoidably communi- 
cated to his imagination, the reader may perhaps antici- 
pate, in the following tale, an imitation of the romance of 
Cervantes. But he will do my prudence injustice in the 
supposition. My intention is not to follow the steps of 
that inimitable author, in describing such total perversion 
of intellect as misconstrues the objects actually presented 
to the senses, but that more common aberration from sound 
judgment, which apprehends occurrences indeed in their 
reanty, but communicates to them a tincture of its own 
romantic tone and colouring. So far was Edward Wav- 
erley from expecting general sympathy with his own 
feelings, or concluding that the present state of things 
was calculated to exhibit the realty of those visions in 
which he loved to indulge, that he dreaded nothing more 
than the detection of Such sentiments as were dictated by 
Ms musings. He neither had nor wished to have a confi- 
dentj with whom to communicate his reveries ; and so 
sensible was he of the ridicule attached to them, that^ had 
he been to choose between any punishment short of igno- 
miny, and the necessity of giving a cold and composed 
account of the ideal world in which he lived the better 
part of his days, I think he would not have hesitated to 
prefer the former infliction. This secrecy became doubly 
preciou^ as he felt in advancing life the influen^ of the 
awakening passions* Female forms of exquisite grace 
and beauty began to mingle in his mental adventures ; 
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nor was he long without looking abroad to compare the 
creatures of his own imagination with the females of 
actual life. 

The list of the beauties who displayed their hebdomadal 
finery at the parish church of Waverley was neither 
numerous nor select. By far the most passable was Miss 
Sissly, or, as she rather chose to be called, Miss Cecilia 
Stubbs, daughter of Squire Stubbs at the Grange. I 
know not whether it was by the merest accident in’ the 
world,” a phrase which, from female lips, does not always 
exclude malice prepense^ or whether it was from a con- 
formity of taste, that Miss Cecilia more than once crossed 
Edward in his favourite walks through Waverley-Chase. 
He had not as yet assumed courage to accost her on these 
occasions ; but the meeting was not without its effect. 
A romantic lover is a strange idolater, who sometimes 
cares not out of what log he frames the object of his 
adoration ; at least, if nature has given that object any 
passable proportion of personal charms, he can easily play 
the Jeweller and Dervise in the Oriental tale,^ and supplv 
her richly, out of the stores of his own imagination, with 
supernatural beauty, and all the properties of intellectual 
wealth. 

But ere the charms of Miss Cecilia Stubbs had erected 
her into a positive goddess, or elevated her at least to a 
level with the saint her namesake, Mrs Bachel Waverley 
gained some intimation which determined her to prevent 
the api^roaching apotheosis. Even the most simple and 
unsuspicious of the female sex have (God bless them !) an 
instinctive sharpness of perception in such matters, which 
sometimes goes the length of observing partialities that 
never existed, but rarely misses to detect such as pass 
actually under their observation. Mrs Bachel applied 
herself with great prudence, not to combat, but to elude, 
the approaching danger, and suggested to her brother the 
necessity that the heir of his house should see something 
more of the world than was consistent with constant resi- 
dence at Waverley-Honour. 

Sir Everard would not at first listen to a proposal which 
went to separate his nephew from him. Edward was a 
little bookish, he admitted ; but youth, he had always 
heard, was the season for learning, and, no doubt, when 
his rage for letters was abated, and his head fully stocked 
with knowledge, his nephew would take to field-sports 
and country business. He had often, he said, himself re- 

* See Hoppner's tale of the Seven, Lovers, 
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gretted that he had not spent some time in study during 
his youth ; he would neither have shot nor hunted with 
less skill, and he might have made the roof of St Stephen’s 
echo to longer orations than were comprised in those 
zealous Noes, with which, when a member of the House 
during Godolphin’s administration, he encountered every 
measure of government. 

Aunt Hachers anxiety, however, lent her address to 
carry her point. Every representative of their house had 
visited foreign parts, or served his country in the army, 
before he settled for life at Waverley-Honour, and she 
appealed for the truth of her assertion to the genealogical 
pedigree ; an authority which Sir Everard was never 
known to contradict, in short, a proposal was made to 
Mr Richard Waverley, that his son should travel, under 
the direction of his present tutor, Mr Pembroke, with a 
suitable allowance from the Baronet’s liberality. The 
father himself saw no objection to this overture ; but upon 
mentioning it casually at the table of the minister, the 
great man looked grave. The reason was explained in 
private. The unhappy turn of Sir Everard’s politics, the 
minister observed, was such as would render it highly im- 
proper that a young gentleman of such hopefid prospects 
should travel on the Continent with a tutor doubtless of 
his uncle’s choosing, and directing his course by his in- 
structions. What might Mr Edward Waverley’s society 
be at Paris, what at Rome, where all manner of snares 
were spread by the Pretender and his sons — ^these were 
points for Mr Waverley to consider. This he could him- 
self say, that he knew his Majesty had such a just sense 
of Mr Richard Waverley’s merits, that if his son adopted 
the army for a few years, a troop, he believed, might be 
reckoned upon in one of the dragoon regiments lately re- 
turned from Flanders. 

A hint thus conveyed and enforced was not to be 
neglected with impunity ; and Richard Waverley, though 
with great dread of shocking his brother’s prejudices, 
deemed he could not avoid accepting the commission thus 
offered him for his son. The truth is, he calculated much, 
and justly, upon Sir Everard’s fondness for Edward, 
which made him unlikely to resent any step that he 
might take in due submission to parental authority. Two 
letters announced this determination to the Baronet and 
his nephew. The latter barely commumcated the faet, 
and pointed out the necessary preparations for joining 
his regiment. To his brother, Richard was more diffuse 
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and circuitous. He coincided with him, in the most 
flattering manner, in the propriety of his son’s seeing a 
little more of the world, and was even humble in 
expressions of gratitude for his proposed assistance ; was 
however, deeply concerned that it was now, unfortunately, 
not in Edward^^s power exactly to comply with the plan 
which had been chalked out by his best friend and 
benefactor. He himself had thought vdth pain on the 
boy’s inactivity, at an age when all his ancestors had 
borne arms ; even Boyalty itself had deimed to inquire 
whether young Waverley was not now in Flanders, at an 
age when Ms grandfather was already bleeding for Ms 
king in the Great Civil War. This was accompanied by 
an offer of a troop of horse. What could he do ? There 
was no time to consult Ms brother’s inclinations, even if 
he could have conceived there might be objections on Ms 
part to his nephew’s following the glorious career of Ms 
predecessors. And, in short, that Edward was now (the 
intermediate steps of comet and lieutenant being over- 
leapt with great agility) Captain Waverley, of Gardiner’s 
regiment of dragoons^ which he must join in their 
quarters at Dundee m Scotland, in the course of a 
month. 

Sir Everard Waverley received this intimation with a 
mixture of feelings. At the period of the Hanoverian 
succession he had withdrawn from parliament, and Ms 
conduct, in the memorable year 1715, had not been 
altogether unsuspected. There were reports of private 
musters of tenants and horses in Waverley-Chase by 
moonlight, and of cases of carbines and pistols purchased 
in HoUanc^ and addressed to the Baronet, but intercepted 
by the vigilance of a riding oflicer of the excise, who was 
afterwards tossed in a blanket on a moonless night, by 
an association of stout yeomen, for his officiousness. Hay, 
it was even said, that at the arrest of Sir William Wynd- 
ham, the leader of the Tory party^ a letter from Sir 
Everard was found in the jHicket of his night-gown. But 
there was no overt act wMch an attainder could be 
founded on, and government, contented with suppressing 
the insurrection of 1716, felt it neither prudent nor safe 
to push their vengeance farther than against those 
unfortunate gentlemen who actually took up arms. 

Nor did Sir Everard’s apprehensions of personal con- 
sequences seem to correspond with the reports spread 
among his Whig neighbours. It was well known that he 
had supplied with money several of the distressed 
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Northumbrians and Scotchmen, who, after being made 
prisoners at Preston in Lancasiiire, were imprisoned in 
Newgate and the Marshalsea, and it was his solicitor and 
ordinary counsel who conducted the defence of some of 
these unfortunate gentlemen at their trial- It was 
generally supposed, however, that, had ministers possessed 
any real proof of Sir Everard’s accession to the rebellion, 
he either would not have ventured thus to brave the 
existing government, or at least would not have done so 
with impunity. The feelings which then dictated Ms 
proceedings, were those of a young man, and at an agitat- 
ing period. Since that time Sir Everard’s jacobitism had 
been gradually decaying, like a fire which burns out for 
want of fuel. His Tory and High-church principles were 
kept up by some occasional exercise at elections and 
quarter-sessions ; but those respecting hereditary right 
were fallen into a sort of abeyance. Yet it jarred severely 
upon Ms feeling, that his nephew should go into the 
army under the Brunswick dynasty ; and the more so, as. 
independent of Ms high and conscientious ideas of 
paternal authority, it was impossible, or at least Mghly 
imprudent, to interfere authoritatively to prevent it. 
This suppressed vexation gave rise to many poohs and 
pshaws, wMch were placed to the account of an incipient 
fit of gout, until, having sent for the Army List, the 
woHhy Baronet consoled himself with reckoning the 
descendants of the house of genuine loyalty, Mordaunts, 
Hranvilles, and Stanleys, whose names were to be found 
in that military record ; and, calling up all his feelings of 
family grandeur and warlike glory, he concluded, with 
logic something like FalstaflPs, that when war was at 
han^ although it were shame to be on any side but one, it 
were worse shame to be idle than to be on the worst side, 
though blacker than usurpation could make it. As for 
aunt Eachel, her scheme had not exactly terminated 
according to her wishes, but she was imder the necessity 
of submitting to circumstances ; and her mortification 
was diverted by the employment she foxmd in fitting out 
her nephew for the campaign, and greatly consoled by the 
prospect of beholding Mm blaze in complete uniform. 

Edward Waverley himself received with animated and 
undefined surprise tMs most unexpected intelligence. It 
was, as a fine old poem e^qpresses it, *‘like a fire to 
heather set,’* t^t covers a solitary Mil with smoke, and 
illumines it at the same time with dusky fire. His tutor, 
or I should say, Mr Pembroke, for he scare assumed the 



78 


WAVJSBLET. 


name of tutor, picked up about Edward's room some 
fragments of irregular verse, which he appeared to have 
composed under the influence of the agitating feelings 
occasioned by this sudden page being turned up to him 
in the book of life. The doctor, who was a believer in all 
poetry which was composed by his friends, and written 
out in fair straight lines, with a capital at the beginning 
of each, communicated this treasure to Aunt Rachel, who, 
with her spectacles dimmed with tears, transferred them 
to her common-place book, among choice receipts for 
cookery and medicine, favourite texts, and portions from 
High-church divines, and a few songs, amatory and 
jacobitioal, which she had carroll'd in her younger days, 
from whence her nephew's poetical tentamzna were 
extracted when the volume itself, with other authentic 
records of the Waverley family, were exposed to the 
inspection of the unworthy editor of this memorable 
history. If they afford the reader no higher amusement, 
they will serve, at least, better than narrative of any 
kind, to acquaint him with the wild and irregular spirit 
of our hero : — 


Late, when the Antumn evening fell 
On Mirkwood-Mere’s romantic dell. 

The lake return'd, in chasten’d gleam. 
The pui-ple cloud, the golden beam : 
Reflected in the crystal pool, 

Headland and bank lay fair and cool ; 
The weather-tinted rock and tower, 

Each drooping tree, each fairy flower. 

So true, so soft, the mirror gave. 

As if there lay beneath the wave. 

Secui'e from trouble, toll, and care, 

A world than earthly world more fair. 

But distant winds began to wake. 

And roused the Genius of the lAke! 

He Ireard the groaning of the oak. 

And donn’d at once his sable cloak. 

As warrior, at the battle-ci’y. 

In vests him with his panoply r 
Then as the whirlwind nearer press’d. 

He 'gan to shake Iris foamy crest 
O’er fuiTOw’d brow and blacken’d cheek. 
And bade his sm’ge in thunder speak. 

In wild and broken eddies whirl’d 
Flitted that fond ideal world. 

And to the shore in tumult tost. 

The realms of fairy bliss were lost. 

Yet, with a stem delight and strange, 

I saw the spfrit-stii*ring change. 

As warr’d the wind with wave and wood. 
Upon the ruin’d tower I stood. 

And felt my heaii: more strongly bound, 
Itesponslve to the lofty sound. 

While, joying in the mighty roar, 

I mourn'd that tranquil scene no more. 
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So, on the Idle dreams of youth, 

Breaks the loud trumpet-call of truth, 

Bids each fair -vision pass away, 
like landscape on the lake that lay. 

As fair, as flitting?, and as frail. 

As that -which fled the Autumn gale — 

For ever dead to fancy’s eye 
Be each gay foi*m that glided by. 

While dreams of love and lady’s charms 
Give place to honour and to arms! 

In sober prose, as perhaps these verses intimate less 
decidedly, tne transient idea of Miss Cecilia Stubbs 
passed from Captain Waverley’s heart amid the turmoil 
which his new destinies excited. She appeared, indeed 
in full splendour in her father’s pew upon the Sunday 
when he attended service for the last time at the old 
parish church, u]^n which occasion, at the request of his 
uncle and Aunt JRacheL he was induced (nothing loth, if 
the truth must be told) to present himself in full uni- 
form. 

There is no better antidote against entertaining too 
high an opinion of others, than having an excellent one 
of ourselves at the very same time. Miss Stubbs had 
indeed summoned up every assistance which art could 
afford to beauty ; but alas ! hoop, patches, frizzled locks, 
and a new mantua of genuine French silk, were lost upon 
a young officer of dragoons, who wore, for the first time, 
his gold-laced hat, jack -boots, and broadsword. I know 
not whether, like the champion of an old ballad, 

His heart was all on honoui* bent. 

He could not stoop to lovej 
No lady in the laiwi had power 
His frozeu heai't to move; 

or whether the deep and flaming bars of embroidered 
gold, which now fenced his breast, defied the artiUery of 
Cecilia’s eyes ; but every arrow was launched at him in 
vain." 


Yet did I mark where Cilpid's shaft did light ; 

It lighted not on little western flower. 

But on hold yeoman, flower of all the west, 

Hight Jonas Culbertfleld, the steward's son. 

Craving pardon for my heroics, (which I am unable in 
certain cases to resist giving way to,) it is a melancholy 
fact^ that my history must here take leave of the fetir 
Cecilia, whcL like many a daughter of Eve, after the 
departure of EdwardL and the dissipation of certain idle 
visions which she haa adopted, quietly contented h^cself 
with a pis’^aller^ and gave her ha’^d a»t the distant of six 
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months, to the aforesaid Jonas, son of the Baronet’s 
steward, and heir (no unfertile prospect) to a steward’s 
fortune ; besides the snug probability of succeeding to 
his father’s office. All these advantages moved Squire 
Stubbs, as much as the ruddy brow and manly form of 
the suitor influenced his daughter, to abate somewhat in 
the article of their gentry ; and so the match was con- 
cluded. None seemed more gratified than Aunt Rachel, 
who had hitherto looked rather askance upon the pre- 
sumptuous damsel, (as much so, peradventure, as her 
nature would permi^) but who, on the first appearance of 
the new-married pair at church, honoured the bride with 
a smile and a profound curtsey, in presence of the 
rector, the curate, the clerk, and the whole congregation 
of the united parishes of Waverley cum Beverley. 

I beg pardon, once and for all, of those readers who 
take up novels merely for amusement, for plaguing them 
so lor^ with old-fashioned politics, and Whig and Tory, 
and Blanoverians and Jacobites, The truth is, I cannot 
promise them that this sto3y shall be intelligibly not to 
say probable, without it. My plan reg^uires that I should 
explain the motives on which its action proceeded ; and 
these motives necessarily arose from the feelings, preju- 
ffices, and parties, of the times. I do not invite my fair 
readers, whose sex and impatience give them the greatest 
right to complain of these circumstances, into a flying 
chariot drawn by l^pogrifis, or moved by enchantment. 
Mine is a humble Bnglish post-chaise, drawn upon four 
wheels, and keeping his majesty’s highway. Such as 
dislike the vehicle may leave it at the next halt, and wait 
for the conveyance of Prince Hussein’s tapestry, or Malek 
the Weaver’s flying sentry-box. Those who are contented 
to remain with me will be occasionally exposed to the 
dulness inseparable from heavy roads, steep hills, sloughs, 
and other terrestrial retardations ; but, with tolerable 
horses and a civil driver, (as the advertisements have it,) 
I engage to get as soon as possible into a more pictu- 
resque and romantic country, if my passengers incline to 
have some patience with me during my first stages.^ 

Tliese Introductory Chapters have heen a good deal censured aa tedious and 
unnecessary. Yet there are circuxnstauces recorded in, them which the author 
haa not been able to persuade himself to retract or cancel. (S.> 
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CHAPTER VI. 

The Adieus of Waver ley. 

It was upon the evening of this memorable Sunday that 
Sir Everard entered the library, where he narrowly 
missed surprising our young hero as he went through the 
guards of the broadsword with the ancient weapon of old 
Sir Hildebrand, which, being preserved as an neir-loom, 
usually hung over the chimney in the library, beneath a 
picture of the knight and his horse, where the features 
were almost entirely hidden by the knight’s profusion of 
curled hair, and the Bucephalus which he bestrode con- 
cealed by the voluminous robes of the Bath with which 
he was decorated. Sir Everard entered, and after a 
glance at the picture and another at his nephew, began a 
nttle speech, which, however, soon dropt into the natural 
simplicity of ^ his common manner, agitated upon the 
present occasion by no common feeling. “Nephew,” he 
said ; and then, as mending his phrase, ‘^My dear 
Edward, it is God’s wiUj and also the will of your father, 
whom, under God, it is your duty to obey, that you 
should leave us to take up the profession of arms, in 
which so many of your ancestors have been distinguished 
I have made such arrangements as will enable you to 
take the field as their descendant, and as the probable 
heir of the house of Waverley ; and, sir, in the field of 
battle you will remember what name you bear. And, 
Edward, my dear boy. remember also that you are the 
last of that race, and the only hope of its revival depends 
upon you ; therefore, as far as duty and honour will 
permit, avoid danger — ^I mean unnecessary danger — and 
keep no company with rakes, gamblers, and Whigs, of 
whom, it is to be feared, there are but too many in the 
service into which you are going. Your colonel, as I am 
informed, is an excellent man — for a Presbyterian ; but 
you will remember your duty to Go<l the Church of 

England, and the” (this breach ought to have been 

supplied, according to the rubricfc, with the word king ; 
but as, unfortunately, that word conveyed a double and 
embarrassing sense, one meaning de facto^ and the other 
de jmrey the knight filled up the blai^ otherwise)—** the 
Church of England, and all constituted authoriti^.” 
Then, not trusting himself with any further oratory, he 
carried his nephew to his stables to see the horses 
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destined for his campaign. Two were black, (the regi- 
mental colour,) superb chargers both ; the other three 
were stout active hacks, designed for the road, or for his 
domestics, of whom two were to attend him from the 
Hall ; an additional groom, if necessary, might be picked 
up in Scotland. 

You will depart with but a small retinue,” quoth the 
Baronet, ‘^compared to Sir Hildebrand, when he mus- 
tered before the gate of the Hall a larger body of horse 
than your whole regiment consists ot. I could have 
wished that these twenty young fellows from my estate, 
who have enlisted in your troop, had been to march with 
you on your journey to Scotland. It would have been 
something, at least ; but I am told their attendance 
would be thought unusual in these days, when every new 
and foolish fashion is introduced to break the natural 
dependence of the people upon their landlords.” 

Sir Everard had done his best to correct this unnatural 
disposition of the times ; for he had brightened the chain 
of attachment between the recruits and their young 
captain, not only by a copious repast of beef and ale, by 
way of parting feast, but by such a pecuniary donation 
to each individual, as tended rather to improve the con- 
viviality than the discipline of their march. After 
inspecting the cavalry, Sir Everard again conducted his 
nephew to the library, where he produced a letter, care- 
fully folded, surrounded by a little stripe of dox-silk, 
according to ancient form, and sealed with an accurate 
impression of the Waverley coat-of-arms. It was ad- 
dressed, with great formality, “ To Cosmo Comyne 
Bradwardine, Esq. of Bradwardine, at his principal 
mansion of Tully-Veolan, Perthshire Horth Britain. 
These — By the hands of Captain Edward Waverley, 
nephew of Sir Everard Waverley, of Waverley-Honour, 
Bart.” 

The gentleman to whom this enormous greeting was 
addressed, of whom we shall have more to say in a sequel, 
had been in arms for the exiled family of Stewart in the 
year 1715, and was made prisoner at Preston in Lanca- 
shire. He was of a very ancient family, and somewhat 
embarrassed fortune : a scholar, according to the scholar- 
ship of Scotchmen, that is, his learning was more diffuse 
than accurate, and he was rather a reader than a gram- 
marian. Of his zeal for the classic authors he is said to 
have given an uncommon instance. On the road between 
Preston and London he made his escape from liis guards ; 
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but being afterwards found loitering near the place where 
they had lodged the former night, he was recognised, and 
again arrested. His companions, and even his escort, 
were surprised at his infatuation, and could not help in- 
quiring, why, being once at liberty, he had not made the 
best of nis way to a place of safety ; to which he replied, 
that he had intended to do so, but, in good faith, he had 
returned to seek his Titus Livius, which he had forgot in 
the hurry of his escape.^ The simplicity of this anecdote 
struck the gentleman, who, as we before observed, had 
managed the defence of some of those unfortunate per- 
sons, at the expense of Sir Everard, and perhaps some 
others of the party. He was, besides, himself a special 
admirer of the old Patavinian^ and though probably his 
own zeal might not have carn^ him such extravagant 
lengths, even to recover the edition of Sweynheim and 
Pannartz, (supposed to be the princeps,) he did not the 
less estimate the devotion of the North Briton, and in 
consequence exerted himself to so much purpose to 
remove and soften evidence, detect legal flaws, et cetera^ 
that he accomplished the final discharge and deliverance 
of Cosmo Comyne Bradwardine from certain very awk- 
ward consequences of a plea before our sovereign lord the 
king in Westminster. 

The Baron of Bradwardine, for he was generally so 
called in Scotland, (although his intimates, from his place 
of residence, used, to denominate him Tully-Veolan,* or, 
more familiarly, Tully,) no sooner stood rectus in curia^ 
than he posted down to pay his respects and make his 
acknowledgments at Waverley-Honour. A congenial 
passion for field-sports, and a general coincidence in 
political opinions, cemented his friendship with Sir 
Everard, notwithstanding the difference of their habits 
and studies in other particulars ; and, having spent 
several weeks at Waveiiey-Honour, the JBaron departed 
with many expressions ox regard, warmly pressing the 
Baronet to return his visit, and partake of the diversion 
of grouse-shooting upon his moors in Perthshire next 
season. Shortly after, Mr Bradwardine remitted from 
Scotland a sum m reimbursement of expenses incurred in 
in the King’s High Court of Westminster, which, although 
not quite so formidable when reduced to the English de- 
nomination, had, in its original form of Scotch pounds, 
shillings and penc^ such a formidable effect upon the 
frame of Duncan Macwheeble, the laird’s confidential 

1 Note 1. Titus Livina. 
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factor, baron -bailie^ and man of resource, that he had a 
fit of the cholic which lasted for five days, occasioned, he 
said, solely and utterly by becoming the unhappy instru- 
ment of conveying such a serious sum of money out of 
his native country into the hands of the false English. 
But patriotism, as it is the fairest, so it is often the most 
suspicious mast of other feelings ; but many who knew 
Bailie Macwheeble, concluded that his professions of re- 

f ret were not altogether disinterested, and that he would 
ave grudged the moneys paid to the loons at Westminster 
much less had they not come from Bradwardine estate, 
a fund which he considered as more particularly his own. 
But the Bailie protested he was absofutely disinterested — 

“Woe, woe, for Scotland, not a whit for mel ” 

The laird was only rejoiced that his worthy friend Sir 
Everard Waverley of Waverley -Honour, was reimbursed 
of the expenditure which he had outlaid on account of 
the house of Bradwardine. It concerned, he said, the 
credit of his own family, and of the kingdom of Scotland, 
at large, that these disbursements should be repaid forth“ 
with, arid, if delayed, it would be a matter of national 
reproach. Sir Everard, accustomed to treat much larger 
sums with indilference, received the remittance of £294, 
13s. 6d., wdthout being aware that the payment was an 
international concern, and, indeed, would probably have 
forgot the circumstance altogether if Bailie Macwheeble 
had thought of comforting his cholic by intercepting the 
subsidy. A yearly intercourse took place, ox a short 
letter, and a hamper or a cask or two, between Waverley- 
Honour and Tully-Yeolan, the English exports consisting 
of mighty cheeses and mightier ale^ pheasants, and veni- 
son^ and the Scottish returns being vested in grouse, 
white hares, pickled salmon, and usquebaugh. All which 
were meant, sent, and received, as pledges of constant 
friendship and amity between two important houses. It 
followed as a matter of course, that the heir-apparent of 
Waverley-Honour could not with propriety visit Scotland 
without being furnished with credentials to the Baron of 
Bradwardine. 

When this matter was explained and settled, Mr Pem- 
broke expressed his wish to take a private and particular 
leave of his dear pupil. . The good man's exhortations to 
Edward to preserve an unblemished life and morals, to 
hold fast the principles of the Christian religion, and to 
eschew the prc^ane company of scofihrs and latitudin- 
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arians, too much abounding in the army, were not un- 
mingled with his political prejudices. It had pleased 
Heaven, he said, to place Scotland (doubtless for the sins 
of their ancestors in 1642) in a more deplorable state of 
darkness than even this unhappy kingdom of England, 
Here, at least, although the candlestick of the Church of 
England had been in some degree removed from its place, 
it yet afforded a glimmering light ; there was a heirarchy, 
though schismatical, and fallen from the principles main- 
tained by those great fathers of the church, Bancroft and 
his brethren ; there was a liturgy, . though wofully per- 
verted in some of the principal petitions. But in Scot- 
land it was utter darkness ; and, excepting a sorrowful, 
scattered, and persecuted remnant, the pulpits were 
abandoned to Presbyterians, and, he feared, to sectaries 
of every description. It should be his duty to fortify his 
dear pupil to resist such unhallowed and pernicious 
doctrines in church and state, as must necessarily be 
forced at times upon his unwilling ears. 

Here he produced two immense folded packets, which 
appeared each to contain a whole ream of closely written 
manuscript. They had been the labour of the worthy 
maff s whole life ; and never were labour and zeal more 
absurdly wasted. He had at one time gone to London, 
with the intention of givii^ them to the world, by the 
medium of a bookseller in Little Britain, well known to 
deal in such commodities, and to whom he was instructed 
to address himself in a particular phrase, and with a 
certain sign, which, it seems, passed at that time current 
among the initiated Jacobites. The moment Mr Pembroke 
had uttered the Shibboleth, with the appropriate gesture, 
the bibliopolist greeted him, notwithstanding every dis- 
clamation, by the title of Doctor, and conveying him into 
his back shop, after inspecting every possible and im- 
possible place of concealment, he commenced : *‘Eh, 

doctor ! — Well — all under the rose — snug — I keep no holes 
here even for a Hanoverian rat to hide in. And, what — 
eh ! any good news from our friends over the water 1 — 
and how does the worthy King of France? — ^Or perhaps 
you are more lately from Home ? it must be Home will do 
it at last— the church must light its candle at the old 
lamp. — ^Eh — what, cautious ? I like you the better ; but 
no f^r.” 

Here Mr Pembroke with some difficulty stppt a torrent 
of interrogations, eked out with signs, nod^ and winks ; 
and, having at length convinced the bookseller that he 
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did him too much honour in supposing him an emissary 
o£ exiled royalty, he explained liis actual business. 

The man of books with a much more composed air 
proceeded to examine the manuscripts. The title of the 
first was “A Dissent from Dissenters, or the Comprehen- 
sion confuted ; showing the Impossibility of any Com- 
position between the Church and Puritans, Presbyterians, 
or Sectaries of any Description ; illustrated from the 
Scriptures, the Fathers of the Church, and the soundest 
Controversial Divines.” To this work the bookseller 
positively demurred- ‘‘ Well meant,” he said, “ and learned, 
doubtless ; but the time had gone by. Printed on small- 
pica it would run to eight hundred pages, and could never 
pay. Begged therefore to be excused — Loved and 
honoured the true church from his soul, and, had it been 
a sermon on the martyrdom, or any twelve-penny touch 
— why I would venture something for the honour of the 
cloth — But come, lePs see the other. ‘ Right Hereditary 
righted I ’ — Ah 1 there’s some sense in this. Hum — ^hum 

—mum — pages so many, paper so much, letter-press 

Ah — 111 tell you, though, doctor, you must knock out 
some of the Latin and Greek ; heavy, doctor^ damn’d 
heavy — (beg your pardon) and if you throw in a few 
grains more pepper — I am he that never peached my 
author — I have published for Drake and Chari wood Law- 
ton, and poor Am hurst ^ — Ah, Caleb! Caleb! Well, it 
was a shame to let poor Caleb starv^ and so many fat 
rectors and squires among us. I gave him a dinner once 
a- week ; but. Lord love you, what’s once a-week, when a 
man does not know where to go the other six days? — 
Well, but I must show the manuscript to little Tom Alibi 
the solicitor, who manages all my law affairs — must keep 
on the windy side — ^the mob were very uncivil the last 
time I mounted in Old Palace Yard — all Whigs and 
Roundheads every man of them, Williamites and Hanover 
rats.” 

The next day Mr Pembroke again called on the pub- 
lisher, but found Tom Alibi’s advice had determined him 
against undertaking the work. Not but what I would 
go to — (what was I going to say ?) to the Plantations for 
the Church with pleasure — but, dear doctor, I have a wife 
and family ; but, to show my zeal, I’ll recommend the job 
to my neighbour Trimmel — -ne is a bachelor, and leaving 
off business, so a voyage in a western barge would not 
inconvenience him.” But Mr Trimmel was also obdurate, 

’ Note 2. Nicholas Amhurst. 
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and Mr Pembroke, fortunately perchance for himself, was 
compelled to return to Waverley-Honour with his treatise 
in vindication of the real fundamental principles of church 
and state safely packed in his saddle-bags. 

As the public were thus likely to be deprived of the 
benefit arising from his lucubrations by the selfish 
cowardice of the trade, Mr Pembroke resolved to make 
two copies of these tremendous manuscripts for the use of 
his pupil. He felt that he had been indolent as a tutor, 
and, besides, his conscience checked him for complying 
with the request of Mr Richard Waverley, that he would 
impress no sentiments upon Edward’s mind inconsistent 
with the present settlement in church and state. — But 
now, thought he, I may, without breach of my word, since 
he is no longer under my tuition, afford the youth the 
means of judging for himself, and nave only to dread his 
reproaches for so long concealing the light which the 
perusal will fiash upon his mind- — -Wh.fie he thus indxdged 
the reveries of an author and a politician, his darling 
proselyte, seeing nothing very inviting in the title of the 
tracts, and appalled by the bulk and compact lines of the 
manuscript, quietly consigned them to a corner of his 
travelling trunk. 

Aunt KacheFs farewell was brief and affectionate. 
She only cautioned her dear Edward, whom she probably 
deemed somewhat susceptible, against the fascination of 
Scottish beauty. She allowed that the northern part of 
the isl^d contained some ancient families, but they were 
all Whi^s and Presbyterians except the Highlanders ; and 
respecting them she must needs say, there could be no 
great delicacy among the ladies, where the gentlemen’s 
usual attire was, as she had been assured, to say the leash 
very singular, and not at all decorous. She concluded 
her farewell with a kind and moving benediction, and 
gave the young officer, as a pledge of her regard, a valu- 
able diamond ring, (often worn by the male sex at that 
time,) and a purse of broad gold pieces, which also were 
more common Sixty Years since than they have been of 
late. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

A Morse^Quarter in Scotland, 

The next morning, amid varied feelings, the chief of 
which was a predominant, anxious, and even solemn 
impression, that he was now in a great measure abandoned 
to his own guidance and direction, Edward Waverley 
departed from the Hall amid the blessings and tears of all 
the old domestics and the inhabitants of the village, 
mingled with some sly petitions for sergeantcies and 
corporal-ships, and so forth, on the part of those who 
professed that ‘Hhey never thoft to ha’ seen Jacob, and 
tjj-iles, and Jonathan, go off for soldiers, save to attend his 
honour, as in duty bound.” Edward, as in duty bound, 
extricated himself from the supplicants with the pledge 
of fewer promises than might have been expected from a 
young man so little accustomed to the world. After a 
short visit to London, he proceeded on horseback, then 
the general mode of travelling, to Edinburgh, and from 
thence to Dundee, a seaport on the eastern coast of 
Angus-shire, where his regiment was then quartered. 

He now entered upon a new world, where, for a time, 
all was beautiful because all was new. Colonel Gardiner, 
the commanding officer of the regiment, was himself a 
study for a romantic, and at the same time an inquisitive, 
youth. In person he was 1^11, handsome, and active, 
though somewhat advanced in life. In his early years, 
he had been what is called, by manner of palliative, a 
very gay young man, and strange stories were circulated 
about his sudden conversion from doubt, if not infidelity, 
to a serious and even enthusiastic turn of mind. It was 
whispered that a supernatural communication, of a nature 
obvious even to the exterior senses, had produced this 
wonderful change ; and though some mentioned the 
prosely;^ as an enthusiast, none hinted at his being a 
hypocrite. This singular and mystical circumstance gave 
Colonel Gardiner a peculiar and solemn interest in the 
eyes of the young soldier.^ It may be easily imagined 
that the officers of a remmeni^ commanded by so respect- 
able a person, composed a society more sedate and orderly 
than a military mess always exhibits ; and that Waverley 
escaped some temptations to which he might otherwise 
have been exposed. 

* Colonel Oeundtlner. 



WAVEKLEY. 


89 


Meanwhile his military education proceeded. Already 
a good horseman, he was now initiated into the arts of 
the manege, which, when carried to jperfection, almost 
realize the fable of the Centaur, the guidance of the horse 
appearing to proceed from the rider’s mere volition, 
rather than from the use of any external and apparent 
signal of motion. He received also instructions in his 
field duty ; but I must own, that when his first ardour 
was past, his progress fell snort in the latter particular 
of what he wished and expected. The duty of an officer, 
the most imposing of all others to the inexperienced 
mind, because accompanied with so much outward pomp 
and circumstance, is in its essence a very dry and abstract 
task, depending chiefly upon arithmetical combinations, 
requiring much attention, and a cool and reasoning head 
to Dring them into action. Our hero was liable to fits of 
absence, in which his blunders excited some mirth, and 
called down some reproof. This circumstance impressed 
him with a painful sense of inferiority in those qualities 
which appeared most to deserye and obtain regard in his 
new profession. He asked himself in vain, wiy his eye 
could not judge of distance or space so well as those of 
his companions ; why his head was not always successful 
in disentangling the various partial movements necessary 
to execute a particular evolution ; and why his memory, 
so alert upon most occasions, did not correctly retain 
technical phrases, and minute points of etiquette or field 
discipline. Waverley was naturally modest, and there- 
fore did not fall into the egregious mistake of supposing 
Such minuter rules of military duty beneath his notice, 
or conceiting himself to be bom a general, because he 
made an indiflferent subaltern. The truth was, that the 
vague and unsatisfactory course of reading which he had 
pursued, working upon a temper naturally retired and 
abstracted, had given him that wavering and unsettled 
habit of mind^ which is most aveiree to study and riveted 
attention. Time, in the meanwhile, hung heavily on his 
hands. The gentry of the neighbourhood were dis- 
affecsted, and ^owed little hospitality to the milita^ 
guests ; and the people of the town, chiefly engaged in 
mercantile pursuits, were not such as Waverley chose to 
associate with. The arrival of summer, and a curiosity 
to know something more of Scotland than he could see 
in a ride from his quarters, determined him to request 
leave of absence for a few weeks. He resolved fimt to 
visit his uncle’s ancient friend and correspondent, with 
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the purpose of extending or shortening the time of his 
residence according to circumstances. He travelled of 
course on horseback, and with a single attendant, and 
passed his first night at a miserable inn, where the land- 
lady' had neither shoes nor stockings, and the landlord, 
who called himself a gentleman, was disposed to be rude 
tx> his guest, because he had not bespoke the pleasure of 
his society to supper,^ The next day, traversing an open 
and unenclosed country, Edward gradually approached 
the Highlands of Perthsfidre, which at first had appeared 
a blue outline in the horizon, but now swelled into huge 
gigantic masses, which frowned defiance over the more 
level country that lay beneath them. Hear the bottom 
of this stupendous barrier, but still in the Lowland 
country, dwelt Cosmo Comyne Bradwardine of Brad- 
wardine ; and, if grey-haired eld can be in aught believed, 
there had dwelt his ancestor^ with all their heritage, 
since the days of the gracious iCing Duncan. 


CHAPTER YIIL 

A Scottish Manor-House Sixty Years since. 

It was about noon when Captain Waverley entered the 
straggling village, or rather hamlet, of Tully-Veolan, 
close to which was situated the mansion of the proprietor. 
The houses seemed miserable in the extreme, especially 
to an eye accustomed to the smiling neatness of English 
cottages. They stood, without any respect for regularity, 
on each side of a straggling kmd of unpavea street, 
where children, almost in a primitive state of nakedness, 
lay sprawling, as if to be^ crushed by the hoofs of the 
first passing horse. Occasionally, indeed, when such a 
consummation seemed inevitable, a watchftd old gran- 
dan^ with her close cap, distaff^ and spindle, rushed like 
a sibyl in frenzy out of one of these miserable cells, 
dashed into the middle of the path, and snatching up her 
own charge from among the sun-bumt loiterers, saluted 
Mm with a sound cuff, and transported him back to his 
d®®igeon, the little white-headed varlet screaming all the 
while from the very top of Ms lungs, a shrilly treble to 
lAe growling remcmstrances of the enraged matron. 
^Another part in tMs concert was sustained by the 

Note 4v Seottlab. niiis, 
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incessant yelping of a score of idle useless curs, which 
followed, snarling, barking, howling, and snapping at the 
horses’ heels ; a nuisance at that time so common in 
Scotland, that a French tourist, who, like other travellers, 
longed to find a good and rational reason for every thing 
he saw, has recorded, as one of the memorabilia of 
Caledonia, that the state maintained in each village a 
relay of curs, called collies^ whose duty it was to chase 
the chevaux ae paste (too starved and exhausted to move 
without such a stimulus) from one hamlet to another, till 
their annoying convoy drove them to the end of their 
stage. The evil and remedy (such as it is) still exist : 
But this is remote from our present purpose, and is only 
thrown out for consideration of the collectors under Mr 
Dent’s dog-bilL 

As Waverley moved on, here and there an old man, 
bent as much by toil as years, his eyes bleared with age 
and smoke, tottered to the door of his hut, to gaze on the 
dress of the stranger and the form and motions of the 
horses, and then assembled, with his neighbours, in a 
little group at the smithy, to discuss the probabilities of 
whence the stranger came, and where he might be going. 
Three or four village girls, returning from the well or 
brook with pitchers and pails upon their heads, formed 
more pleasing objects, and, with their thin short-gowns 
and single petticoats, bare arms, legs, and feet, uncovered 
heads and braided hair, somewhat resembled Italian 
forms of landscape. Nor could a lover of the picturesque 
have challenged either the elegance of their costume, or 
the symmetry of their shape ; although, to say the truth, 
a mere Englishman, in search of the comfortable, a word 
peculiar to his native tongue, might have wished the 
clothes less scanty, the feet ana legs somewhat protected 
from the weather, the head and complexion shrouded 
from the sun, or perhaps might even have thought the 
whole person and dress considerably improved, by a 
plentiful application of spring water, with a quantum 
sxiffidt of soap. The whole scene was depressing; for it 
argued, at the first glance, at least a stagnation of 
inaustry, and perhaps of intellect. Even curiosity, the 
busiest passion of the idle, seemed of a listless cast in the 
village of Tully-Veolan : the curs aforesaid alone showed 
any part of its activity ; with the villagers it was passive. 
They stood and gazed at the handsome young officer and 
his attendant^ but without any of those qmck motions 
and eager looks, that indicate the earnestness with which 
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those who live in monotonous ease at home, look out for 
amusement abroad. Yet the physiognomy of the people, 
when more closely examined, was far from exhibiting the 
indifference of stupidity ; their features were rough, but 
remarkably intelligent ; grave, but the very reverse of 
stupid : and from among the young women, an artist 
might have chosen more than one model, whose features 
and form resembled those of Minerva. Tne children also, 
whose skins were burnt black, and whose hair was 
bleached white, by the influence of the sun, had a look 
and manner of life and interest. It seemed, upon the 
whole, as if poverty, and indolence, its too frequent 
companion, were combining to depress the natural genius 
and acquired information of a hardy, intelligent, and 
reflecting peasantry. 

Some such thoughts crossed Waverley’s mind as he 
paced his horse slowly through the rugged and flinty 
street of Tully-Veolan, interrupted only in his medita- 
tions by the occasional caprioles which his chaiger 
exhibited at the reiterated assaults of those canine 
Cossacks, the collies before mentioned. The village was 
more than half a mile long, the cottages being irregularly 
divided from each other by gardens, or yards, as the 
inhabitants called them, of different sizes, where (for it is 
Sixty Years since) the now universal potato was un- 
known, but which were stored with gigantic plants of 
kale or colewort, encircled with groves of nettles, and 
exhibited here and there a huge hemlock, or the national 
thistle, overshadowing a quarter of the petty inclosure. 
The broken ground on which the village was built had 
never been levelled ; so that these incTosures presented 
declivities of every degree, here rising like terrace^ there 
sinking like tan-pits. The dry-stone walls which fenced, 
or seemed to fence, (for thw were sorely breached,) these 
hanging gardens of Tully- v eolan, were intersected by a 
narrow lane leading to the common fleld, where the joint 
labour of the villagers cultivated alternate ridges and 
patches of rye, oats, barley, and pease, each of such 
minute extmt^ that at a little distance the unprofitable 
variety of the surface resembled a tailor^s b<^ok of 
patterns. In a few favoured instances, there appeared 
behind the cottages a miserable wigwam, compSed of 
earth, loose stcmes, and turf, where the wealthy might 

S Brhara shelter a starved cow or sorely galled horse, 
ut almost every hut was fenced in front by a huge 
black stack of turf on one side of the door, while 



WAVEKLEY. 9S 

on the other the family dunghill ascended in noble 
emulation. 

About a bowshot from the end of the village appeared 
the inclosures, proudly denominated the Parks of xully- 
Veolan, being certain square fields, surrounded and 
divided by stone walls five feet in height. In the centre 
of the exterior -barrier was the upper gate oi the avenue, 
opening under an archway, battfemented on the top, and 
adom^ with two large weather-beaten mutilated masses 
of upright stone, which, if the tradition of the hamlet 
could be trusted, had once represented, at least had been 
once designed to rejiresent, two rampant Bears, the 
supporters of the family of Bradwardine. This avenue 
was straight, and of moderate length, running between a 
double row of very ancient horse-chestnuts, planted 
alternately with sycamores, which rose to such huge 
height, and flourished so luxuriantly, that their bows 
completely over-arched the broad road beneath. Beyond 
these venerable ranks, and running parallel to tliem, 
were two high walls, of apparently the like antiquity, 
overgrown with ivy, honey-suckle, and other climbing 
plants. The avenue seemed very little trodden, and 
chiefly by foot-passengers ; so that being very broad, and 
enjoying a constant shade, it was clothed with grass of a 
deep and rich verdure, excepting where a footpath, worn 
by occasional passengers, tracked with a natural sweep 
the way from the upper to the lower gate. This nether 
portal, like the former, opened in front of a wall orna- 
mented with some rude sculpture, with battlements on 
the top, over which were seen, half -hidden by the trees of 
the avenue, the high steep roofs and narrow gables of the 
mansion, with lines indented into steps, and comers 
decorated with small turrets. One of the folding leaves 
of the lower gate was cjpen, and as the sun shone full 
into the court behind, a long line of brilliancy was flung 
upon the aperture up the dark and gloomy avenue. It 
was one of those effects which a painter loves to re- 
present, and mingled well with the stmggling light which 
found its way between the boughs of the shady arch that 
vaulted the broad green alley. 

The solitude and repose of the whole ^ene seemed 
almost monastic ; and Waverley, who had given his horse 
to his servant on entering the first gate, walked slowly 
down the avenue, enjoying the grateful and cooling 
shade, and so much pleased with the placid ideas of rest 
and seclusion excited by this confined and quiet so^e, 
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that he forgot the misery and dirt of the hamlet he had 
left behind him. The opening into the paved court-yard 
corresponded with the rest of the scene. The house, 
which seemed to consist of two or three high, narrow, and 
steep-roofed buildings, projecting from each other at 
right angles, formed one side of the inclosure. It had 
been bunt at a period when castles were no longer 
necessaiy, and when the Scottish architects had not yet 
acquired the art of designing a domestic residence. The 
-windows were numberless, but very small ; the roof had 
some nondescript kind of projections, called bartizans, 
and displayed at each frequent angle a small turret, 
rather resembling a pepper-box than a Gothic watch- 
tower, Neither did the front indicate absolute security 
from danger. There were loop-holes for musketry, and 
iron stancheons on the lower windows, probably to repel 
any roving band of gipsies, or resist a predatoi^ visit 
from the Caterans of the neighbouring Highlands, Stables 
and other offices occupied another side of the square. 
The former were low vaults, with narrow slits instead of 
windows, resembling, as Edward’s groom observecl rather 
a prison for murderers, and larceners, and such like as 
are tried at ’sizes, than a place for any Christian cattle,” 
Above these dungeon-looking stables were granaries, 
called girnels, and other offices, to which there waS access 
by outside stairs of heavy masonry. Two battlemented 
walls, one of which faced the avenue, and the other 
divided the court from the garden, completed the in- 
closure. 

Nor was the court without its ornaments. In one 
corner was a tun-bellied pigeon-house, of great size and 
rotundity, resembling in figure and proportion the curious 
edifice called Arthur^ Oven, which would have turned the 
brains of all the antiquaries in England, had not the 
worthy proprietor pulled it down for the sake of mending 
a neighbouring dam- dyke. This dovecot, or columbarium^ 
as the owner called it, was no small resource to a Scottish 
laird of that period, whose scanty rents were eked out by 
the contributions levied upon the farms by these light 
foragers, and the conscriptions exacted from the latter 
for the benefit of the table. 

Another corner of the court displayed a fountain, 
where a huge bear, carved in stone, predominated over a 
large stone -basin, into which he disgorged the water. 
This work of aii} was the wonder of the country ten miles 
round. It must not be forgotten, that all sorts of bears, 



WAVERLEY. 


95 


small and large, demi or in full proportion, were carved 
over the windows, upon the ends of the gables, terminated 
the spouts, and supported the turrets, with the ancient 
family motto, IBetoftr t|)e IBar,” cut under each hyper- 
borean form. The court was spacious, well paved, and 
perfectly clean, there being probably another entrance 
behind the stables for removing the litter. Everything 
around appeared solitary, and would have been silent, 
but for the continued plashing of the fountain ; and the 
whole scene still maintained the monastic illusion which 
the fancy of Waverley had conjured up. — ^And here we 
beg permission to close a chapter of still life.^ 


CHAPTER IX 

More of the Manor-House and its Environs. 

After having satisfied his curiosity by gazing around 
him for a few minutes, Waverley applied himself to the 
massive knocker of the ball-door, the architrave of which 
bore the date 1594. But no answer was returned, though 
the peal resounded through a number of apartments, and 
was echoed from the court-yard walls without the house, 
startling the pigeons from the venerable rotunda which 
they occupied, and alarming anew even the distant 
village curs, which had retired to sleep upon their 
respective dunghills. Tired of the din which he created, 
and the unprofitable responses which it excited, Waverley 
began to think that he had reached the castle of Orgogho, 
as entered by the victorious Prince Arthur, 

Wlien lie loudly throuich the house to call. 

But no man cared to answer to his cry; 

There reign'd a solemn silence over all. 

Nor voice was heard, nor wight was seen In bower or hall. 

Filled almost with expectation of beholding some “ old, 
old man, with beard as white as snow,” whom he might 
question concerning this deserted mansion, our hero 

I There Is no particular mansion d^icribed under the name of Tally-Veolan; 
but the pecullaiities of the description occur in various old Scottish S^ts. The 
House of Warrender upou Bumtsfleld links, and that of Old Ravelston, belong- 
ing, the former to Sir George Warrender, the latter to Sir Alexander Keith, have 
both contributed several hints to the description In the text. The House of Dean, 
near Edinburgh, has also some points of resemblance with Tully-Veolan. The 
author has, however, been Informed, that the House of Grandtully resembles 
that of the B&von of Bmdwardine still more than any of tlie above. (S-> 
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turned to a little oaken wicket-door, well clenched with 
iron-nails, which opened in the court-yard wall at its 
angle with the house. It was only latched, notwithstand- 
ing its fortified appearance, and, when opened, admitted 
him into the gardem which presented a pleasant scene.^ 
The southern side of the house, clothed with fruit-trees, 
and having many evergreens trained upon its walls, 
extended its irregular yet venerable front, along a 
terrace, partly paved, partly gravelled, paHly bordered 
with flowers and choice shrubs. This elevation descended 
by three several ^ghts of steps, placed in its centre and 
at the extremities, into what might be called the garden 
proper, and was fenced along the top by a stone parapet 
with a heavy balustrade, ornamented from space to space 
with huge grotesque figures of animals seated upon their 
haunches, among which the favourite bear was repeatedly 
introduced. Placed in the middle of the terrace, between 
a sashed-door opening from the house and the central 
flight of steps, a huge animal of the same species sup- 
ported on his head and forepaws .a sun-dial of large 
circumference, inscribed with more diagrams than 
Edward’s mathematics enabled him to decipher. 

The garden, which seepaed to be kept with great 
accuracy, abounded in fruit-trees, and eamibited a pro- 
fusion of flowers and evergreens, cut into grotesque forms. 
It was laid out in terraces, which descended rank by rank 
from the western wall to a large brook, which had a 
tranquil and smooth appearance, where it served as a 
boundary to the garden ; but, near the extremity, leapt 
in tumult over a strong dam, or wear-head, the cause of 
its temporary tranquillity, and there forming a cascade, 
was overlooked by an octangular summer-house, with a 
gilded bear on the top by way of vane. After this feat, 
the brook, assuming its natural rapid and fierce character, 
scaped from the eye down a deep and wooded dell, from 
the copse of which arose a massive, but ruinous tower, 
the former habitation of the Barons of Bradwardine. 
The margin of the brook, opposite to the garden, dis- 
played a narrow meadow, or haugh, as it was called, 
which fbnned a small washing-green ; the bank, which 
retired behind it, was covered by ancient trees. 

The scene, though pleasing, was not quite equal to the 

* At R&Tastoii may be aeea such a garden. wMcb the taste of the proprietor, 
Ufce attthw-s frlcanid and kinsman. Sir Alexander Keith, Knight Mareschal, has 
pidlciomkly preserred. That, as well as the house, is, however, of smaller 
dhaeaDpateaui than the IBaron of Bradwardine's mansion and garden are presumed to 
have been. (A) 
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gardens of Alcina ; yet wanted not the donzelette 

garrulel^ oi that enchanted paradise, for upon the green 
aforesaid two bare-legged damsels, each standing in a 
spacious tub, performed with their feet the office of a 
patent washing-machine. These did not, however, like 
the maidens of Armida, remain to greet with their 
harmony the approaching guest, but, alarmed at the 
appearance of a handsome stranger on the opposite side, 
dippped their garments (I should say garment, to be qmte 
correct over their limbs, which their occupation exposed 
somewhat too freely, and, with a shrill exclamation of 
“ Eh, sirs I ” uttered with an accent between modesty and 
co^etry, sprung off like deer in different directions. 

Waverley began to despair of gaining entrance into 
this solitary and seemingly enchanted mansion, when a 
man advanced up one of tne garden alleys, where he still 
retained his station. Trusting this might be a gardener, 
or some domestic belonging to the house, Edward des- 
cended the steps in order to meet him : but as the figure 
approached, and long before he could descry its features, 
he was struck with the oddity of its appearance and 
gestures. Sometimes this mister wight held his hands 
clasped over his he^, like an Indian Jogue in the attitude 
of penance ; sometimes he swung them perpendictdarly, 
like a pendulum, on each side ; and anon he tapped them 
swiftly and repeatedly across his breas^ like the sub- 
stitute used by a hackney-coachman for his usual flogging 
exercise, when his cattle are idle upon the stand, m a 
clear frosty day. His gait was as singular as his gestures, 
for at times he hopp'd with great perseverance on the 
right foot, then exchanged that supporter to advance in 
the same manner on the left, and tnen putting his feet 
close together, he hopp'd upon both at once. His attire 
also was antiquated and extravagant. It consisted in a 
sort of grey jerkin, with scarlet cuffs and slash'd sleeves 
showing a scarlet lining ; the other parts of the dress 
corresponded in colour, not forgetting a pair of scarlet 
stockings, and a scarlet bonnet, proudfy surmotmted with 
a turkey's feather. Edward, whom he did not seem to 
observe, now perceived confirmation in his features of 
what the mien and gestures had already announced. It 
was apparently neither idiocy nor insanity which gave 
that -vmd, unsettled irregular expression to a face wmich 
naturally was rather handsome, but somethings that 
resembl^ a compound of both, where the simplicity of 
the fool was mixed with the extravagance of a crazed 
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imagination. He sung with great earnestness, and not 
without some taste, a fragment of an old Scottish ditty : 

False love, and hast thoa play'd me this 
In summer among the flowers ? 

I will repay thee back again 
In winter among the showers. 

Unless again, again, my love. 

Unless you turn again; 

As you with other maidens rove, 

I'll smile on other men.’ 

Here lifting up his eyes, which had hitherto been fixed 
in observing how his feet kept time to the tune, he beheld 
Waverley, and instantly doif'd his cap, with many 
grotesque signals of suiyrise, respect, and salutation. 
Edward, though with little hope or receiving an answer 
to any constant question, requested to know whether Mr 
Bradwardine were at home^ or where he could find any of 
the domestics. The questioned party replied, — and, like 
the witch of Thalaba, still his speech was song,” — 

The Knight’s to the mountain 
His bi^le to wind; 

The Lad:^8 to greenwood 
'Her garland to bind. 

The bower of Burd Bllen 
Has moss on the floor. 

That the step of IiOrd William 
Be silent and sure. 

This conveyed no information, and Edward, repeating 
his queries, received a rapid answer, in which, from the 
haste and peculiarity of the dialect, the word “butler” 
was alone intelligible. Waverley then requested to see 
the butler; upon which the fellow, with a Jbaowing look 
and nod of intelligence, made a signal to Edward to 
follow, and began to dance and caper down the alley up 
which he had made his approaches. — stran^ guide this, 
thought Edward, and not much unlike one oiShakspeare’s 
roynish clowns. I am not over prudent to trust to his 
pnotage ; but wiser men have been led by fools. — By this 
time he reached the bottom of the alley, where, turning 
short on a little parterre of flowers, shrouded from the 
east and north by a close yew hedge, he found an old man 
at work without his coat, whose appearance hovered 
between that of an upper servant and gardener his red 
nose and ruffled shirt belonging to the former profession ; 
his hale and sunburnt visage, with his green apron, 
appearing to indicate 

GM Adam's likeness, set to dress this garden. 

The major domo, for such he was, and indisputably the 

(S.) 
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second officer of state in the barony, (na^ as chief 
minister of the interior, superior even to Bailie Mac- 
wheeble, in his own department of the kitchen and cellar,) 
— ^the major domo laid down his spade, slipped on his coat 
in haste, and with a wrathful look at Edward’s guide, 
probably excited by his having introduced a stranger 
while he was engaged in this laborious, and, as he might 
suppose it, degradiM office, requested to know the gentle- 
man’s commands. Being informed that he wished to pay 
his respects to his master, that his name was Waverley, 
and so forth, the old man’s countenance assumed a great 
deal of respectful importance. “He could take it upon 
his conscience to say, his honour would have exceeding 
pleasure in seeing him. Would not Mr Waverley choose 
some refreshment after his journey ? His honour was with 
the folk who were getting doon the dark hag^ : the twa 
gardener lads (an emphasis on the word twa) had been 
ordered to attend him; and he had been rust amusing 
himself in the mean time with dressing Miss Bose’s flower- 
bed, that he might be near to receive Ms honour’s orders, 
if need were : he was very fond of a garden, but had 
little time for such divertisements.” 

“He canna get it wrought in abune twa days in the 
week at no rate whatever,” said Edward’s fantastic con- 
ductor. 

A grim look from the butler chastised Ms interference, 
and he commanded Mm, by the name of Davie Gellatley, 
in a tone wMch admitted no discussion, to look for Ms 
honour at the dark hag, and tell him there was a gentle- 
man from the south had arrived at the Ha’. 

“Can this poor fellow deliver a letter?” asked Edward. 

“ With all fidelity, sir, to any one whom he respects. I 
would hardly trust Mm with a long message by word of 
mouth — ^though he is more knave than fooL’^ 

Waverley delivered his credentials to Mr Gellatley, who 
seemed to confirm the butler’s last observation, by 
twisting his features at him, when he was looking 
another way, into the resemblance of the grotesque face 
on the bole of a German tobacco-pipe ; after wMch, with 
an odd cong4 to Waverley, he danc^ off to dischaige his 
errand. 

“ He is an innocent, sir,” said the butler ; “there is one 
such in almost evei^ town in the country, but ours is 
brought far ben.® He used to work a day’s turn weel 
eneugh ; but he help’d Miss Bose when she was fiemit ® 

’ Fellln the oatc eopae. * Hade much of. * Chased. 
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with the Laird of Killancnreit’s new English bull, and 
since that time we ca’ him Davie Do-little; indeed we 
might ca’ hitn Davie Do-naething, for since he got that 
gay clothing, to please his honour and my young mistress, 
(great folks will nave their fancies,) he has done naething 
but dance up and down about the toun^ without doing a 
single turn, unless trimming the laird's fishing-wand or 
buSking his dieSjOr may be catching a dish of trouts at 
an orra-time.® But here comes Miss Bose, who, I take 
burden upon me for her, will be especial glad to see 
one of the house of Waverley at her father's mansion of 
Tully-Veolan/' 

But Bose Bradwardine deserves better of her un- 
worthy historian, than to be introduced at the end of 
a chapter. 

In the meanwhile it may be noticed, that Waverley 
learned two things from this colloquy ; that in Scotland 
a single house was called a town^ and a natural fool an 
innocent,^ 


CHAPTEK X. 

Hose Bradwardine and her Father. 

Miss Bradwardine was but seventeen ; yet, at the last 

races of the county town of , upon her health being 

proposed among a round of b^uties, the Laird of 
BumTOrquaigh, permanent toastmaster and croupier of 
the Bautherwhillery Club, not only said More to the 
pledge in a pint bumper of Bourdeau^ but^ ere pouring 
forth the libation, denominated the divinity to whom it 
was dedicated, ^ the Bose of Tully-Veolan ; ” upon which 
festive occasion, three cheers were given by all the sitting 
members of that respectable society, whose throats the 

A wlih fiurroimdiiigr buildings. * Spare time. 

* I axa Ignmnt kqrvr long tbe aB<dent and established custom of keeping fools 
baa been dlsiiaed In Rngisnd. Swift writes an epitaph on the Earl of Suffolk's 
fool,— 

** Whose name was Diclde Pearce.” 

lEtSet^imd tne cnatmn snbflMed tfH late in the last eenttuy ; at Glammls Castle, is 
prosemped the «hes* erne the jesters, irery handsome, and ornamented with 
mams, bc^ It Is not shore years since such a character stood by the side- 

board of a wMeman of tbe fM rank in Scotland, and occaalmiaUy mixed in the 
convoraattoiLr tIB he carried the joke rather too far. In making proposals to one of 
the young huBes of the family, and publishing the bans betwixt her and himself in 
the pabiic dtmrch. (S.) 
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wine had left capable of such exertion. Nay, I am well 
assured, that the sleeping partners of the company 
snorted applause, and that although strong bumjpers and 
weak brains had consigned two or three to the floor, yet 
even these, fallen as they were from their high estate, 
and weltering — will carry the parody no farther — 
uttered divers inarticulate sounds, intimating their assent 
to the motion. 

Such unanimous applause could not be extorted but by 
acknowledged merit; and Eose Bradwardine not only 
deserved it, but also the approbation of much more 
rational persons than the Bautherwhillery Club could 
have mustered, even before discussion of the first 
magnum. She was indeed a very pretty girl of the 
Scotch cast of beauty, that is. with a profusion of hair 
of paley gold, and a skin like the snow of her own 
mountams in whiteness. Yet she had not a pallid or 
pensive cast of countenance | her features, as well as her 
temper, had a lively expression ; her complexion, though 
not florid, was so pure as to seem transparent, and the 
slightest emotion sent her whole blood at once to her 
face and neck. Her form, though under the common size, 
was remarkably elegant, and her motions light, easy, ana 
unembarrassed. She came from another part of the 
garden to receive Captain Waverley, with a manner that 
hovered between bashfulness and courtesy. 

The first greetings past, Edward learned from her that 
the darh hag^ which had somewhat puzzled him in the 
butler’s account of his master’s avocations, had nothing to 
do either with a black cat or a broomstick, but was 
simply a portion of oak copse which was to be telled that 
day. She offered, with diffident civility, to show the 
stranger the way to the spot, which, it seems, was not far 
distant ; but they were prevented by the appearance of 
the Baron of Bradwardine in person, who, summoned by 
David Gtellatley, now appeared, on hospitable thoughts 
intent,” clearing the ground at a prodi^ous rate with 
swift and long strides, which reminded Waverley of the 
seven-league boots of the nursery fable. He was a t^l, 
thin, athletic figure, old indeed and gtpy-haired, but with 
every muscle rendered as tough as wMp-cord by constant 
exercise. He was dressed carelessly, and more like a 
Frenchman than an Englishman of the period, while, from 
his hard features and perpendicular rigidity of stature 
he bore some resemblance to a Swiss officer of the guards 
who had resided some time at Paris, and cau^t the 
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costume^ but not the ease or itianner, of its inhabitants. 
The truth was, that his language and habits were as 
heterogeneous as his external appearance. 

Owing to his natural disposition to study, or perhaps 
to a very general Scottish fashion of giving young men of 
rank a legal education, he had been bred with a view to 
the bar. But the politics of his family precluding the 
hope of his rising in that profession, Mr Bradwardine 
travelled with high reputation for several years, and 
made some campaigns in foreign service. After his 
d4m^Me with the law of high treason in 1715, he had 
lived in retirement, conversing almost entirely with those 
of his own principles in the vicinage. The pedantry of 
the lawyer, superinduced upon the military pride of the 
soldier, might remind a modem of the days of the zealous 
volunteer service, when the bar-gown of our pleaders was 
often flung over a blazing uniform. To this must be 
added the prejudices of ancient birth and Jacobite 
politics, greatly strengthened by habits of solitary and 
secluded authority, which, though exercised only within 
the bounds of his half-cultivated estate, was there indis- 
putable and undisputed. For, as he used to observe, 
" the lands of Bradwardine, Tully-Yeolan, and others, had 
been erected into a free barony by a charter from David 
the First, cum liberali ^test. kabendi curias et Ju^tidas, 
cum fossa etfurca fum pit ^d gallows) et saka et solcoy et 
thol et thmvfu et infang-thief et outfang-thief sive hand- 
habend. sive bak-bararidJ* The peculiar meaning of all 
these cabalistical words few or none could explain ; but 
they implied, upon the whole, that the Baron of Brad- 
wardine might, in case of delinquent, imprison, try, and 
execute his vassals at his pleasure. lake tfames the First, 
however^ the present possessor of this authority was more 
pleased in talking about prerogative than in exercising 
it ; and excepting that he imprisoned two poachers in the 
dungeon of the old tower of Tully-Veolan, where they 
were sorely frightened by ghosts, and almost eaten by 
rats, and that he set an old woman in the Jcmgs (or 
Scottish pillory) for saying there were mair fules in the 
laird^s ha* house than Davie G^ellatley,** I do not learn 
that he was accused of abusing his high powers. Still, 
however, the wnscious pride of possessing them gave 




At his first address to Waverley, it would seem that the 
hearty pleasure he felt to behold the nephew of his friend 
had somewhat discomposed the stiff and upright dignity 
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of the Baron of Bradwardine’s demeanour, for the tears 
sto^ in the old gentleman’s eyes, when, having first 
shaken Edward heartily by the hand in the English 
fashion, he embraced him dAa-mode Franqaise^ and kissed 
liiTTi on both sides of his face ; while the hardness of his 
gripe, and the quantity of Scotch snuff which his accolade 
communicated, called corresponding drops of moisture to 
the eyes of his guest. 

‘‘upon the honour of a gentleman,” he sai^ “but it 
makes me yoimg again to see jrou here, Mr Waverley I 
A worthy scion of the old stock of Waverley*Honour — 
alter^ as Maro hath it — and you have the look of the 
old line. Captain Waverley ; not so portly yet as my old 
friend &r Everard — mais cela mendra avec le temps, as my 
Dutch acquaintance, Baron Kikkitbroeck, said of the 
sagesse of Madame son epouse, — ^And so ye have mounted 
the cockade ? Right, right ; though I could have wished 
the colour different, and so I would ha’ deemed might Sir 
Everard. But no more of that ; I am old, and times are 
changed. — ^And how does the worthy knight baronet, and 
the mir Mrs Rachel ? — ^Ah, ye laugh, young man I In 
troth she was the fair Mrs Rachel in the year of grace 
seventeen hundred and sixteen; but time passes — et 
singyda proedantur anni — ^that is most certain. But once 
again ye are most heartily welcome to my poor house of 
Tully-Veolan 1 — Hie to the house, Rose, and see that 
Alexander Saunderson looks out the old Chateau Mar- 
goux, which I sent from Bourdeaux to Dundee in the 
year 1713.” 

Rose tripped off demurely enough till she turned the 
first corner, and then ran with the speed of a fairy, that 
she might gain leisure, after discharging her father’s 
commission, to put her own dress in order, and produce 
all her little finery, an occupation for which the approach* 
ing dinner-hour left but limited tima 

“We cannot rival the luxuries of your English table. 
Captain Waverley, or give you the eptdce umdiores of " 
Waverley-Honour — 1. say epuhz rather than prandium^ 
because the latter phrase is popular ; EpvXm ad senatum, 
prandiMm vero ad populttm att%net, says Suetonius Tran- 
quilius. But I trust ye will a ppla ud my Bourdeaux ; 
dest des dm^n oreiMes, as Captain v insauf used to say — 
Vinum prvmm notes, the Principal of St Andrews denom- 
inated it. And, once more, Cbptain Waverley, right glad 
am 1 that ye are here to drink the best my ccuuiur can 
make forthcoming.” 



104 


WAVEBLEY. 


This speech, with the necessary interjectional answers, 
continued from the lower alley where they met, up to the 
door of the house, where four or five servants in old- 
fashioned liveries, headed by Alexander Saunderson, the 
butler, who now bore no token of the sable stains of the 
garden, received them in grand costume^ 

In an old hall hnng ronnd with pikes and with "bows. 

With old bucklers and corslets that had borne many shrewd blows. 

With much ceremony, and still more real kindness, the 
Baron, without stopping in any intermediate apartment, 
conducted his guest through several into the great dining 
parlour, wainscotted with black oak, and hung round 
with the pictures of his ancestry, where a table was set 
forth in form for six persons, and an old-fashioned 
bufiet displayed all the ancient and massive plate of the 
Bradwardme family. A bell was now heard at the head 
of the avenue ; for an old man, who acted as porter upon 
gala days, had caught the alarm given by Waverley’s 
arrivaJ, and, repairing to his post, announced the arrival 
of other guests. 

These, as the Baron assured his young friend, were very 
estimable persons. “There was the young Baird of 
Balmawhapple, a Falconer by surname, of the house of 
Glenfarquhar, given right much to field-sports — gaudet 
€t canihus — ^but a very discreet young gentleman. 
Then there was the Laird of Klllancureit, who had 
devoted his leisure untiLl tillage and agriculture, and 
boasted himself to be possessed of a bull of matchless 
merit, brought from the county of Devon (the Damnonia 
of the Homans, if we can trust Robert of Cirencester.) 
He is, as ye may well suppose from such a tendency, but 
of yeoman extraction — servahit odorem testa diu — ^and I 
behave, between ourselves, his grandsire was from the 
wrong side of the Border — one BuUsegg, who came hither 
as a steward, or bailifi^ or ground-oflS.cer;^r something in 
that d^iariment, to the last Gimigo of Killancureit, who 
died or an atrcmhy. After his master's death, sir, — ye 
would hardly believe such a scand^ — but this BuUsegg, 
being portly and comely of aspect^ intermarried with 
l^y dowru^r, who was young and amorous, and possessed 
himself or the ^tate, which devolved on this unhappy 
woman by a settlement of her umwhile^ husband, in direct 
contiu>ventlon cd an unrecorded taillie,’® and to the preju- 
dice of the disponer's own fiesh and blood, in the person 
* LiHe. * Agi'eenxent 
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of his natural heir and seventh cousin, Gimigo of 
Tipperhevdt, whose family was so reduced by the ensuing 
law-suit, that his representative is now serving as a 
private gentleman-sentinel in the Highland Black Watch. 
But this gentleman, Mr Bullsegg of Killancureit that now 
is, has good blood in his veins by the mother and grand- 
mother, who were both of the family of Pickletillim, and 
he is well liked and looked upon, and knows Ms own place. 
And God forbid. Captain Waverley, that we of irr^roach- 
able lineage should exult over him, when it may be, that 
in the eighth, ninth, or tenth generation, Ms progeny may 
rank, in a manner, with the old gentry of the country. 
Bank and ancestry, sir, should be the last words in the 
mouths of us of unblemished race — vix ea nostra vocoy as 
Naso saith. — ^There is, besides, a cler^man of the true 
(though sujffering) Episcopal church of Scotland. He vras 
a confessor in her cause after the year 1716, when a 
WMggish mob destroyed his meeting-house, tore Ms 
surpHce, and plunderea his dwelling-house of four silver 
spoons, intromitting also with his mart and his meal-ark, 
and with two barrels, one of single, and one of double ale, 
besides three bottles of brandy.^ My Baron-Bailie ana 
doer, Mr Duncan Macwheeble, is the fourth on our list. 
There is a question, owing to the incertitude of ancient 
orthography, whether he belongs to the clan of Wheedle 
or of Quibble, but both have produced persons eminent in 
the law.^^— 


As sucb he described them by person and name, 
They enter'd, and dinner was served as ttiey came. 


CHAPTEB XI. 

The Banqttet. 

The entertainment was ample, and handsome, according 
to the Scotch ideas of the perio<L and the guests did great 
honour to it. The Baron eat like a famished soldier, the 
liaird of Balmawhapple like a sportsman, Bullsegg of Kil- 

* After the Revolntion of 1688, and on some occasions whoa the spirit of tthe 
Fresbjrterlaus had been imnsnally animated against their opponents, the Eiriseopal 
clergymen, who were chiefly non.jnrors, were exposed to be mobbed, as we 
should now ‘‘say, or rab^ledl, as the phrase then went, to expiate their political 
heresies. But notvidthatanding that the Presbyterians had the peraecntfon in 
Charles H., and his brother's tune, to exasperate them, there was little mischief 
deme beyond the kind of petty violence mentioned in the text. (,SiX 
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lancureit like a farmer, Waverley Mmself like a traveller, 
and Bailie Macwheeble like all four together; thongh, 
either out of more respect, or in order to preserve that 
proper declination of person which showed a sense that 
he was in the presence of his patrom he sat upon the 
edge of Ms chair, placed at three feet distance from the 
table, and acMeved a communication with his plate by 
projecting Ms person towards it in a line which obliqued 
from the bottom of his spine, so that the person who sat 
opposite to him could only see the foretop of his riding 
periwig. 

This stooping position might have been inconvenient to 
another i>erson ; but long habit made it, whether seated 
or walking, peiiectly easy to the worthy Bailie. In the 
latter posture, it occasioned, no doubt, an unseemly pro- 
jection of the person towards those who happened to walk 
behind ; but those being at all times Ms inferiors, (for Mr 
Macwheeble was very scrupulous in giving place to all 
others,) he cared very little what inference of contempt or 
slight regard they might derive from the circumstance. 
Hence, vmen he waddled across the court to and from Ms 
old grey pony, he somewhat resembled a turnspit walking 
upon its hind legs. 

The nonjuring clergyman was a pensive and interesting 
old ma^ with much the air of a sufferer for conscience 
sake. He was one of those, 

Wlio, tmdepriYed, tbeir benefice forsook. 

For this wMm, when the Baron was out of hearing, the 
Bailie used sometimes gently to rally Mr Bubrick, up- 
braiding him with the nicety of Ms scruples. Indeed, it 
must be owned, that he himself, though at heart a keen 
partisan of the exiled family, had kept pretty fair with 
all the dif^rent turns of state in Ms time ; so that Davie 
O’^latlOT once described him as a particularly good man, 
who had a very quiet and peaceful conscience, that never 
did Mm harm* 

ine dinner was lemoved, the Baron announced 
the health of tiie King, politely leaving to the consciences 
of his jn^ests to drink to the sovereign de facto or de jttre, 
as them politics inclined. The conversation now became 
^ueral ; and, shortly afterwards, Miss Bradwardin^ who 
Mid done the honours wdth natui^ grace and simplicity, 
ri^lred,. and was soon followed by the cdergyman. Among 
the rei^ of th^ party, the wine, wMch fully justihed the 
enccnniuiim of the landlord, flowed freely round, although 
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Waverley, with some diiEciilty, obtained the privilege of 
sometimes neglecting the glass. At length, as the evening 
grew more late, the Baron made a private signal to Mr 
Saunders Saunderson, or, as he facetiously denominated 
him, Alexander ab Alexandra^ who left the room with a 
nod, and soon after returned, his grave countenance 
mantling with a solemn and mysterious smile, and placed 
before his master a small oafeen casket, mountecl with 
brass ornaments of curious form. The Baron, drawing 
out a private key, unlocked the casket, raised the lid, and 
produced a golden goblet of a singular and antique 
appearance, moulded into the shape of a rampant bear, 
wjich the owner regarded with a look of mingled rever- 
ence, pride, and delight, that irresistibly reminded Wa- 
verley of Ben Jonson’s Tom Otter, with his Bull, Horse, 
and I)og, as that wag wittily denominated his chief car- 
ousing cups. But Mr Bradwardine, turning towards him 
with complacency, requested him to observe this curious 
relic of the olden time. 

“It represents,” he said, “the chosen crest of our family, 
a bear, as ye observe, and rampant; because a good her- 
ald will depict every animal in its noblest posture ; as a 
horse salient^ a greyhound and, as may be in- 

ferred, a ravenous animal in actu ferocioriy or in a vora' 
cious, lacerating, and devouring posture. Now, sir, we 
hold this most honourable achievement by the wappen- 
brief, or concession of arms, of Frederick Red beard, ^Em- 
peror of Germany, to my predecessor, Godmund Bradwar- 
dine, it being the crest of a gigantic Dane, whom he slew 
in the lists in the Holy Land, on a quarrel touching the 
chastity of the emperors spouse or daughter, tradition saith 
not precisely which, and thus, as Virgilius hath it — 

Mutemus clypeos, Dananmque insignia nobis 

Aptexnus. 

Then for the cup, Obtain Waverley, it was wrought by 
the command of St Duthac, Abbot of Aberbrothoc, for 
behoof of another baron of the house of Bradwardine, who 
had valiantly defended the patrimony of that monastery 
against certain encroaching nobles, it is pro^rly termed 
the Blessed Bear of Bradwardine, (though old TDr Doubleit 
used jocosely to call it Ursa Major,) and was supposed, in 
old and Catholic times, to be invested with certain pro- 
perties of a mystical and supernatural quality. And 
though I give not in to such anilia^ it is certain it has 
always been esteemed a solemn standard cup and heirloom 
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of our house ; nor is it ever used but upon seasons of high 
f ^tiva4 and such I hold to be the arrival of the heir of 
Sir Everard under my roof ; and I devote this draught to 
the health and prosTCrity of the ancient and highly-to-be- 
honoured house of Waverley.” 

During this long harangue, he carefully decanted a 
cobwebbed bottle of claret into the goblet, which held 
nearly an English pint ; and, at the conclusior^ delivering 
the bottle to the butler to be held carefully m the same 
angle with the horizon, he devoutly quaffed off* the con- 
tents of the Blessed Bear of Bradwarcune, 


Edward^ with horror and alarm, beheld the animal 
making his rounds, and thought with great anxiety upon 
the appropriate motto, “ Beware the Bear ; ” but, at the 
same time, plainly foresaw, that, as none of the guests 
scrupled to do him this extraordinary honour, a refusal 
on his part to pledge their courtesy would be extremely 
ill received. Besolving, therefore, to submit to this last 
piece of tyranny, and then to ouit the table, if possible, 
and confiding in the strength of his constitution, he did 
justice to the company in the contents of the Blessed 
Bear, and felt less inconvenience from the draught than 
he could possibly have expected. The others, whose time 
had been more actively employe<^ began to show syuip* 
toms of innovation, — “the good wine did its good office, ^ 
The frost of etiquette, and pride of birth, began to give 
way before the genial blessings of this benign constella- 
tion, and the formal appellatives with which the three 
dignitaries had hitherto addressed each other, were now 
familiarly abbreviated into Tully, Bally, and Killie. 
When a few rounds had passed, the two latter, after 
whispering together, craved permission (a joyful hearing 
for Edward) to ask the grace cup. This, after some delay, 
was at len^h produced, and Waverley concluded the 
orgies of Bacchus were terminated for the evening. He 
was never more mistaken in his life. 


As the guests had left Mieir horses at the small inn, or 
as it was cail^ of the village, the Baron 
could not, in pcditeness, avoid walking with them up the 
avmue, and Waverley, from the same motive, and to 
m^)y, after this feverish revel, the cool summer evening, 
att^ded the party. But when they arrived at Luckie 
Mad^y^s the Lairds of il^linawhapple and Killancureit 
dedared their deteinGaination to acknowledge their sense 
of the ho^taUty of TuUy-Veolan, by partaMng, with 


S<mthey'» Mmdm. (S > 
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their entertainer and his guest Captain Waverley, what 
they technically called deoch an doruis^ a, stirrup-cup, to 
the honour of the Baron’s roof-tree.^ 

It must be noticed, that the Bailie, knowing by experi- 
ence that the day’s jovialty, which had been hitherto 
sustained at the expense of his patron, might terminate 
partly at his own, had mounted his spavined grey pony, 
and, between gaiety of heart, and alarm for being hooked 
into a reckoning, spurred him into a hobbling canter, (a 
trot was out of the question,) and had already cleared the 
village. The others entered the change-house, leading 
Edward in unresisting submission ; for his landlord 
whispered him, that to demur to such an overture would 
be construed into a high misdemeanour against the /egres 
conviviales, or regulations of genial compotation. Widow 
Macleary seemed to have expected this \’isit, as well she 
might, for it was the usual consummation of merry bouts, 
not only at Ttdly-Veolan, but at most other gentlemen's 
houses in Scotland, Sixty Years since. The guests thereby 
at once acquitted themselves of their burden of gratitude 
for their entertainer’s kindness, encouraged the trade of 
his change-house, did honour to the place which afforded 
harbour to their horses, and indemnified themselves for 
the previous restraints imposed by private hospitality, by 
spending, what Falstaff calls the sweet of the nighty in the 
genial licence of a tavern. 

Accordingly, in full expectation of these distinguished 
guests, Luckie Macleary had swept her house for the first 
time this fortnight, tempered her turf -fire to such a heat 
as the season required in her damp hovel even at Mid- 
summer, set forth her deal table newly washed, propped 
its lame foot with a fragment of tur^ arranged four or 
five stools of huge and clumsy form upon the sites which 
best suited the inequalities or her clay floor ; and having, 
moreover, put on her clean toy, rokelay, and scarlet plaid, 
gravely awaited the arrival of the company, in full hope 
of custom and profit. When they were seated under the 
sooty rafters of Luckie Macleary’s only apartment, thickly 
tapestried with cobwebs, their hostess, who had already 
taken her cue from the Laird of Balmawhapple, appeared 
with a huge pewter measuring-pot^ containing at least 
three English quarts, familiarly denominated a Tappit 
£[en, and which, in the language of the hostess, reamed, 
{i, e. mantled) with excellent claret just drawn £rom the 
cask. 


Note &. Sttomp-Cup. 
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It was soon plain that what crumbs of reason the Bear 
had not devoure<^ were to be picked up by the Hen ; but 
the confusion which appeared to prevail favoured Edward’s 
resolution to evade the gaily circling glass. The others 
began to talk thick and at once, each performing his own 
part in the conversation, without the least respect to his 
neighbour. The Baron of Bradwardine stmg French 
ehamo7is-d-boirey and spouted pieces of Latin; Killan- 
cureit talked, in a steady unalterable dull key, of top- 
dressing and bottom-dressing,^ and year-olds, and gim- 
mers, and dinmonts, and stots, and runts, and kyloes, and 
a proposed tumpike-act ; while Balmawhapple, in notes 
exalted above botlu extolled his horse, his hawks, and a 
greyhound called Whistler. In the middle of this din, the 
Baron repeatedly implored silence ; and when at length 
the instinct of polite discipline so far prevailed, that for 
a moment he obtained it, he hastened to beseech their 
attention “ unto a military ariette, which was a particular 
favourite of the Marechal Due de Berwick ; ” then, 
imitating, as wed as he could, the manner and tone of a 
French musquetaire, he immediately commenced, — 

Mon coeur volage, dit elle* 

ITest pas poor vous, garden ; 

Est ponr nn homroe de guerre, 

Qxd a liarbe an menton. 

Lon, Lon, laiidon. 

Qoi poxi cliapeau h plume, 

Soulier & rouge talon, 

Qui joae de la flute, 

Aussi de Yiolon. 

Lon, Lon, Laridon. 

Balmawhapple could hold no longer, but broke in with 
what he callw a d — d good song, composed by Gibby 
(xaefchroughwi’t, the piper of Cupar ; and, without wasting 
more time, struck up, — 

ira np 01en1>archan''8 Inaes I gaed,^ 

And o’ot the bent of Xflliebraid, 

And nwmy a weary cast I made. 

To cuittle* the moor-fowl’s tali'* 

!ihe Baron, whose voice was drowned in the louder and 
more obstrei^rous strains of Balmawhspple, now dropped 
the exmpefation, but continued to hum, Lon, Lon, Landon, 
aad to regard the succe^tful candidate for the attention 

* Thia iiae heesi oexiscnred as an anachronism; and It must be confessed that 

of kind was mOcoown to the Scotch Sixty Years since. (S.) 

* Went. » Tickle. 

* Smtm csiiigrtML This snahdi of a ballad was composed by Andrew MacDonald, 
the ingexdOBft and nxxloitaxiato anlhor F^moncla <S.) 
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of the company with an eye of disdain, while Balma- 
whapple proceeded, — 

If up a bonny black-cock should spring. 

To whistle him down wT a slug in his wing. 

And strap him on to my lunzie^ string 
Right seldom would I fail. 

After an ineffectual attempt to recover the second verse, 
he sung the first over again ; and, in prosecution of his 
triumph, declared there was ‘‘ more sense in that than in 
all the derry -dongs of France, and Fifeshire to the boot of 
it.'^ The Baron only answered with a long pinch of snuff, 
and a glance of infinite contempt. But those noble allies, 
the Bear and the Hen, had emancipated the young laird 
from the habitual reverence in which he held Bradwardine 
at other times. He pronounced the claret sTiilpit^ and 
demanded brandy with great vociferation. It was 
brought ; and now the Demon of Politics envied even the 
harmony arising from this Dutch concert, merely because 
there was not a wrathful note in the strange compound 
of sounds which it produced. Inspired by her, the Laird 
of Balmawhapple, now superior to the nods and winks 
with which the Baron of Bradwardine, in delicacy to 
Edward, had hitherto checked his entering upon political 
discussion, demanded a bumper, with the lungs of a 
Stentor, to the little gentleman in black velvet who did 
such service in 1702, and may the white horse break his 
neck over a mound of his making I ” 

Edward was not at that moment clear-headed enough 
to remember that King William’s fall, which occasioned 
his death, was said to be owing to his horse stumbling at 
a mole-hill ; yet felt inclined to take umbrage at a toast, 
which seemea, from the glance of Balmawhapple’s eye, to 
have a peculiar and uncivil reference to the Oovemment 
which he served. Buh ere he could interfere, the Baron 
of Bradwardine had taken up the quarrel. “ Sir,” he said, 
“whatever my sentiments, tangnam privatus, may be in 
such matters, 1 shall not tamely endure your saying any- 
thing that may impinge upon the honourable reelings of 
a gentleman under my root. Sir, if you have no respect 
for the laws of urbanity, do ye not respect the militaiy 
oath, the sacramentum militare, by which every officer is 
bound to the standards under which he is enrolled ? Look 
at Titus Livius what he says of those Boman soldiers who 
were so unhappy as exuere sacraiTientum^ — ^to renounce 
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their legionary oath ; but you are ignorant, sir, alike of 
ancient history and modem courtesy/^ 

‘‘Not so ignorant as ye would pronounce me,” roared 
Balmawhapple. “I ken weel that you mean the Solemn 
League and Covenant ; but if a’ the Wbigs in hell had 
taken the ” 

Here the Baron and Waverley botb spoke at once, the 
former calling outj “Be silent, sir 1 ye not only show your 
ignorance, but di^race your native country before a 
stranger and an Englishman ; ” and Waverley, at the 
same moment, entreating Mr Bradwardine to permit him 
to reply to an affront which seemed levelled at him per- 
sonally. But the Baron was exalted by wine, wrath, 
and scorn, above all sublunary considerations. 

“ I crave you to be hushed. Captain Waverley ; you are 
elsewhere jperadventure, sui juris. — ^forisfamihated, that 
is, and entitled, it may be, to think and resent for your- 
self ; but in my domain, in this poor Barony of Brad- 
wardine, and tmder this roo^ which is qtcctsi mine, being 
held by tacit relocation by a tenant at will, I am in loco 
2Xtr€ntt8y to you and bound to see you scatheless. — 
And for you, Mr Falconer of Balmawhapple, I warn ye, 
let me see no more aberrations from the paths of good 
manners.” 

“ And I tell yom Mr Cosmo Comyne Bradwardine, of 
Bradwardine and Tully-Veolan,” retorted the sportsman, 
in huge disdain, “that Til make a moor-cock of the 
man that refuses my toast, whether it be a crop-eared 
English Whig wi’ a black ribband at his lug ^ or ane 
wha deserts his ain friends to claw ^ favour wi' the rats 
of Hanover.” 

In an instant both rapiers were brandished, and some 
desperate pasi^s exchanged. Balmawhapple was young, 
stou^ and active ; but ihe Baron, infinitely more master 
of Ms weapon, would, like Sir Toby Belch have tickled 
his opjpcment other |^tes than he did, had he not been 
under me influence of Ursa Major. 

Edward rushed forward to interfere between the com- 
batants, but the prostrate bulk of ihe Laird of Killan- 
over wMeh he stumbled, inter<^pted Ms passage. 
How Tfillancuieit happeued to be in this recumbent 
posture at so interesting a moment, was never accurately 
known. Some thought he was about to ensconce Mmself 
under the table ; hehin^lf alleged that he stumbled in 
the act of lifting a joint-stool, to prevent miscMe^ by 

» EiBX, » Curry 
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knocking down Balniawhapple. Be that as it may, if 
readier aid than either his or Waverley’s had not inter- 
posed, there would certainly have been bloodshed. But 
the well-known clash of swords, which was no stranger to 
her dwelling, aroused Luckie Macleary as she sat quietly 
beyond the hallan, or earthen partition of the cottage, With 
eyes employed in Boston’s Crook of the Lot^ while her 
ideas were engaged in summing up the reckoning. She 
boldly rushed in. with the shrill expostulation, ‘*Wad 
their honours slay ane another there, and bring discredit 
on a honest widow- woman’s house, when there was a’ the 
lee-land ^ in the counti^ to fight upon ? ” a remonstrance 
which she seconded by flinging her plaid with great dex- 
terity over the weapons of the combatants. The servants 
by this time rushed in, and being, by great chance, toler- 
ably sober, s^arated the incensed opponents, with the 
assistance of Edward and Killancureit. The latter led off 
Balmawhapple, cursing, swearing, and vowing revenge 
against every Whig, Presbyterian, and fanatic in England 
and Scotland, from John-o -Groat’s to the Land’s End, and 
with difiiculty got him to horse. Our hero, with the assis- 
tance of Saunders Saunderson, escorted the Baron of 
Bradwardine to his own dwelling, but coidd not prevail 
upon him to retire to bed until he had made a long and 
learned apology for the events of the evening, of ^i^ch, 
however, there was not a word intelligible, except some^ 
thing about the Centaurs and the Lapithce. 


CHAPTER Xn. 

Repentance and a Reconciliation, 

Waver'LEY was unaccustomed to the use of wine, except- 
ing with great temperance. He slept therefore soundly 
tin late in the succeeding morning, and then awakened 
to a painful recollection of the scene of the preceding 
evening. He had received a personal affront, — he, a 
g^tleman, a soldier, and a Waverley. True, the person 
who offered it was not, at the time it was given, pos- 
sessed of the moderate share of sense which nature had 
allott^ him ; true also, in resenting this insult, he would 
break the laws of H^ven, as well as of his country ; true, 
in doing so, he might take the life of a young man 
* open land 
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who perhaps respectably discharged the social duties, 
and render his family miserable ; or he might lose his 
own ; — ^no pleasant alternative even to the bravest, 
when it is debated coolly and in private. 

All this pressed on his mind ; yet the original statement 
recurred with the same irresistible force. He had received 
a personal insult ; he was of the house of Waverley ; and 
he bore a commission. There was no alternative ; and he 
descended to the breakfast parlour with the intention of 
taking leave of the family, and writing to one of his 
brother officers to meet him at the inn mid- way between 
Tully-Yeolan and the town, where they were quartered, in 
order that he might convey such a message to the Laird 
of Bahnawhapple as the circumstances seemed to demand. 
He found Mi^ Bradwardine presiding over the tea and 
coffee, the table loaded with warm bread, both of flour, 
oatmeal, and barleymeal, in the shape of loaves, cakes, 
biscuits, and other varieties, together with eggs, rein-deer 
ham, mutton and beef ditto, smoked salmon, marmalade, 
and all the other delicacies which induced even Johnson 
himself to extol the luxury of a Scotch breakfast above 
that of all other countries. A mess of oatmeal porridge, 
flanked by a silver lug, which held an equal mixture of 
cream and butter-muk, was placed for the Barones share 
of this repast ; but Bose observed he had walked out early 
in the morning, after giving orders that his guest should 
not be disturbed. 

Waverley sat down almost in silence, and with an air 
of absence and abstraction, which could not give Miss 
Bradwardine a favourable opinion of his talents for con- 
versation. He answered at random one or two observa- 
tions which she ventured to make upon ordinary topics ; 
so ihat feeling herself almost repulsed in her efforts at 
entertaining him, and secretly wondering that a scarlet 
coat should cover no better breeding, she left him to his 
mental amusement of cursing Dr Doubleit’s favourite 
constellation of Ursa Major, as the cause of all the mischief 
which had already happmeo, and was likely to ensue. At 
once he started, and, his colour heightened, as, looking 
toward the window he beheld the Baron and young 
Bahnawhapple pass arm in arm, apparently in deep con- 
versation ; and he hastily asked, “ Did Mr Falconer sleep 
here last night S ^ Rose, not much pleased with the abrupt- 
ness of the flrst question which me young stranger had 
addressed to her, answered drily in the negative, and the 
conversation again sunk into silence. 
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At this moment Mr Saunderson appeare<L with a message 
from his master, requesting to speak with Captain Waver- 
ley in another apartment. With a heart which beat a 
little quicker, not indeed from fear, but from uncertainty 
and anxiety, Edward obeyed the summons. He found 
the two gentlemen standing together, an air of com- 
placent dignity on the brow of the Baron, while some- 
thing like sullenness or shame, or both, blanked the bold 
visage of Balmawhapple. The former slipped his arm 
through that of the latter, and thus seeming to walk with 
him, while in reality he led him, advanced to meet Waver ' 
ley, and, stopping in the midst of the apartment, made in 
great sliite the following oration : ‘‘Captain Waverley, — 
my young and esteemed friend, Mr Falconer of Balma 
wnapple, has craved of my age and experience, as of one 
not wnolly unskilled in the dependencies and punctilios 
of the du^o or monomachia, to be his interlocutor in ex- 
pressing to you the regret with which he calls to re- 
membrance certain passages of our symposion last night, 
which could not but be highly displeasing to you, as serv- 
ing for the time under this present existmg government. 
He craves you, sir, to drown in oblivion the memory of 
such solecisms against the laws of politeness, as being 
what his better reason disavows, and to receive the hand 
which he offers you in amity ; and I must needs assure 
you that nothing less than a sense of being dans son tort^ 
as a gallant French chevalier, Mons. Le Bretailleur, once 
said to me on such an occasion, and an opinion also of 
your peculiar merit, could have extorted such concessions : 
lor he and all his family ar^and have been, time out of 
mind, Mavortia pectora. as Buchanan saith, a bold and 
warlike sep^ or people. ” 

Edward immediately, and with natural politeness, 
accepted the hand winch Balmawhapple, or rather the 
Baron in his character of mediator, extended towards 
him. “It was impossible,” he said^ “for him to remember 
what a gentleman expressed his wish he had not uttered ; 
and he willingly imputed what had passed to the exuberant 
festivity of the day,” 

“ That is very handsomely said,” answered the Baron ; 
“for undoubtedly, if a man be ehriuSy or intoxicated, an 
incident which on solemn and festive occasions may and 
will take place in the life of a man of honour ; and if the 
same gentleman, being fresh and soben recants the con- 
tumelies which he hath spoken in his liquor, it must be 
held vinum locutum est/ the words cease to be his own. 
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Yet would I not find tMs exculpation relevant in the case 
of one who was eJyt^osttSy or an habitual drunkard ; because, 
^ such a person choose to pass the greater part of his 
time in the predicament of intoxication, he hath no title 
to be exeemed from the obligations of tne code of polite- 
ness, but should learn to deport himself peaceably and 
couiiieouslv when under infiuence of the vinous stimulus. — 
And now let us proceed to breakfast, and think no more 
of this daft business." 

I must confess, whatever inference may be drawn from 
the circumstance, that Edward, after so satisfactoi^ an 
explanation, did much greater honour to the delicacies of 
Miss Bradwardine^s breakfast-table than his commence- 
ment had promised. Balmawhapple, on the contrary, 
seemed embarrassed and dejected ; and Waverley now, 
for the first time, observed that his arm was in a sling, 
which seemed to account for the awkward and embar- 
rassed manner with which he had presented his hand. 
To a question from Miss Bradwardine, he muttered, in 
answer, something about his horse having fallen ; and, 
seeming desirous to escape both from the subject and the 
company, he arose as soon as breakfast was over, made 
his DOW to the party, andj declining the Baron’s invita- 
tion to tarry tiU axter dinner, mounted his horse and 
returned to his own home. 

Waverley now announced his purpose of leaving TuUy- 
Yeolan ^rly enough after dinner to gain the stage at 
which he meant to sleep ; but the unaffected and deep 
mortification with which the good-natured and affectionate 
old gentleman heard the proposal, quite deprived him of 
courage to persist in it. No sooner had he gained Waver- 
ley’s consent to lengthen his visit for a few days, than he 
laboured to remove the grounds upon which he conceived 
he had meditated a more early retreat. ‘‘I would not 
have you opine, Captain Waverley, that I am by practice 
or precept an advocate of ebiiety, though it may be that, 
in our festivity of last night, some of our friends, if not 
perchance ^together or drunken, were, to say the 

I^iSt, by which the ancients designed those who 

were^ feiddled, or, as your English vernacular and meta- 
phorical phrase goes, half-seaa-over. Not that I would so. 
insinuate reOTjecting you. Captain Waverley^ who, like a 
prudent youth, did rather al^tain from potation ; nor can 
it be truly said of myc^l^ who, having assist^ at the 
tamest of many great generals and mareschals at thmr 
solenm caroua^, have the art to carry my wine discreetly. 
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and did not, during the whole evening, as ye nnist have 
doubtless observed, exceed the bounds of a modest 
hilarity.” 

There was no refusing assent to a proposition so 
decidedly laid down by him, who undoubtedly was the 
best judge ; although, had Edward formed his opinion 
from his own recoflections, he would have pronounced 
that the Baron was not ,on^ ehriolusy but verging to 
become ehrius/ or, in plain English, was incomparably 
the most drunk of the party, except j^rhaps his anta- 
gonist the Laird of Balmawhapple. However, having 
received the expected, or rather tlie required, compliment 
on his sobriety, the Baron proceeded — “No, sir, though I 
am myself of a strong temperament, I abhor ebriety, and 
detest those who swallow wine gulce causa^ for the oblec- 
tation of the gullet ; albeit I might deprecate the law 
of Pittacus of Mitylene, who punished doubly a crime 
committed under the influence of Liber Pater ; nor would 
I utterly accede to the objurgation of the younger Plinius, 
in the fourteenth book of his ^ Historia Naturalis.’ No, 
sir, I distinguish, I discriminate, and approve of wine so 
far only as it mafceth glad the face, or, m the language of 
Maccus, recepto amicoP 

Thus terminated the apology which the Baron of 
Bradwardine thought it necessary to make for the super- 
abundance of his hospitality; and it may be easily 
believed that he was neither interrupted by dissent, nor 
any expression of incredulity. 

He then invited his guest to a morning ride, and 
ordered that Davie Gellatley should meet them at the 
derri^ path with Ban and Buscar. “For, until the shooting 
season commence, I would willingly show you some sport, 
and we may, God willing, meet with a roe. The roe, 
Captain Waverley, may be hunted at ail times alike ; for 
never being in what is called pride of grease, he is also 
never out of season, though it be a truth that his venison 
is not equal to that of either the red or fallow deer.^ But 
he will serve to show how my dogs run : and therefore 
they shall attend us with David Gellatley.” 

Waverley expressed his surprise that Ms friend Davie 
was capable of such trust ; but the Baron gave him to 
understand that this poor simpleton was neitner fatuous, 
nec natnraliter idiota^ as is expressed in the brieves of 

1 Secluded. 

3 The learned in cookery dhsaent from the Baron of Brad-wardine, and hold Uio 
roe venison dry and indifferent food, tmless vrhezt dressed In soup and Scotch 
coUops. (S.) 
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furiosity, but simply a crack-brained knave, who could 
execute very well any commission which jumped with 3ais 
own Wmour, and made his folly a plea for avoiding every 
other. “ He has made an interest with us,” continued the 
Baron, ‘‘by saving Bose from a great danger with his 
own proper peril ; and the roguish loon must therefore 
eat of our bread and drink of our cup, and do what he 
cam or what he will ; which, if the suspicions of Saunderson 
and the Bailie are well founded, may perchance in his 
case be commensurate terms.” 

Miss Bradwardine then gave Waverley to understand, 
that this poor simpleton was dotingly fond of music, 
deeply affected by that which was melancholy, and trans- 
ported into extravagant gaiety by light and lively airs. 
He had in this respect a prodigious memory^ stored with 
miscellaneous snatches and fragments of all tunes and 
songs, wMch he sometimes applied, with considerable 
address, as the vehicles of remonstrance, explanation, or 
satire- Davie was much attached to the few who showed 
Mm kindness ; and both aware of any slight or ill usage 
which he happened to receive, and smfioiently apt, where 
he saw opportunity, to revenge it. The common people, 
who often judge hardly of each other, as well as of their 
betters, although they had expressed great compassion 
for the poor innocent while suffered to wander in rags 
about the village, no sooner beheld Mm decently clothed, 
provided for, and even a sort of favourite, than they 
called up all the instances of sharpness >nd ingenuity, in 
action and repartee, wMch Ms annals afforded, and 
charitably bottomed thereupon a hypothesis, that David 
Gellatley was no farther fool than was necessary to avoid 
hard labour. This opinion was not better founded than 
that of the Negroes, who, from the acute and mischievous 
pranks of the monkeys, suppose that they have the gift 
of speech, and only suppress their powers of elocution to 
escape being set to work. But the hypothesis was entirely 
imagina^ ; David Gellatley was in good earnest the halr- 
craz^ simpleton wMch he appear^ and was incapable 
iff any constant and steady exertion* He had just so 
mudbi solidity as kept on the windy side of insanity ; so 
mudk wild wit as saved him from the imputation of 
idiocy ; some dexterity in field-sports, (in wMch we 
have fcown as great fools excel,) §reat kindness and 
humanity in the treatment of animals intrusted to 
Mm, warm affeetkms, a prodigious memory, and an ear 
fwmusie. 
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The stamping of horses was now heard in tibe court, and 
Daviess voice singing to the two large deer greyhounds, 

me away, hie away. 

Over bank and over brae. 

Where the copsewood is the greenest, 

Where the fountains glisten sheenest. 

Where the lady-fern grows strongest. 

Where the morning dew lies longest. 

Where the black-cock sweetest sips it, 

Where the fairy latest trips it: 

Hie to haunts right seldom seen, 

Lovely, lonesome, cool and green. 

Over bank and over hrae. 

Hie away, hie away. 

“ Bo the verses he sings,” asked Waverley, “ belong to 
old Scottish poetry. Miss iBradwardine ?” 

‘‘I believe not,” she replied. “This poor creature had 
a brother, and Heaven, as if to compensate to the family 
Davie's deficiencies, had given him what the hamlet 
thought uncommon talents. An uncle contrived to 
educate him for the Scottish kirk, but he could not get 
preferment because he came foom our ground. Me 
returned from college hopeless and brokenieartecL and 
feH into a decline. My father supported him tifl his 
death, which happened before he was nineteen. He 
played beautifully on the flute, and was supposed to have 
a gi^at turn for poetry. He was afiectionate and com- 
passionate to his brother, who followed him like his 
^adow, and we think that from him Davie gathered 
many fragments of songs and music unlike those of this 
country. But if we ask him where he got such a fragment 
as he IS now singing, he either answers with wiM and 
long fits of laughter, or else breaks into tears of lamenta- 
tion ; but was never heard to give any explanation, or to 
mentioti his brother's name since his death.” 

“Surely,” said Edward, who was readily interested by 
a tale bordering on the romanti^ “surely more might lie 
learned by more particular inquiry.” 

“ Perhajw so,” answered Bose ; “ but my father will not 
permit any one to practise on his feelings on this subject.” 

By this time the Baron, ydth the help of Mr Baunder- 
som had indued a pair ox jack-boots ox large dimensions, 
and now invited our hero to follow him as he stalked 
clattering down the ample stair-case, ttipping each huge 
balustrade as he passed with ihe but of his massive horse- 
whip, and humming, with the air of a chasseur of Louis 
Quatorze, 

Pour )» chasse ll faut {Kreparer tout. 

Ho la hot Vite! vlte dehout. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

A more rational Day than the last. 

The Baron of Bradwardine, mounted on an active and 
well-managed horse, and seated on a demi-pique. saddle, 
with deep nousings to agree with his liveryj was no bad 
representative of the old school. His light-coloured 
embroidered coat, and superbly barred waistcoat, his 
brigadier wig, suirmounted by a small gold-laced cocked- 
hat, completed his personal costume ; but he was attended 
by two well-mounted servants on horseback, armed with 
holster-pistols. 

In this guise he ambled forth oyer hill and valley, the 
admiration of every farm- yard which they passed in their 
progress till, “low down in a grassy vale,” they found 
David Gollatley leading two very tall deer greyhounds, 
and presiding over half a dozen curs, and about as many 
bare- legged and bare-headed boys, who, to procure the 
chosen distinction of attending on the chase, had not 
failed to tickle his ears with the dulcet appellation of 
Maister Gellatley^ though probably all and each had 
hooted him on former occasions in the character of daft 
Davie. But this is no uncommon strain of flattery to 
persons in oflBce, nor- altogether confined to the bare- 
legged villagers of Tully-Veolan ; it was in fashion Sixty 
Years since^ is now, and will be six hundred years hence, 
if this admirable compound of folly and knavery, called 
the world, shall be then in existence. 

Th^e mllie-wet foots^ as they were called, were destined 
to beat the bushes, which they performed with so much 
success, that, after half an hour’s search, a roe was 
started, coursed, and killed j the Baron following on his 
white hors^ like Earl Percy of yore, and magnanimously 
flaying and embowelling the slain animal (which, he 
observe!^ was called by the French chasseurs, faire la 
with his own baronial couteau de chasse. After 
this ceremony, he conducted his guest homeward by a 
pleasant and circuitous route, commanding an extensive 
prospect different villa^^ and houses, to each of which 
Mr Bradwardine attached some anecdote of history or 
told in language whimsical from prejudice 
and pedantry, but often respectable for the good sense 

» A lad Is caUed » giUte-irot-foot. OiUie. In general, 

scrmdr or atrendant* (S.) 
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and honourable feelings which his narrative displayed, 
and almost always curious, if not valuable, for the infor- 
mation they contained* 

The truth is, the ride seemed agreeable to both gentle- 
men, because they found amusement in each other's 
conversation, although their characters and habits of 
thinking were in many respects totally opposite. Edward, 
we have inform^ the reader, was warm in his feelings, 
wild and romantic in his ideas and in his taste of reading, 
with a strong disposition towards poetry. Mr Brad- 
wardine was the reverse of all this, and piqued himself 
upon stalking through life with the same upright, 
starched, stoical gravity which distinguished his evening 

g romenad^ upon the terrace of Tully-Veolan, where for 
ours together — ^the very model of olci Hardyknute — 

stately stepp'd he east the wa% 

And stately stepp'd lie west. 

As for literature he read the classic poets to be sure, 
and the Epithalamium of Georgius Buchanan, and Arthur 
Johnstonea Psalms, of a Sunday; and the Delicise 
Poetarum Scotorum, and Sir David Lindsay’s Works, and 
Barbour’s Bruce, and Blind Harry’s Wallace, and the 
Gentle Shepher<L and the Cherry and the Slae. But 
though he thus far Sacrificed his time to the Muses, he 
would, if the truth must be spoken, have been much 
better pleased had^ the pious or sapient a^thegms, as 
well as the historical narratives, which “these various 
works contained, been presented to him in the form of 
simple prose. And he sometimes could not refrain from 
expressing contempt of the ‘Wain and unprofitable art 
of poem-making,” in which, he said, “ the only one who 
had excelled in nis time was Allan Itamsay. the periwig- 
maker 

But although Edward and .h© differed tato coelo^ as the 
Baron would have said, upon this subject yet they met 
upon Mstoiy as on a neutral ground, in which each 
claimed an interest. The Baron, indeed, only cumbered 
his memory with matters of fact ; the cold, diw, hard out- 
lines which history delineates. Edwardj on the contrary, 
loved to fill up and round the sketch with the wlouring 
of a warm and vivid imagination, which gives light and 

* The Bsuron ought to have rememhered that the Joyotta AUaa Htorally drew hla 
hlood from the house of the ncdlile Earl, whom ho lenxui — 

UalhouBie of an old descent. 

My stoup, my pride, n^ onuanent 


< 3 .) 
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life to the actors and speakers in the drama of past ages. 
Yet with tastes so opposite, they contiibuted greatly to 
each other’s amusement. Mr Bradwardine’s minute 
narratives and powerful memory supplied to Waverley 
fresh subjects of the kind upon which his fancy loved to 
labour, and opened to him a new mine of incident and of 
character. And he repaid the pleasure thus communis 
cated, by an earnest attention, valuable to all story- 
tellers, more especially to the Baron, who felt his habits 
of self-respect flattered by it;^ and sometimes also by 
reciprocal communications, which interested Mr Brad- 
wardine, as confirming or illustrating his own favourite 
anecdotes. Besides, Mr Bradwardine loved to talk of the 
scenes of his youth, which had been spent in camps and 
foreign lands, and had many interesting particulars to 
tell of the generals under whom he had served, and the 
actions he had witnessed. 

Both parties returned to TuUy-Veolan in great good- 
humour with each other * Waverley desirous of studying 
more attentively what he considered as a singular and 
interesting character, gifted with a memory containing a 
curious register of ancient and modern anecdotes ; and 
Bradwardine disposed to regard Edward as puer (or 
v&ther jtcvenzs) bonce spei et magnm indolis^ a youth devoid 
of that petulant volatflity, which is impatient of, or 
vilipends, the conversation and advice of his seniors, from 
which he predicted great things of his future success and 
depoi^ment in life. There was no other guest except Mr 
Rubrick, whose information and discourse, as a clergy- 
man ana a scholar, harmonized very well with that of the 
Baron and his guest. 

Shortly after dinner, the Baron, as if to show that his 
tenmeranoe was not entirely theoretical, proposed a visit 
to Rose’s apartment, or, as he termed it, her Troisieme 
Mtage. Waverley was accordingly conducted through one 
or two of those long awkward passages with which 
ancient architects studied to puzzle the inhabitants of the 
houses which they planned, at the end of which Mr Brad- 
wardine began to ascend, by two steps at once, a very 
steep, narrow, and winding stair, leaving Mr Bubrick and 
Waverley to follow at more leisure, while he should 
announce thmr approach to his daughter. 

After having climbed this perpendicular corkscrew 
until their brains were almost giddy, they arrived in a 
little matted lobby, which served as an anteroom to 
Bose’s sanctum sanctorumy and through which they entered 
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her parlour. It was a small, but pleasant apartment, 
openmg to the south, and hung with tapestry ; adorned 
besides with two pictures, one of her mother, in the dress 
of a shepherdess, with a bell -hoop ; the other of the 
Baron, in his tenth year, in a blue coat, embroidered 
waistcoat, laced hat, and bag-wig, with a bow in his hand. 
Edward could not help smiling at the costume, and at the 
odd resemblance between the round, smooth, red-cheeked, 
staring visage in the portrait, and the gaunt, bearded, 
hollow-eyed, swarthy features, which travelling, fatigues 
of war, and advanced age, had bestowed on the original. 
The Baron joined in the laugh. ‘‘ Truly,’’ he said, ^that 

S icture was a woman’s fantasy of my good mother’s ; (a 
aughter of the Laird of Tulliellum, Captain Waverley : 
I indicated the house to you when we were on the top ot 
the Shinnyheuch ; it was burnt by the Dutch auxiliaries 
brought in by the Government in 1715 ;) I never sate for 
my pourtraiture but once since that was painted, and it 
was at the special and reiterated request of the Mareschal 
Duke of Berwick.” 

The good old gentleman did not mention what Mr 
Kubrick afterwards told Edward, that the Duke had done 
him this honour on account of his being the first to mount 
the breach of a fort in Savoy during the memorable 
campaign of 1709, and his having there defended himself 
with his half -pike for nearly ten minutes before any 
support reached him. To do the Baron justice, although 
sufficiently prone to dwell upon, and even to exaggerate 
his family dignity and consequence, he was too much a 
man of real courage ever to allude to such personal acts 
of merit as he had himself manifested. 

Miss Bose now appeared from the interior room of her 
apartment, to welcome her father and his friends. The 
little labours in which she had been employed obviously 
showed a natural taste, which required only cultivation. 
Her father had taught her French and Italian, and a few 
of the ordina]^ authors in those languages ornamented 
her shelves. He had endeavoured also to be her preceptor 
in music ; but as he began with the more abstruse 
doctrines of the science, and was not perhaps master of 
them himself, she had made no proficiency farther than 
to be able to accompany her voice wi^ the harpsichord ; 
but even this was not very common in Scotland at lhat 
period. To make amends, she sung with great taste and 
feeling, and with a respect to the sense of what she 
uttered, that might be proposed in example to ladies of 
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much superior musical talent. Her natural good sense 
taught her, that if, as we are assured by high authority, 
music be “ married to inlmortal verse, they are very often 
divorced by the performer in a most shameful manner. 
It was perhaps owing to this sensibility to poetry, and 
power of combining its expression with those of the 
musical notes, that her singing gave more pleasure to all 
the unlearned, in music, and even to many of the learned, 
than could have been communicated by a much finer 
voice and more brilliant execution, unguided by the same 
delicacy of feeling. 

A bartizan, or projecting gallery, before the windows of 
her parlour, served to illustrate another of Hose’s pursuits ; 
for it was crowded with flowers of different kinds, which 
she had taken under her special protection, A projecting 
turret gave access to this Gothic balcony, which com- 
manded a most beautiful prospect. The formal garden, 
with its high bounding walls, lay below, contracted, as it 
seemed, to a mere parterre; while the view extended 
beyond them down a wooded glen, where the small river 
was sometimes visible, sometimes hidden in copse. The 
eye might be delayed by a desire to rest on the rocks, 
which here and there rose from the dell with massive or 
spiry fronts, or it might dwell on the noble, though ruined 
tower, which was here beheld in all its dignity, frowning 
from a promontory over the river. To the left were seen 
two or three cottages, a part of the village ; the brow of 
the hill concealed the others. The glen, or dell, was 
terminated by a sheet of water, called Loch Veolan, into 
which the brook discharged itself^ and which now glis- 
tened in the western sun. The distant country seemed 
open and varied in surface, though not wooded; and there 
was nothing to interrupt the view until the scene was 
bounded by a ridge of distant and blue hills, which 
formed the southern boundary of the strath or valley. 
To this pleasant station Miss Bradwardine had ordered 
cxjffee. 

The view of the old tower, or fortalic^ introduced some 
^mily anecdotes and tales of Scottish chivalry, which the 
Baron told with great enthusiasm. The projecting peak 
of an impending crag which rose near, it had acquired 
the name of St Swithin’s Chair. It was the scene of a 
peculiar superstition, of which Mr Rubrick mentioned 
some curious particulars, which reminded Waverley of a 
rhyme q;uoted by Edgar in Edng Lear; and Rose was 
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called upon to sing a little legend, in which they had been 
interwoven by some village poet, 

Who, noteless as the race from which he spnmgr, 

Saved others' names, hut left his own unsung. 

The sweetness of her voice, and the simple beauty of 
her music, gave all the advan^ge which the minstrel 
could have desired, and which his poetry so much wanted. 
I almost doubt if it can be read with patience, destitute 
of these advantages ; although I conjecture the following 
copy to have been somewhat corrected by Waverley, to 
suit the taste of those who might not relish pure anti- 
quity. 


On HalloW'Mass Eve, ere ye boune* ye to rest. 
Ever beware that your couch be bless'd; 

Sign it with crews, and sain^ it with bead. 

Sing the Ave, and say the Greed. 

For on Hallow-Mass Eve the Night-Hag will ride. 
And all her nine-fold sweeping on by her side. 
Whether the wind sing lowly or loud, 

Sailing through moonshine or swath'd in the cloud. 

The Lady she sat In St Swithin’s Chair, 

I'he dew of the night has damp’d her hair: 

Her cheek was pale — ^but resolved and high 
Was the word of her lip and the glance of her eye. 

She mutter’d the spell of Swlthin bold. 

When his naked foot traced the midnight wold. 
When he stopp'd the Hag as she rode the nighty 
And bade her descend, and her promise pli^t. 

He that dare sit on St Swithin’s Chair, 

When the Night-Hag wings the troubled air. 
Questions three, when he speaks the spell, 

He may ask, and she must tell. 

The Baron has been with King Robert his liege. 
These three long years In battle and siege ; 

News are there none of his weal or his woe. 

And fain the Lady his fate would know. 

She shudders and stops as the charm she speaks;— 
Is it tlie moody owl that shrieks? 

Or is it that sound, betwixt laughter and scream. 
The voice of the Demon who haunts the stream? 

The moan of the wind sunk silent and low. 

And the roaring torrent has ceased to floV ; 

The calm was more dreadful than raging storm. 
When the cold grey mist brought the ghastly Form J 


“I am sorry to disappoint the company, especially 
Captain Waverley, who listens with such laudable 
gravity ; it is but a fragment, although I think there 

' Make ready, - Bless, 
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are other verses, describing the return of the Baron from 
the wars, and how the lady was found ‘clay-cold upon the 
grounsill ledge.’ ” 

“It is one of those figments,” observed Mr Bradwardine, 
“ with which the early history of distinguished families 
was deformed in the times of superstition ; as that of 
Rome, and other ancient nations, had their prodigies, sir, 
the which you may read in ancient histones, or in the 
little work compiled by Julius Obsequens, and inscribed 
by the learned Schefier, the editor, to his patron, Bene- 
dictus Skytte, Baron of Dudershoff/’ 

“My father has a strange defiance of the marvellous, 
Captain Waverley,” observed Rose, “ and once stood firm 
when a whole synod of Presbyterian divines were put to 
the rout by a sudden apparition of the foul fiend.” 

WaverlOT looked as it desirous to hear more. 

“ Must 1 tell my stoiy as well as sing my song 2 — W ell 
— Once upon a time there lived an old woman, called 
Janet Gellatley, who was suspected to be a witch, on the 
infallible grounds that she was very old, very ugly, very 
poor, and had two sous, one of whom was a poet, and the 
other a fool, which visitation, all the neighbourhood 
agreed, had come upon her for the sin of witchcraft. 
And she was imprisoned for a week in the steeple of the 
parish church, and sparely supplied with food, and not 
permitted to sleep until she herself became as much 
persuaded of her being a witch as her accusers ; and in 
this lucid and happy state of mind was brought forth to 
make a clean breast, that i^ to make open confession of 
her sorceiies, before all the Whig gentry and ministers in 
the vicinity, who were no conjxirors themselves. My 
father went to see fair play between the witch ^nd the 
clergy ; for the witch had b^n bom on his estate. And 
while the witch was confessing that the Enemy appeared, 
^d made his addresses to her as a handsome black man, 
— whicln if you could have seen poor old blear-eyed Janet, 
reflected little honour on Apollyon’s taste, — and while 
the auditors listened with astoni^ed ears, and the clerk 
recorded with a tremblipg hand, she, all of a sudden, 
changed the low mumbling tone with which she spoke 
into a. shrill y^l, and exchtimed, ‘Look to yourselves! 
look to yourselv^ ! I see the Evil One sitting in the 
midst of ya.’ The surprise was general, and terror and 
flight its immediate consequences. Happy were those 
who were next the door ; and many were the disasters 
ihat befel hats, hands, cufi^ and wigs, before they could 
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get out of the church, where they left the obstinate 
prelatist to settle matters with the witch and her admirer, 
at his own peril or pleasure." 

“ Misu solvuntur tahulce” said the Baron ; “ when they 
recovered their panic trepidation, they were too much 
ashamed to bring any wakening of the process against 
Janet Gellatley." ^ 

This anecdote led into a long discussion of 

All fiiose idle thoughts and fantasies. 

Devices, dreams, opinions unsound. 

Shows, visions, soothsays, and prophecies, 

Ajid all that feigned is, as leasings, tales, and lies. 

With such conversation, and the romantic legends 
which it introducecL closed our heroes second evening in 
the house of Tully-Veolan. 


CHAPTEB XIV. 

A Discovery — Waverley becomes domesticated at 
Tully-Veolan. 

The next day Edward arose betimes, and in a morning 
walk around the house and its vicinity, came suddenly 
upon a sm^ court in front of the dog-kennel, where his 
mend Davie was employed about his four-footed charge. 
One quick glance oi his eye recognised Waverley, when, 
instantly turning his back, as if he had not observed him, 
he began to sing part of an old ballad : 

Young men will love thee more fair and more fast; 

Heard ye so merry the little bird singf 

Old men’s love the longest will last. 

And the throstle-cock's hetsd is under his vjing. 

The young man's wrath is like light straw on lire; 

Heard ye so merry the little bird singf 

But like red-hot steel is the old man's ire. 

And the throstle-cock's head is under his wing. 

The yoimg man will brawl at the evening board ; 

Heard ye so merry the little bird sing? 

But the old man will draw at the dawning the sword. 

And the throstle-cock's head is under his wing. 

Waverley could not avoid observing that Davie laid 
something like a satirical emphasis on these lines. He 

» The story last told was said to have happened in the south of Scotland; hut — 
cedant arma tetgas — and let the gown have its dues. It was an old cleargyman, who 
had wisdom and firmness enough to resist Ihe panic which seheed hds hreilam, 
who was the means of rescuing a poor Insane creature from the cruel fate which 
would otherwise have overtaken her. The accounts of the trials for witchcraft 
form one of the most deplorable dmpters in Scottish story. <S.) 
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therefore approached, and endeavoured, by sundry queries, 
to elicit from him what the innuendo might mean; but 
Davie had no mind to explain, and had wit enough to 
make his folly cloak his knavery. Edward could collect 
nothing from him, excepting that the Laird of Balma 
whapple had gone home yesterday morning, wi' his boots 
fu’ o’ bluid/' In the garden, however, he met the old 
butler, who no longer attempted to conceal, that, having 
been bred in the nursery line with Sumack Co. c3 
Newcastle, he sometimes wrought a turn in the flower- 
borders to oblige the Laird and Miss Rose. By a series 
of queries, Edward at length discovered, with a painful 
feeling of surprise and shame, that Balma whapple’s sub- 
mission and apology had been the consequence of a ren- 
contre with tne Baron before his guest had quitted his 
pillow, in which the younger combatant had been dis- 
armed and wounded in the sword arm. 


Greatly mortified at this information, Edward sought 
out his friendly host, and anxiously expostulated with 
him upon the iniustice he had done him in anticipating 
his meeting with Mr Falconer, a circumstance, which, 
considering his youth and the profession of arms which 
he had just adopted, was capable of being represented 
much to his prejudice. The Baron justified himself at 
greater length than I choose to repeat. He urged, that 
the quarrel was common to them, and that Balma whapple 
could not, by the code of honour, evite giving satisfaction 
to both, which he had done in his case by an honourable 
meeting, and in that of Edward by such a palinode as 
rendered the use of the sword unnecessary, and which, 
being made and accepted, must necessarily sopite the 
whole afiair. 


With this excuse, or explanation, Waverley was silenced, 
if not satisfied \ but he could not help testifying some 
displeasure against the Blessed Bear, which had given 
rise to the quarrel, nor refrain from hinting, that the 
sanctified epithet was hardly appropriate. The Baron ob- 
served, he could not deny that The Bear, though allowed 
by heralds as a most honourable ordinary, had, never- 
theless, somewhat fierce, churlish, and morose in his dis- 
position, (as migh^t be read in Archibald Simson, pastor 
of Dalkeith's HieroglypMca Animalium^ and had thus 
been the type of many quarrels and dissensions which 
had occurred in the house of Bradwardine ; of which,” he 
continued," I might commemorate mine own unfortunate 
dissension with my third cousin by the mother's side Sir 
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Hew Halbert, wlio was so unthinking as to deride my 
family name, as if it had been miasi Bear- Warden / a 
most uncivil jest, since it not only insinuated that the 
founder of our house occupied such a mean situation as 
to be a custodier of wild b^sts, a charge which, ye must 
have observed, is only intrusted to the very basest 
plebeians ; but, moreover, seemed to infer that our coat- 
armour had not been acnieved by honourable actions in 
war, but^ bestowed by way of paranomasid, or pun, upon 
our familv appeUation, — a sort of bearing wMch the 
French can armoiresparlantes ; the Latins arma cantantia; 
and your English authorities, canting heraldry ; teing 
indeed a species of emblazoning more befitting canters, 
gaberlunzies, and such like mendicants, whose gibberish is 
formed upon playing upon the word, than the noble, 
honourable, ana useful science of heraldry, which assigns 
armorial bearings as the reward of noble and generous 
actions, and not to tickle the ear with vain quodlibet^ 
such as are found in jest-books.” ^ Of his quarrS with Sir 
Hew he said nothing more, than that it was settled in a 
fitting manner. 

Having been so minute with respect to the diversions 
of TuUy- V eolan, on the first days or Edward’s arrival for 
the purpose of introducing its inmates to the readers 
acquaintance^ it becomes less necessary to trace the 
progress of his intercourse with the same accuracy. It is 
probable that a young man, accustomed to more cheerful 
society, would have tired of the conversation of so violent 
an assertor of the “ boast of heraldry ” as the Baron ; but 
Edward found an agreeable variety in that of Miss Brad- 
wardine, who listened with eagerness to his remarks upon 
literature, and showed great justness of taste in Ther 
answers. The sweetness of her disposition had made her 
submit with complacency, and even ple^ur^ to the 
course of reading prescribed by her falher, although it 
not only compr^ended several^ heavy folios of histo]^, 
but certain gigantic tomes in high-church polemics. !m 
heraldry he was fortunately, contented to give her only 

' AMioiig:]! cantfng beraMiy ia Mnerally reprotkated. It ieenui iiorertlialeMi to 
hare 1>eexi adopted in the arms and mottos of many^ honoarahle fkmllles, Thim 
the motto of the Vernons, Ver non temper eireSf Is a perfect pim« and so JEs that 
of the Onslows, FetHna lente. Xhe FtriUtem ni per-4iM»em of the Anstn^hem 
is liable to a similar objection. One of Uiat ancient rac^ ftndhur tihikt sn antago- 
nist, -with whom he had fixed a friendly meeting, was deteimlned to take tli« first 
opportnni^ of assassinating lilm, prevented the hasard dashing oat his baains 
with a battle-axe. Two sturdy arms, brandishing such a weapon, form the nsaal 
crest of the family, with the above motto — Periiutmni per-iUtem — (I had died, 
unless 1 had gone through with It.) (S.) 
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such a slight tincture as might be acquired by perusal of 
the two folio volumes o£ Sfisbet. Eose was indeed the 
very apple of her father's eye. Her constant liveliness, 
her attention to all those little observances most gratify- 
ing to those who would never think of exactmg them, 
her beauty, in which he recalled the features of his beloved 
wife, her unfeigned piety, and the noble generosity of her 
disposition, would have justified the affection of the most 
doting father. 

Hift anxiety on her behalf did not, however, seem to 
extend itself in that quarter, where, according to the 
general opinion, it is most efficiently displayed : in 
labouring, namely, to establish her in life, either by a 
large dowry or a wealthy marriage. By an old settle- 
ment, almost all the landed estates of the Baron went, 
after his death, to a distant relation ; and it was supposed 
that Miss Bradwardine would remain but slenderly 
provided for, as the good gentleman's cash matters had 
been too long under the exclusive charge of Bailie Mac- 
wheeble, to admit of afiy great expectations from his 
personai succession. It is true, the said Bailie loved his 
patron and his patron^s daughter next (though at an 
incomparable distance) to himself. He thought it was 
possible to set aside the settlement on the male line, and 
had actually procured an opinion to that effect (and, as 
he boasted, without a fee) from an eminent Scottish 
counsel, imder whose notice he contrived to bring the 
point wlffie consulting him regularly on some other 
business. But the Baron would not listen to such a 


proposal for an instant. On the contrary, he used to 
have a perverse pleasure in boasting that the barony of 
Bradwardine was a male fief, the first charter having been 
given at that early period when women were not deemed 
capable to hold a feudal grant: because, according to 
Le^ ccm^mms de IforTnandiCy dest Vhomme se bast et qui 
comeUZe^ or, as is yet more ungaUantly expressed oy 
other auHiorities, of whose barbarous names he 
delighted to quote at full len^h, because a woman could 
not serve the superior, or feudal lor^ in war, on account 
of the decorum of her sex, nor assist him with advice, 
of her limit^ in^llect, nor keep his counsel 
owii^ to the infirmity of her disposition. He would 
tfiumphantly ask, how it would become a female, and 
that female a Bradwardine to be seen employed in 
seu detrahend% caligm regis post hatta- 
liamf that is, in pulling off the king's boots after an 
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engagement, which was the feudal service by which he 
held the barony of Bradwardine. “No,” he said, “beyond 
hesitation, procul duhio, many females, as worthy as Bose, 
iiad been excluded, in order to make way for my own 
succession, and Heaven forbid that I should do aught 
that might contravene the destination of my forefathers, 
or impinge upon the right of my kinsman, Malcolm 
Bradwardine of Inchgrabbit, an honourable, though 
decayed branch of my own family.” 

The Bailie, as prime minister, having received this 
decisive communication from his sovereign, durst not 
press his own opinion any farther, but contented himself 
with deploring, on all suitable occasions, to Saunderson, 
the minister or the interior, the Laird’s self-willedness, 
and with laying plans for uniting Bose with 'the young 
Laird of Balmawhapple, who had a fine estate, only 
moderalely burdenec^ and was a faultless young gentle- 
man, being as sober as a saint — ^if you keep brandy from 
him, and nim from brandy — and who, in brief, had no 
imperfection but that of keeping light company at a 
time ; such as Jinker, the horse-couper, and (Jibby GJae- 
throughwi’t, the piper o’ Cupar; “o’ whilk follies, Mr 
Saunaerson, he’ll mend, he’ll mend.” — ^pronounced the 
Bailie. 

“ Like sour ale in simmen” added Davie Gellatley, who 
happened to be nearer the conclave than they were 
aware of. 

Miss Bradwardine, such as we have described her, with 
all the simplicity and curiosity of a recluse, attached 
herself to the opportunities of increasing her store of 
literature which Bdward’s visit afforded her. He sent 
for some of his books from his quarters, and they opened 
to her sources of delight of which she had hitherto had 
no idea. The best English poets, of every description, and 
other works on belles lettres, made a part of this precious 
cargo. Her music, even her flowers, were neglected, and 
Saunders not only mourned over, but began to mutiny 
€^ainst the labour for which he now scarce received 
thanks. These new pleasures became gradually enhanced 
by sharing them with one of a kindred taste. Edwiard’s 
readiness to comment, to recite, to explain difficult 
sages, rendered Ms assistance invaluable; and the wild 
romance of Ms spirit delighted a character too young and 
inexperienced to observe its deficiencies. Upon subjects 
wMcn interested Min, and when quite at easc^ he pos- 
sessed that flow of natural, and somewhat florid r 
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which has been supposed as powerful even as figure, 
fashion, fame, or fortune, in winning the female heart. 
There w^ therefore, an increasing danger, in this 
constant intercourse, to poor Eose's peace of mind, which 
was the more imminent, as her father was greatly too 
much abstracted in his studies, and wrapped up in his 
own dignity, to dream of his daughter’s incurring it. The 
daughters of the house of Bradwardine were, in his 
opinion, like those of the house of Bourbon or Austria, 
placed high above the clouds of passion which might 
obfuscate the intellects of meaner females ; they moved 
in another sphere, were governed by other feelings, and 
amenable to other rules, than those of idle and fantastic 
afiection. In short, he Mut his eyes so resolutely to the 
natural consequences of Edwaras intimacy with Miss 
Bradwardine, that the whole neighbourhood concluded 
that he had opened them to the advantages of a match 
between his daughter and the wealthy young English- 
man, and pronounced him much less a fool than he had 
generally shown himself in cases where his own interest 
was concerned. 

If the Baron, however, had really meditated such an 
alliance, the indifierence of Waverley would have been an 
insuperable bar to his project. Our hero, since mixing 
more freely with the world, had learned to think with 
great shame and confusion upon his mental legend of 
Baint Cecilia, and the vexations of these refiections was 
likely, for some time at least, to counterbalance the 
natural susceptibility of his disposition. Besides, Bose 
Bradwardine, oeautirul and amiable as we have described 
her, had not precisely the sort of beauty or merik which 
captivates a romantic imagination in early youth. She 
was too frank, too confiding, too kind ; amiable qualities, 
undoubtedly, but destructive of the marvellous, with 
which a youth of imagination delights to dress the 
empress of his affections. Was it posmble to bow, to 
tumble, and to adorejbefore ihe timid, yet playful little 
girl, who now ask^ Edward to mend her pen, now to 
constaie a stanza in Tasso, and now how to spell a very 
—very long woi^ in her version of iti All these incidents 
Imve their i^cination on the mind at a certain period of 
life, but not when a youth is entering it, and rather looking 
for some object whcm afiection may dignify him in 
Ms own eyeSj th^ stooping to one who looks up to him 
for such distinction. HSen^ though there can be no rule 
m so c^r£<»ms a passion, early love is frequently 
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ambitions in choosing its object ; or, which conies to 
the same, selects her (as in the case of Saint Cecilia 
aforesaid) from a situation that gives fair scope for le 
heau idealy which the reality of intmate and familiar 
life rather tends to limit and impair. I knew a very 
accomplished and sensible young man cured of a violent 
passion for a pretty woman, whose talents were not 
equal to her face and figure, by being permitted to bear 
her company for a whole afternoon. Thus, it is certain, 
that had Edward enjoyed such an opportunity of con- 
versing with Miss Stubbs, Aunt Bachers precaution would 
have been unnecessary, for he would as soon have fallen 
in love with the dairy-maid. And although Miss Brad- 
wardine was a very different character, it seems probable 
that the very intimacy of their intercourse prevented his 
feeling for her other sentiments than those of a brother 
for an amiable and accomplished sister ; while the 
sentiments of poor Rose were gradually, and without 
her being conscious, assuming a shade of warmer 
affection. 

I ought to have said that Edward, when he sent to 
Dundee for the books before mentioned, had applied for, 
and received permission, extending his Ifeave of absence. 
But the letter of his commanding-officer contained a 
friendly recommendation to him, not to spend his time 
exclusively with persons, who, estimable as they might 
be in a general sense^ could not be supposed well affected 
to a government, which they declinedf to acknowledge by 
taking the oath of allegiance. The letter further insin- 
uated, though with great delicacy, that although some 
family connections might be supposed to render it 
necessary for Captain Waverley to communicate /with 
gentlemen who were in this unpleasant state of suspicion, 
yet his father’s situation and wishes ought to prevent his 
prolonging those attentions into exclusive intimacy. And 
it was intimated, that while his political principles were 
/endangered by communicating with laymen of this 
description, be might also receive erroneous impressions 
in rehgion from the prelatic clergy, who so perversely 
labour to set up the royal prerogative in things sacred. 

This last insinuation probably induced Waverl^ to 
set both down to the prejudices of his commanding officer. 
He was sensible that Mr Bradwardine had ^ted with the 
most scrupulous delicacy, in never entering upon any 
discussion that had the most remote tendency to bias his 
mind in political opinions, although he was himself not 
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only a decided partizan of tlie exiled family, but bad 
been trusted at different times with important com- 
missions for their service. Sensible, therefore, that there 
was no risk of his being perverted from his allegiance, 
Edward felt as if he should do his uncle’s old friend 
injustice in removing from a house where he gave and 
received pleasure and amusement, merely to gratify a 
prejudiced and ill-judged suspicion. He therefore wrote 
a very general answer, assuring’ his commanding officer 
that his loyalty was not in the most distant danger of 
contamination, and continued an honoured guest and 
inmate of the nouse of Tully-Veolan. 


OHAPTEB XV. 

A Creagh^ and its consequences. 

Ween Edward had been a guest at Tully-Veolan nearly 
six weeks, he descried, one* morning, as he took his usual 
walk before the breakfast-hour, signs of uncommon per- 
turbation in the family. Four bare-legged dairy-maids, 
with each an empty milk-pail in her hand, ran about with 
frantic gestures, and uttering loud exclamations of sur- 
prise, grief, and resentment. From their appearance, a 
pagan might have conceived them a detachment of the 
celebrated Belides, just com.e from their baleing penance. 
As nothing was to be got from this distracted chorus, 
excepting ” Lord guide us ! ” and “Eh sirs I ” ejaculations 
whicn threw no light upon the cause of their dismay, 
Waverley repaired to the fore-court, as it was called, 
wher^ he beheld Bailie Macwheeble cantering Ms white 

g my down the avenue with all the speed it could muster. 

e had arrived, it would seem, upon a hasty summons, 
and was followed by half a score of peasants from the 
■village, who had no great difficulty in keeping pace with 
him. 

The BaOie, greatly too . busy, and too important^ to 
enter into explanations with Edward, summoned forth 
Mr Baunderson, who appeared wiih a countenance in 
wMdhi dismay was mingled with solemnity, and they 
immediately entered into close conference. Davie 
GeUatley was also seen in the group, idle as Diogenes at. 

i A crectgh m i^eartion tot pltmder, termed osa the Bmders a raid, (S.) 
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Sinope^ wliile Ms courLtryiaaen were preparing for a siege. 


dancing, and singing the burden of an old ballad, 


‘ Our gear’s a’ gane,” 


until, happening to pass too near the Bailie, he received 
an admonitory hint from his horse-whip, which converted 
his songs into lamentation. 

Passing from thence towards the garden, Waverley 
beheld the Baron in person, measuring and re-measuring, 
with swift and tremendous strides, the length of the 
terrace ; Ms countenance clouded with offended pride and 
indignation, and the whole of his demeanour such as 
seemed to indicate, that any inquiry concerning the 
cause of his discomposure would give pain at least, if not 
offence. Waverley therefore glided into the house, with- 
out addressing Mm, and took Ms way to the breakfast- 
parlour, where he foimd Ms young friend Bose, who, 
though she neither exhibited the resentment of her rather, 
the turbid importance of Bailie Macwheeble, nor the 
despair of the Ixandmaidens, seemed vexed and thought- 
ful. A single word explained the mystery. “ Your break- 
fast will be a disturbed one, Captain Waverley. A party 
of Caterans have come down upon us last night, and have 
driven off all our milch cows.” 

“A party of Caterans 

“ Yes : robbers from the neighbouring HigMands. We 
used to be quite free from them while we paid black-mail 
to Fergus Mac-Ivor Yich Ian Vohr ; but my father 
thought it unworthy of Ms rank and birth to pay it any 
longer, and so this disaster has happened. It is not the 
value of the cattle, Captain Waverley, that vexes me; 
but my father is so much hurt at the affront, and is so 
bold and hot, that I fear he will try to recover them by 
the strong hand ; and if he is not hurt Mmself, he will 
hurt some of these wild people, and then there will be no 
peace between them and us perhaps for our life-time ; 
and we cannot defend ourselves as in old times, for 
the government have taken all our arms ; and my dear 

father is so rash — O what will become of iisl” Here 

poor Bose lost heart altogether, and burst into a flood of 
tears. 

The Baron entered at this moment, and rebuked her 
with more asperity than Waverley haul ever heard Mm 
use to any one. “ Was it not a shame,” he said, ‘‘ ihat she 
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should exhibit herself before any gentleman in such a 
H^ht, as if she shed tears for a drove of homed nolt and 
milch ki ne, like the daughter of a Cheshire yeoman ! — 
Captain Waverley, I must request your favourable 
construction of her grie£ which may, or ought to proceed, 
solely from seeing her father’s estate exposed to 
and depredation from common thieves and somars,"^ while 
we are not allowed to keep half a score of muskets, 
whether for defence or rescue.” 

Bailie Macwheeble entered immediately afterwards, and 
by his report of arms and ammunition confirmed this 
statement informing the Baron, in^ a melancholy voice, 
that though the people would certainly obey his honour’s 
orders, yet there was no chance of their following the 
gear to ony guid purpose, in resx)ect there were only his 
honour’s body servants who had swords and pistols, and 
^e depredators were twelve Highlanders, conmletely 
armed after the manner of their country. — ^Having 
delivered this doleful annunciatioru he assumed a posture 
of silent dejectiom shaking his head slowly with the 
motion of a pendulum when it is ceasing to vibrate, and 
then remained stationary, his body stooping at a more 
acute angle than usual, and the latter part of his person 
projecting in proportion. 

xke Baron, meanwhile paced the room in silent 
indignation, and at length &dng his eye upon an old 
portrait^ whose person was clad in armour, and whose 
leatures glared grimly out of a huge bush of hair, part of 
which descended from his head to nis shoulders, and j^rt 
from his chin and upper-lip to his breast-plate,— ** That 
gentleman. Captain Waverley, my g^nd^e,” he said, 
“with two hundred horse, whom he levied within his own 
bounds, discomfited and put to rout more than five 
hundr^ of these Highland reivers,® who have been ever 
(yffenmonis^ et petra> 8candal% a stumbling-block and 
a rock of offmce to the Xowland vicinage — ^he discomfited 
iiiem, I my, when they had the tementy to descend to 
harry this country, m the time of the civil dissensions, in 
the yesyr of grace, sixteen hundred forty and two. And 
now, sin I, his grandson, am thus used at such unworthy 
IwnmP 

Here there was sm awful pause ; after which all the 

« Skmmr* mmyh^ fitnrdv l)eggiirB, more especially indicaUnff those 

eovrdkxane irteisoni who exact^ lodipngs and. victiiala hy force, or something 
““fftoit. (S.> « Rohhers. 
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company, as is usual in cases of difficulty, began to ^ve 
separate and inconsistent counsel. Alexander ab Alex- 
andro proposed they should send some one to compound 
with the Caterans, who would readil;^ he said^ give up 
their prey for a dollar a-head. The Bailie opmed that 
this transaction would amount to theft-boot, or composi- 
tion of felony ; and he recommended that some carmy 
hand should be sent up to the glens to make the best 
bargain he could, as it were for himself, so that the Laird 
mi^t not be seen in such a transaction. Edward pro- 
posed to send off to the nearest garrison for a party of 
soldiers and a magistrate’s warrant ; and Rose, as far as 
she dared, endeavoured to insinuate the course of paying 
the arrears of tribute money to Fergus Mac-Ivor Vich Ian 
Vohr, who, thw all knew, could easily procure restoration 
of the cattle, it he were properly propitiated. 

Hone of these proposals met the Raron’s approbation. 
The idea of compositiom direct or implied, was absolutely 
ignominious ; that of Waverley only showed that he did 
not understand the state of the country, and of the 
political parties which divided it ; and,^ standing matters 
as they did with Fergus Mac-Ivor Vich Ian Vohr, the 
Baron would make no concession to him, were it, he said, 
‘^to procure restitution in integrum of ever^ stirk ana 
stot that the chief, his forefathers, and ms clan, had 
stolen since the days of Malcolm Canmore.” 

In fact, his voice was still for war, and he proposed to 
send expresses to Balmawhapple, Killancurei^ Tulliellum, 
and other lairds, who were exposed to similar dwreda- 
tions, inviting them to join m the pursuit; ‘*ana then, 
sir, shall these nehulcnes newi^iimi^&s Leslaeus calls them, 
be brought .to the fate of their predecessor Cacus, 

‘Elisos ocalos, et sioeoxn sangnlxie gattar.'" 

The Bailie, who bv no means relished these warlike 
counsels, here pulled forth an immense watch^ of the 
colour, and nearly of the size, of a pewter warming-pan, 
and Observed it was now past noonu and that the Caterans 
had been seen in th© pass of Bally fcrough soon after sun- 
rise ; so that before the allied forces could assemble, they 
and their prey would be feir beyond the reach of the 
most active pursuit, and sheltered in those pathless 
deserts, where it was neither advisable to follow, nor 
indeed possible to trace them. 

This proposition was undeniable. The council there- 
fore broke up without coming to any conclusion^ as has 
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occTirred to coimcils of more importance ; only it was 
determined that the Bailie should send his own three 
milTc cows down to the Mains for the use of the Baron’s 
family, and brew small ale, as a substitute for mill^ in 
his own. To this arrangement which was suggested by 
Saunderson, the Bailie readily assented, both from 
habitual deference to the family, and an internal con- 
sciousness that his courtesy woul<4 in some mode or other, 
be repaid tenfold. 

The Baron having also retired to give some necessary 
direction^ Waverley seized the opportunity to ask, 
whether this Fergus, with the unpronounceable name, was 
the chief thief-taker of the district 1 

“Thief-taker 1 ” answered Bose, laughing; “he is a 
gentleman of great honour and consequence ; the 
chieftain of an independent branch of a powerful High- 
land clan, and is much respected, both for his own power, 
and that of his kith, kin, and allies.” 

“ And what has he to do with the thieves, then ? Is he 
a magistrate, or in the commission of the peace ?” asked 
Waverley. 

“The commission of war rather, if there be such a 
thing,” said Bose ; “ for he is a very unquiet neighbour to 
his un-friends, and keeps a greater on foot than 

many that have thrice his estate. As to his connection 
with the thieves, that I cannot well explain; but the 
boldest of them will never steal a hoof from any one that 
pays black-mail to Vich Ian Vohr ” 

“ And what is black-mail ? ” 

“A sort of protection-money that Low-country gentle- 
men and heritors, lying near the Highlands, pay to some 
Highland idiielL that he may neither do them harm 
himself, nor suffer it to be done to them by others : and 
then if your cattle are stolen, you have only to send him 
word, and he will recover them ; or it may be, he will 
drive away cows from some distant place, where he has a 
quarrel, and give them to you to make up your loss.” 

“ And is this sort of Hi^^Uand Jonathan Wild admitted 
into somety. and called a gentleman ? ” 

“So much so,” said Bose, “that the quarrel between 
my lazier and Feigus Mae-Ivor began at a county 
meeting, where he wanted to take precedence of all the 
liowland g^tlemen then preset, only my father would 
not suffer it. And then he upbraided my father that he 
was undj^ his banner, and paid him tribu-^; and my 
iath^ was in a towaring passion, for Bailie Maicwheebl^ 
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who manages such things his own way, had contrived to 
keep this black-mail a secret from him, and passed it in 
his account for cess-money. And they would nave fought ; 
but Fergus Mac-Ivor said, very gallantly, he would never 
raise his hand against a grey head that was so much 
respected as my father’s. — O I wish, I wish they had 
continued friends I ” 

“ And did you ever see this Mr Mac-Ivor, if that be his 
nam^ Miss Bradwardine ? ” 

“ ISOy that is not his name ; and he would consider 
master as a sort of afiront, only that you are an English- 
man, and know no better. But the Lowlanders call him, 
like other gentlemen, by the name of his estate, Glen- 
naquoich : and the Highlanders call him Yich Ian Vohr, 
that is, the son of John the Great: and we upon the 
braes here caU him by both names indifferently.” 

“ I am afraid I shall never bring my English tongue to 
call him by either one or other.” 

“But he is a very polite, handsome man,” continued 
Rose I “and his sister Flora is one of the most beautiful 
and accomplished young ladies in this country : she was 
bred in a convent in Ixance, and was a great friend of 
mine before tlm unhappy dispute. Dear Captain Waver- 
ley, try your inflLuence with my father to make matters 
up. I am sure this is but the beginning of our troubles ; 
for TuUy-Veolan has never been a safe or quiet residence 
when we have been at feud with the Highlanders. When 
I was a girl about ten, there was a skirmish fought 
between a party of twenty of them, and my father and 
his servants, behind the Mains; and the bullets broke 
several panes in the north windows, they were so near. 
Three of the Highlanders were killed, and they brought 
them in WTapped in their plaids, and laid them on the 
stone floor oi the hall; and next morning, their wives 
and daughters cam^ clapping their Imnds, and crying the 
coronach, and shrieking, and carried away the dead 
bodiei^ with the pipes playing before them. I coifld not 
sleep for six weeks without starting and thinking I heard 
these terrible crie^ and saw the bcMdies lying on the steps, 
ah stiff and swathed up in their bloody tartans. But 
since that time there came a party from the garrison at 
Stirling, with a warrant from the jLord Justioe-Clerk, or 
some such great man, and took away all our arms ; and 
now, how are we to protect ourselves if they comfe down 
in any strength % ” 

Waverley could not help starting at a story which bore 
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so much resemblance to one of his own day dreams. 
Here was a girl scarce seventeen, the gentlest of her sex, 
both in temper and appearance, who had witnessed with 
her own eyes such a scene as he had used to conjure up 
in his imagination, as only occurring in ancient times, 
and spoke of it coolly, as one very likely to recur. He 
felt at once the impulse of curiosity^ and that slight 
sense of danger which only serves to heighten its interest. 
He might have said with Malvolio, do not now 

fool myself, to let imagination jade ine ! ‘ I am actually 
in the land of military and romantic adventures, and 
it only remains to be seen what will be my own share in 
them.^ 

The whole circumstances now detailed concerning the 
state of the country, seemed equally novel and extra- 
ordinary. He had indeed often heard of Highland 
thieves, but had no idea of the systematic mode in which 
their depredations were conducted ; and that the practice 
was connived at, and even encouraged, by many of the 
Highland chieftain^ who not only found the creaghs, or 
forays, useful for the jpurpose of training individuals of 
their clan to the practice of arms^ but also of maintaining 
a wholesome terror among their Lowland neighbours, 
and levying, as we have seen, a tribute from them, under 
colour of protection-money. 

!l^ilie Macwheeble, who soon afterwards entered, ex- 

g atiated still more at length upon the same topic. This 
onest gentleman’s conversation was so formed npon his 
pmf^sional practice, that Davie Gellatley once said his 
discourse was like a “charge of horning.” He assured 
our hero, that “from the maist ancient times of record, 
the lawl^s thieves, limmers,^ and broken men of the 
Highlands, had been in fellowship together by reason of 
their surnames, for the committing of divers thefts, reifs, 
and herships ^ upon the honest men of the Low Country, 
when they not only intromitted with their whole goods 
and gear, corn, cattle, horse, nolt, sheep, outsight and in- 
sight plemMiing, at their wicked pleasure, but moreover 
ma^ prisoners, ransomed them, or concussed them into 
giving b<nTows (pledges) to enter into captivity again : 
jMI 'v^ch was directly prohibited in divers parts of the 
Statr^ Book, both by the act one thousand nve hundred 
and sixty-seven, and various others ; the whilk statutes, 
wMi all that had followed and might follow thereupon, 
were shamefully broken and vilipended by the said sor- 

* SocMxnlbdyi. ^ Rol)bliig and devastation. 
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nars, limmers, and broken men, associated into fellow- 
shiijs, for the aforesaid purposes of theft, stouthreef/ fire- 
raising, murther, raptus Tnulierum^ or forcible abduction 
of women, and suchlike as aforesaid.” 

It seemed like a dream to Waverley that these deeds 
of violence should be familiar to men’s minds, and 
currently talked of, as falling within the common order 
of things, and happening daily in the immediate vicinity, 
without nis having crossed the seas, and while he was yet 
in the otherwise well-ordered island of Great Britain.^ 


CHAPTER XVL 

An unexpected Ally appears. 

The Baron returned at the dinner-houn and had in a 
gr^t measure recovered his composure and good-humour. 
He not only confirmed ^ the stories which Edward had 
heard from Rose and Bailie Macwheeble, but added many 
anecdotes from his own experience, concerning the state 
of the Highlands and their inhabitants. The chiefs, he 
pronounced to be, in general, gentlemen of great honour 
and high pedigre^ whose word was accounted as a law 
by all those of tneir own sept, or clan. ‘‘It did not 
indeed,” he said,“ become them, as had occurred in late 
instances, to propone their prosapia^ a lineage which 
rested for the most part on the vain and fond rhymes 
of theirSeannachiesorBhairds, as sequiponderate wdtn the 
evidence of ancient charters and roy^ grants of antiquity, 
conferred upon distinguished houses in the Low Country 

* Theft with Tioleiice. 

2 Slac-Bonald of Barrisdale* one of the very last Hlg^hland gentlem^ who 
carried on the pltindetlng system to any great extent, was a scholar and a wc^^ 
hred gentleman. He engraved on his broadswords the well-known lines — 

Hfie tibi emnt artes — pacisqtie imponere morem, 

Farcere snbjectis. et dehehare snperbos. 

Indeed. Uie levying of hlack-mail was. before 1745, practised by several chiefs 
of very hi|^ rank. who. in doing so. contended that they were lending the laws 
the assistance of Ihelr arms and swords, and atfording a protection which could 
not be obtained trom the xnai^tra<^ in the disturbed state of the cotuatry. The 
author has seen a Memoir of Mac-Ph^on of Cluny, Chief of that ancient dan. 
from which it appeam that he levied protection-money to a very large amount, 
which was willingly paid even Iw some of his most powerful neighbours. A 
gentleman of this dan hearing a clergyman hold forth to his congregati<m on Uie 
crime of theft, interrupted the preacher to assure him, he might leave the en- 
forcement of sudi dodxhies to Chmy Mac-Fherson, whose hroads'trord would put 
a st<^ to th^t sooner tha w all the sermons of all the ministers of the Synod. (S.) 
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by divers Scottish monarchs ; nevertheless, such was 
their outrecuidance and presumption, as to undervalue 
those who possessed such evidents, as if they held their 
lands in a sheep’s skin.” 

This, by the way, wetty well explained the cause of 
quarrel between the jBaron and his Highland ally. But 
he went on to state so many curious particulars concern- 
ing the manners, customs, and habits of this patriarchal 
race, that Edward’s curiosity became highly interested, 
and he inquired whether it was possible to make with 
safety an excursion into the neighbouring Highlands, 
whose dusky barrier of mountains had already excited 
his wish to penetrate beyond them. The Baron assured 
his guest that nothing would be more easy, providing 
this quarrel were first made up, since he could himself 
give him letters to many of the distinguished Chiefs, 
who would receive him ^th the utmost courtesy and 
hospitality. 

While they were on this topic, the door suddenly opened, 
and, ushered by Saunders Saunderson, a Highlander, fully 
armed and equipped, entered the apartment. Had it not 
been that Saunders acted the part of master of the 
ceremonies to this martial apparition, without appearim^ 
to deviate from his usual composure, and that nmther IM? 
Bradwardine nor Bose exhibited any emotion, Edward 
would certainly have thought the intrusion hostile. As 
it was, he started at the sight of what he had not yet 
happened to see, a mountaineer in his full national 
costume. The individual Gael was a stout, dark, young 
man, of low stature, the ample folds of whose plaid added 
to the appearance of strength which his person exhibited. 
The short kilt, or petticoat, showed ms smewy and clean- 
m^e limbs ; the goat-skin purs^ fismked by the usual 
defenc^ a dirk and steel- wrougnt pistol, hung before 
him ; his bonnet had a short feainer, which indicated bia 
claim to be treated as a Huinh^-wassel, or sort of gentle- 
man ; a^ broadsword dangled by his side, a target hung 
upon his shoulderj and a long Spanish fowfing-piece 
ooeumed one of his hands. With the other hand he 
pulled on his bonnet^ and the Baron, who well knew 
^eir <mstom% ^d the proper mode of addressing them, 
immediatdly said, with an air of dignity, but without 
rising, and much, as Edward thought, m the manner 
of a prince receiving an embassy, “ Wmcorne, Evan Dhu 
MaccomMch ; what news from Fergus Mac-IvorTich Ian 
¥ohr?” 
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“ Fergus Mac-Ivor Vich Ian Yohr,” said the ambassador, 
in good English, greets you well, Baron of Bradwardine 
and Tully- veolan, and is sorry there has been a thick 
cloud interposed between you and him, which has kept 
you from seeing and considering the friendship and 
alliances that have been between your houses and fore- 
bears of old ; and he prays you that the cloud may pass 
away, and that things may be as they have been hereto- 
fore between the clan Ivor and the house of Bradwardine, 
when there was an egg between them for a flint, and a_ 
Irrtjf e for a sword. And he expects you will also say, you 
are sorry for the cloud, and no man shall hereafter ask 
whether it descended from the hill to the valley, or rose 
from the valley to the hill ; for they never struck with 
the scabbard who did not receive with the sword, and 
woe to him who would lose his friend for the stormy 
cloud of a spring morning.” 

To this the Baron of Bradwardine answered with 
suitable digmty, that he knew the chief of clan Ivor to 
be a well-wisher to the King, and he was sorry there 
should have been a cloud between him and any gentleman 
of such sound principles, “for when folks are banding 
together, feeble is he who hath no brother.” 

This appearing perfectly satisfactory, that the peace 
between these au^st persons might be duly solemnized, 
the Baron ordered a stoup of usquebaugh, and, filing a 
glass, drank to the health and prosperity of Mac-Ivor of 
Grlennaquoich ; upon which the Celtic ambassador, to 
requite his politeness, turned down a mighty bumper of 
the same generous liquor, seasoned with his good wishes 
to the house of Bradwardine. 

Having thus ratified the preliminaries of the general 
treaty ofmcification, the envoy retired to adjust with Mr 
Macwheeble some subordinate articles with which it was 
not thought necessary to trouble the Baron. These pro- 
bably referred to the discontinuance of the subsidy, and 
apparently the Bailie found means to satisfy their ally, 
without suffering his master to suppose that Ms dignity 
was compromised. At least, it is certain, that after the 
plenipotentiaries had drunk a bottle of brandy in single 
drams, wMch seemed to have no more effect upon such 
seasoned vessels, than if it had been poured upon the two 
bears at the top of the avenue, Evan Dhu MaccomMch 
having possessed himself of all the information wMdb he 
could procure respecting the robbery of the preceding 
night, declared his intention to set off immediately in 
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pursuit of the cattle, which he pronounced to be “no 
that far off ; — they have broken the bone,” he observed, 
“ but they have had no time to suck the marrow.” 

Our hero, who had attended Evan Dhu during his 
perquisitions, was much struck with the ingenuity which 
he displayed in collecting information, and the precise 
and pointed conclusions which he drew from it. Evan 
Dhu, on his part, was obviously flattered with the 
attention of Waverley, the interest he seemed to take in 
his inquiries, and his curiosity about the customs and 
scenery of the Highlands. Without much ceremony 
he invited Edward to accompany him on a short walk 
of ten or fifteen miles into the motmtains, and see 
the place where the cattle were conveyed to ; adding, 
“If it be as I suppose, you never saw such a place in 
your life, nor ever will, unless you go with me or the like 
of me.” 

Our hero, feeling his curiosity considerably excited by 
the idea of visiting the den of a Highland Cacus, took, 
however, the precaution to inquire if his guide might be 
trusted. He was assured^ that the invitation would on 
no account have been given had there been the least 
danger, and that all he had to apprehend was a little 
fatigue ; and as Evan proposed he should pass a day at 
his Ghieftaiffs house in returning, where he would be 
sure of good accommodation and an excellent welcome, 
there seemed nothing very formidable in the task he 
undertook. Hose, indeed, turned pale when she heard 
of it ; but her father, who loved the spirited curiosity of 
his young friend, did not attempt to damp it by an alarm 
of danger which really did not exist, and a knapsack, 
with a few necessaries, being bound on the shoulders of a 
sort of deputy gamekeeper, our hero set forth with a 
fowlin^piece in his handL accompanied by his new friend 
Evan Dhu, and followed by the gamekeeper aforesaid, 
and by two wild Highlanders, the attendants of Evan, 
one of whom had upon Ms shoulder a hatchet at the end 
of a pole, called a Liochaber-axe, ^ tod the other a long 
duckmg-gun. Evan^ upon Edward’s inquiry, gave him to 
understand that this martial escort was by no means 
nec^sary as a guard, but merely, as he said, drawing up 

TbA EcUinbwgJi were, UU a late i>eriodl, armed with this weapon 

wh^ on their poEoe-dni^. There was a hook at the hack of the axe, which the 
ftndLent Hl^lamdera used to assist them to cUmh over walls, fixing the hook uxKtn 
It, and raiitog themselves hy the handle. The axe, which was also much used by 
the natives of Ircdand, is supposed to have been Introduced into both countries 
frnm Soandinavta'. (S.) 



WAVEKLEY. 


145 


and adjusting Ms plaid with an air of dignity, that he 
might appear decently at TuUy-Veolan, and as vich Ian 
Yonr^s foster-brother ought to do. “Ahl” said he, ‘*if 
you Saxon Duinh^-wassel (English gentlemen) saw but 
the CMef with his tail on ! ” 

With Ms tail on % ” echoed Edward, in some surprise. 

‘‘Yes — ^that is, with all Ms usual followers, when he 
visits those of the same rank. There is,” he continued, 
stopping and drawing himself proudly up, while he 
counted upon his jQngers the several officers of his cMeFs 
retinue — there is Ms hanchman^ or right-hand man ; 
then his hdrd, or poet; then Ms hladier. or orator, to 
make harangues to the great folks whom he visits ; then 
his gilly-more, or armour-bearer, to carry Ms sword and 
target, and Ms gun ; then Ms gilly-ca^itichy who carries 
him on Ms back through the sikes and brooks ; then Ms 
gilly-^comstriany to lead Ms horse by the briffie in steep 
and difficult paths ; then Ms. gilly-trv^hkarnish^ to carry 
Ms knapsack ; and the piper and the piper's man, and it 
may be a dozen young lads -beside, that nave no business, 
but are just boys of the belt, to follow the laird, and do 
his honour’s bidding.” 

^‘And does your CMef regularly maintain all these 
men ? ” demanded Waverley. 

All these ? ” replied Evan ; ay, and many a fair head 
beside, that would not ken where to lay itself, but for the 
mickle bam at Glennaquoich.” 

With similar tales of the grandeur of the CMef in peace 
and war, Evan Dhu beguiled the way till theyapproached 
more closely those huge mountains which Edward had 
Mtherto only seen at a distance. It was towards evening 
as they entered one of the tremendous passes wMch 
afibrd communication between the Mgh and low country : 
the path, which was extremely steep and rugged, winded 
up a chasm between two tremendous rocks, following the 
passage which a foaming streanu that brawled far below, 
appeared to have worn- for itself in the course of ages. 
A few slanting beams of the sun, wMch was now setting, 
reached the water in its darksome bed, and showed it 

g artially, chafed by a hundred rocks, and broken by a 
undred falls. The descent from the path to the stream 
was a mere precipice, with here and there a projecting 
fragment of granite, or a scathed tre^ wMch had wrarped 
its twisted roots into the fissures oi the rock. On the 
right hand, the moimtain rose above the path with almost 
equal inaccessibility; but the hill on me opposite side 
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displayed a shroud of copsewood, with which some pines 
were intermin^ed. 

This,” said Evan, ‘‘ is the pass of Bally-Brough, which 
was kept in former times by ten of the clan Donnochie 
against a hundred of the Low Country carles. The 
graves of the slain are still to be seen in that little corri, 
or bottom, on the opposite side of the burn — ^if your eyes 
are good, you may see the green specks among the 
heather — See, there is an earn, which you Southrons call 
an eagle — ^you have no such birds as that in England — ^he 
is going to fetch his supper from the Laird of Brad- 
wardine^s braes, but I'll send a slug after him.” 

He fired his piece accordingly, but missed the superb 
monarch of the feathered tribes, who, without noticing 
the attempt to annoy him, continued his majestic flight 
to the southward. A thousand birds of prey, hawks, 
kites, carrion-crows, and ravens, disturbed from the 
lodgings which they had just taken up for the evening, 
rose at the report of the gun, and mingled their hoarse 
and discordant notes with the echoes which replied to it, 
and with the roar of the mountain cataracts. Evan, a 
little disconcerted at having missed his mark, when he 
meant to have displayed peculiar dexterity, covered his 
confusion by whistling part of a pibroch as he reloaded 
his piece, and proceeded m silence up the pass. 

It issued in a narrow glem between two mountains, 
both very lofty, and covered with heath. The brook 
continued to be their companion, and they advanced up 
its mazes, crossing them now and then^ on which occasions 
Evan Dhu uniformly ofiered the assistance of his atten- 
dants to carry over Edward ; but our hero, who had 
been always a tolerable pedestrian, declined the accom- 
modation, and obviously rose in his guide’s opinion, by 
showing that he did not fear wetting his feet. Indeed he 
was anxious, m far as he could without affectation, to 
remove the opinion which Evan seemed to entertain of 
the effeminacy of the Lowlanders, and particularly of the 
English. 

Through the goige of this glen they found access to a 
black bog, of tremendous extent^ full of large pit-holes, 
which they traversed with great difficulty and some 
^i]^er, by tracks which no one but a Highlander could 
have foEowed. The |mth itself, or rather the portion of 
nM>re solid ground on which the travellers half walked, 
half wwfed, was rough, broken, and in many places 
qu^^y and unsound. Sometimes the ground was so 
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completely unsafe, that it was necessary to spring from 
one hillock to another, the space between being incapable 
of bearing the human weight. This was an easy matter 
to the Highlanders, who wore thin-soled brogues fit for 
the purpose, and moved with a peculiar springing step ; 
but Edward began to find the exercise, to which ne was 
unaccustomet^ more fatiguing than he expected. The 
lingering twilight served to show them through this 
Ser1x>nian bog, but deserted them almost totally at the 
bottom of a steep and very stony hill, which it was the 
travellers’ next toilsome task to ascend. The nighty 
however, was pleasant^ and not dark ; and Waverley, 
calling up mental energy to support personal fatigue, 
held on his march gallantly, though envying in his heart 
his Highland attendants, who continued, without a 
symptom of abated vigour, the rapid and swinging pace, 
or rather trot, which, according to his computation, had 
already brought them fifteen miles upon their journey. 

After crossing this mountain, and descending on the 
other side towards a thick wood, Evan Dhu held some 
conference with his Highland attendants, in consequence 
of which Edward’s baggage was shifted from the shoulders 
of the gamekeeper to those of one of the gillies, and the 
former was sent off with the other mountaineer in a 
direction different from that of the three remaining 
travellers. On asking the meaning of this separation, 
Waverley was told mat the Lowlander must go to a 
hamlet about three miles off for the night ; for unless it 
was some very particular friend, Donald Bean Lean, the 
worthy per^n whom they supi>osed to be possessed of 
the cattle, did not much approve of strangers approach- 
ing his retreat. This seemed reasonable, and silen<^d a 
qualm of suspicion which came across Edward’s mind, 
when he saw himself, at such a place and such an hour, 
deprived of his only Lowland companion. And Evan 
immediately afterwards added, "that indeed he himself 
had better get forward, and announce their approach to 
Donald Bean Lean, as the arrival of a sMier roy (^red 
soldier) might otherwise be a disagreeable surprise.’’ 
And without waiting for an answer, in jockey phrase, he 
trotted out, and putting himself to a very round pace, 
was out of sight in an instant. 

Waverley was now left to his own meditation}^ for his 
attendant with the battle-axe spoke very little English. 
They were traversing, a thick, and, as it seemed, an 
endless wood of pin^, and consequently the path was 



148 


WAVEBLEY. 


altogether indiscemible in the murky darkness which 
surrounded them. The Highlander, however, seemed to 
trace it by instinct, without the hesitation of a moment, 
and Edward followed his footsteps as close as he could. 

After journeying a considerable time in silence, he 
could not help asking, "Was it far to the end of their 
journey 1 ” 

" Ta cove was tree, four mile ; but as Duinh4-wassel 
was a wee taiglit,^ Donald could, tat is, might — ^would — 
should send ta curragh.” ^ 

This conveyed no information. The curragh wMch was 
promised might be a man, a horse, a cart, or chaise ; and 
no more comd be got from the man with the battle-axe, 
but a repetition of " Aich ay ! ta curragh.” 

But in a short time Edward began to conceive his 
meaning, when, issuing from the wood, he found himself 
on the banks or a large river or lake, where his conductor 
gave him to understand they must sit down for a little 
while. The moon, which now began to rise, showed 
obscurely the expanse of water which spread before them, 
and the shapeless and indistinct forms of mountains with 
which it seemed to be surrounded. The cool, and yet 
mOd air of the summer night, refreshed Waverley after 
his rapid and toilsome walk ; and the perfume which it 
wafted from the birch trees,® bathed in the everdng dew, 
was exquisitely fragrant. 

He had now time to give himself up to the full romance 
of his situation. Here he sate on the banks of an un- 
known lake, under the guidance of a wild native, whose 
language was unknown to him, on a visit to the den of 
some renowned outlaw, a second Bobin Hood, perhaps, or 
Adam o' Gk)rdon, and that at deep midnight, through 
scenes of difficulty and toil, separated from his attendant, 
left by his guide : — ^What a variety of incidents for the 
exercise of a romantic imagination, and all enhanced by 
the solemn feeling of uncertainty, at least, if not of 
danger I The only circumstance which assorted ill with 
the restb was the cause of Ms journey — ^the Baron's milk 
cows i tnis degrading incident he kept in the background. 

While wrapt in these dreams of imagination, his com- 
panion gently touched him, and, pointing^in a direction 
nearly straa^t across the lake, saici, "Yon's ta cove.” 
A imiall pcunt of light was seen to twinkle in the direction 

» Wearied. » Skiff. 

» it ^ not the weqphog' Mrdb, the rcmt coimnoii sjiecieB in the Hiithlands, but 
ttie iwroMIf-leataed hhrdo, that is dlstipgniah^ by tbis Iragmnce. (S.) 
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in which he pointet^ and, gradually increasing in size and 
lustre, seemed to flicker like a meteor upon the verge of 
the horizon. While Edward watched this phenomenon, 
the distant dash of oars was heard. The measured sound 
approached near and more near, and presently a loud 
vdiistle was heard in the same direction. His friend with 
the battle-axe immediately whistled clear and shrill, in. 
reply to the signal, and a boat, manned with four or five 
Highlanders, pushed for a little inlet, near which Edward 
was sitting. He advanced to meet them with his 
attendant, was immediately assisted into the boat by 
the officious attention of two stout mountaineers, and 
had no sooner seated himself than they resumed, their 
oar^ and began to row across the lake with great 
rapidity. 


CHAPTER XVn. 

The Hold of a Highland Eohher, 

The party preserved silence, interrupted only by the 
monotonous and murmured chant of a Gaelic song, sung in 
a kind of low recitative by the steersman, and by the 
dash of the oars, which the notes seemed to regulate, as 
tiey dipped to them in cadence. The light, which they 
now approached more nearly, assumed a broader, redder, 
and more irregular splendour. It appeared plainly to be 
a large fira but whether kindled upon an island or the 
mainland, Edward could not determine. As he saw it, 
the red glaring orb seemed to rest on the very surface or 
the lake itself, and resembled the fiery vehicle in which 
the Evil Gtenius of an Oriental tale traverses land and 
sea. They approached nearen and the light of the fire 
sufficed to show that it was kindled at the bottom of a 
huge dark crag or rock, rising abruptly from the very 
edge of the water ; its front, changed by the reflection to 
dusky red, formed a strange, and even awful contrast to 
the banks around, which were from time to time faintly 
and partially illuminated by pallid moonlight. 

The boat now neared the ^ore, and Edward could dis- 
cover that this large fire, amply supplied with branches 
of pine-wood by two figures, who, in the red reflection of 
its lights appeared like demons, was kindled in the jaws 
of a lofty cavern, into which an inlet from the lake 
seemed to advance; and he conjectured, which was 
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indeed trae, that the fire had been lighted as a beacon to 
the boatmen on their return. They rowed right for the 
mouth of the cave, and then, shipping their oars, per- 
mitted the boat to enter in obedience to the impulse 
which it had received. The skiff passed the little point 
or platform of rock, on which the fire was blazing, and 
running about two boats’ length farther, stopped where 
the cavern (for it was already arched overhead) ascended 
from the water by five or six broad ledges of rocks, so 
easy and regular that they might be termed natural 
steps. At this moment a quantity of water was suddenly 
flung upon the fire, which sunk with a hissing noise, and 
with it disappeared the light it had hitherto afforded. 
Four or five active arms lifted Waverley out of the boat, 
placed him on his feeh and almost carried Mm into the 
recesses of the cave. He made a few paces in darkness^ 
guided in tMs manner ; and advancing towards a hum oi 
voices, wMch seemed to sound from the centre of the 
rock, at an acute turn Donald Bean Lean and his whole 
establishment were before Ms eyes. 

The interior of the cave, which here rose very Mgh, was 
illuminated by torches made of pine-tree, wMch emitted 
a bright and bickering ligh^ attended by a strong, though 
not unpleasant odour. Their light was assisted by the red 
glare of a large charcoal fire, round which were seated 
five or six armed HigMandeii, while others were indis- 
tinctly seen couched on their plaids, in the more remote 
recesses of the cavern. In one large aperture, wMch the 
robber facetiously called his apenccy (or pantry,) there 
hui^ by the heels the carcasses of a sheep^ or ewe, and 
two cows lately slaughtered. The principal nihabitant of 
fibis singular mansion, attended by Evan Dhu as master 
of the ceremonies, came forward to meet his gues^ totally 
different in appearance and manner from what Ms imagi- 
nation had anticipated. The profession which he followed 
— the wilderness in wMch he dwelt — ^the wild warrior 
forms that surrounded him, were all calctdated to inspire 
ta^r. From such accompaniments, Waverley prepared 
himself to meet a stem, gigantic, ferocious figure^ such as 
Salvator would have chosm to be the central object of a 
^roup of banditti,^ 

Donald Bean Jjmxt was ihe very reverse of all these. 
He was fibdn in person and low in stature, with light 
sandy-^lcmic^ hair, and small pale features, from wMch 
he drived h» agnomen of JBean, or white ; and although 
Hote 6. Boto Boy. 
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his form waB lights -vrell-proportioned, and active^ he 
appeared, on the whole, rather a diminutive and insigni- 
ficant figure. He had served in some inferior capacity in 
the French army^, and in order to receive his English 
visitor in great form, and probably meaning, in his way. 
to pay him a compliment, he had laid aside the Highlana 
dress for the tim^ to put on an old blue and red 
uniform, and a feathered hat, in which he was far from 
showing to advantage, and indeed looked so incongruous, 
compared with all around him, that Waverley would have 
been tempted to laugh, had laughter been either civil or 
safe. The robber received Captain Waverley with a pro- 
fusion of French politeness and Scottish hospitality, 
seemed perfectly to know his name and connectionSj and 
to -be ^rticularly acquainted with his uncle’s political 
prineij^es. On these he bestowed great applause, to 
which Waverley judged it prudent to make a very 
general reply. 

Being placed at a convenient distance from the char- 
coal fire, the heat of which the season rendered oppres- 
sive, a strapping Highland damsel placed before Waverlev, 
Evan, and l)onald JBean, three cogues^ or wooden vessels 
composed of staves and hoops, containing eanaTuicK^ a 
sort of strong soup, made out of a particiuar part of the 
inside of the beeves. After this refreshment, which, 
though coarse, fatigue and hunger rendered p^atable, 
steaks, roasted on the coala were supplied in liberal 
abundance, and disappeared before Evan Dhu and their 
host with a promptitude that seemed like magic, and 
astonished Waverley, who was much puzzled to reconcile 
their voracity with what he had heard of the abstemious- 
ness of the Highlanders. He was ignorant that .this 
abstinence was with the lower ranks wholly compulsory, 
and that, like some animals of prey, those who practise it 
were usually gifted with the power of indemnifying 
themselves to ge^ purpose, when chance threw plenty 
in their way. The whi&y came forth in abundance to 
crown the cheer. The Highlanders drank it copiously 
and undiluted ; but Edward, having mixed a litme with 
water, did not find it so pfOatable as to invite him to 
repeat the draught. Their nost bewailed himself exceed- 
ingly that he could oSer him no wine : ^^Had he but 
known four-and-twenty hours before^ he would have had 
some, had it been witt^ the circle of forty miles round 
him. But no gentleman' could do more to snow his sense 

> TMs was the regale hgr Rdb Roy to the X4drd of TiiIQt>ody. (S.> 
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of the honour of a visit from another, than to offer him 
the best cheer his house afforded. Where there are no 
bushes there can be no nuts, and the way of those you 
live with is that you must follow.” 

He went on regretting to Evan Dhu the death of an 
aged man, Donnacha an Amrigh, or Duncan with the 
Cap, ‘‘a gifted seer,” who foretold, through the second 
sight, visitors of every description who haunted their 
dwelling, whether as friends or foes. 

“Is not his son Malcolm taishatr (a second-sighted 
person) asked Evan. 

“Nothing equal to his father,” replied Donald Bean. 
“ He told us the other day we were to see a great gentle- 
man riding on a horse, and there came nobody that whole 
day but Shemus Beg, the blind harper, with his dog. 
Another time he advertised us of a wedding, and behold 
it proved a funeral j and on the creagh, when he foretold 
to us we should bring home a hundred head of homed 
cattle, we gripped nothing but a fat bailie of Perth.” 

From this discourse he passed to the political and 
military state of the country ; and Waverley was aston- 
ished, and even alarmed, to find a person of this 
description so accurately acquainted with the strength of 
Ihe various garrisons and regiments quartered north of 
the Tay. He even mentioned the exact number of 
recruits who had joined Waverley^s troop from his uncle's 
estate, and observed they were pretty men^ meaning, not 
Wndsome, but stout warlike fellows. He put Waverley 
in mind of one or two minute circiunstances which had 
happened at a general review of the regimen^ which 
satisfied him that the robber had been an eye-witness of 
it ; and Evan Dhu having by this time retired from the 
conversation, and wrapped himself up in his plaid to take 
some repose, Donald a^ed Edward, m a very significant 
manner, whether he had nothing particular to say to him. 

Waverlw, surprised and somewhat startled at this 
question nom such a character^ answered he had no 
motive in visiiang him but curiosity to see his extraordi- 
nary place of residence. Donald Bean Lean looked him 
sieaduy in the face for an instanh and then said, with a 
Significant nod, “You might as well have confided in me ; 
I am as much worthy of trust as either the Baron of 
Bradwardine, or Yich Ian Vohr : — ^But you are equally 
welcome to my house.” 

Wavmrley fmt an involuntary shudder creep over him 
at the mystodous language hdd by this outlawed and 
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lawless bandit^ which, in despite of his attempts ^ to 
master it, deprived him of the powei; to ask the meaning 
of his insinuations. A heath pallet, with the flowers 
stuck uppermost, had been prepared for him in the 
recess of the cave, and here, covered with such spare 
plaids as could be mustered, ne lay for some time watch- 
mg the motions of the other inhabitants of the cavern. 
Small parties of two or three entered or left the place 
without any other ceremony than a few words in Gaelic 
to the principal outlaw, and, when he fell asleep, to a tall 
Highlander who acted as ms lieutenant, and seemed to 
keep watch during his repose. Those who entered, seemed 
to have retumedT from some excursion,' of which they 
reported the success, and went without farther ceremony 
to the larder, where cutting with their dirks their rations 
from the carcasses which were there suspended, they 
proceeded to broil and eat them at their own pleasure 
and leisure. The liquor was under strict regxilation, 
being served out either by Donald himself, his lieutenant, 
or the strapping Highland girl aforesaid, who was the 
only female that appeared. The allowance of whisky, 
however, would have appeared prodigal to any but High- 
landers, who, living entirely in the open air, and in a 
very moist climate, can consume great quantities of 
ardent spirits without the usual baneful eflects either 
ui)on the brain or constitution. 

At length the fluctuating groups began to swim before 
the eyes of our hero as they gradually closed ; nor did he 
re-open them till the morning sun was high on the lake 
without, though there was but a faint and glimmering 
twilight in the recesses of TJairnh an Hi, or the Kinge 
Cavern, as the abode of Donald Bean Lean was proudly 
denominated. 


CHAPTER XVni. 

Waverley proceeds on his Journey, 

When" Edward had collected his scattered recollection, 
he was stL^xised to observe the cavern totally deserted. 
Having arisen and put his dress in some order^ he looked 
more accurately round him ; but all was sMl solitary. 
If it had not been for the decayed brands of the fir^ now 
stink into grey ashes, and the remnants of the festival. 
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consisting of bones half burnt and half gnawed, and an 
empty keg or twa there remained no traces of Donald 
and his band. When Waverley sallied forth to the en- 
trance of the cave, he perceived that the point of rock, on 
which remained the marks of last night’s beacon, was 
accessible by a small path, either natural, or roughly 
hewn in the rock, along the little inlet of water which 
ran a few yards up into the cavern, where^ as in a wet- 
dock, the skiff which brought him there the night before, 
was still lying moored. When he reached the small 
projecting platform on which the beacon had been es- 
tablished, he would have believed his farther progress by 
land impossible, only that it was scarce prob^le but 
what the inhabitants of the cavern had some mode of 
issuing from it otherwise than by the lake. Accordingly, 
he soon observed three or four shelving stepa or le(%es 
of rock, at the very extremity of the little platform ; an^ 
making use of them as a staircase, he clambered by their 
means around the projecting shoulder of the crag on 
which the cavern (^ned^ and, descending with some 
difficulty on the other side, he gained the wild and 
precipitous shores of a Highland loch, about four miles 
m length, and a mile and a half across, surrounded by 
heathy and savage mountains, on the crests of which the 
mormng mist was still sleeping. 

Looking back to the place from which he came, he 
could not help admiring the address which had adopts a 
retreat of such seclusion and secrecy. The rock, round 
the shoulder of which he had tum^ by a few imper- 
ceptible notches that barely afforded place for the foot, 
seemed, in looking back upon it, a huge precipice, which 
barred all farther passage by the shores of the lake in 
that direction. There could be no possibility, the breadth 
of the lake considered, of descrying the entrance of the 
narrow and low-browed cave from the other side; so that^ 
unless the retreat had been sought for with boat% or dis- 
closed by treachery, it might be a safe and secret residence 
to its garrii^m as long as they were supplied with provi- 
sions. Having satisfied his curiosity in these particulars, 
Waverley looked around for Evan Dhu and his attendant^ 
whc^ he rightly iudged, would be at no great distances 
whatever might have become of Donald Bean Lean ana 
his partyj whose mode of life was, of course, liable to 
sudden migrations of abode. Accordingly, at the distance 
of about half a mil^ he beheld a Highlander (Evan ap- 
parently) angling in the lake, with another attending 
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him, whom, from the weapon which he shouldered, he 
recognised for his friend with the battle-axe. 

Much nearer to the mouth of the cave he heard the 
notes of a lively Gaelic song, guided by which, in a sunny 
recess, shaded bv a glittering birch-tree, and carpeted 
with a bank of Mm white sand, he found the damsel of 
the cavern, whose lay had already reached him, busy, to 
the best of her power, in arranging to advantage a morn- 
ing repast of milk, eggs, barley-bread, fresh butter, and 
honey-comb. The poor ^rl had already made a circuit of 
four miles that morning in search of the eggs, of the meal 
which baked her cakes, and of the other materials of the 
breakfast, being all delicacies which she had to beg or 
borrow from distant cottagers. The followers of Donald 
Bean Lean used little food except the flesh of the animals 
which they drove away from the Lowlands ; bread itself 
was a dencacy seldom thought o:^ because hard to be 
obtained, and all the domestic accommodations of milk, 
poultry, butter, &c,, were out of the question in this 
Scythian camp. Yet it must not be omitted, that al- 
though Alice had occupied a part of the morning in 
providing those accommodations for her guest which the 
cavern did not afford, she had secured time also to 
arrange her own person in her best trim. ^ Her finery 
was very simple. A short russet-coloured jacket, and a 
petticoat, of scanty longitude, was her whole dress ; but 
these were clean, and neatly arranged. A piece of scarlet 
embroidered cloth, called the snood, confined her hair, 
which fell over it in a profusion of rich dark curls. The 
scarlet plaid, which formed part of her dress, was laid 
aside, that it might not impede her activity in attending 
the stranger. I should forget Alice's proudest ornament, 
were I to omit mentioning a pair of gold ear-rings, and a 
golden rosary, which her father (for she was the daughter 
of Donald Bean Lean) had brought from France, the 
plunden probably, of some battle or storm. 

Her form, though rather large for her years, was very 
well proportioned, and her demeanour had a natural and 
rustic grace, with nothing of the sheepishness of an 
ordinary peasant. The smiles, displaying a row of teeth 
of exquisite whiteness, and the laughing eyes, with which, 
in dumb show, she gave Waverley that morning greeting 
which she wanted English words to ^xpr^s, mi^t have 
been interpreted by a coxcomb, or perhaps by a young 
soldier, who, without being such, was consmous of a hand- 
some person, as meant to convey more than the courtesy 
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of an hostess. Nor do I take it upon me to say, that the 
little wild mountaineer w-ould have welcomed any staid 
old gentleman advanced in life, the Baron of Bradwardine, 
for exanmle, with the cheerful pains which she bestowed 
upon Edward’s accommodation. She seemed eager to 
place him by the meal which she had so sedmously 
arranged, and to which she now added a few bunches of 
cran-berries, gathered in an adjacent morass. Having 
had the satisfaction of seeing him seated at his breakfast, 
she placed herself demurely upon a stone at a few yards^ 
distance, and appeared to watch with great complacency 
for some opportunity of serving him. 

Evan andThis attendant now returned slowly along the 
beach, the latter bearing a large salmon-trout, the produce 
of the morning’s sport, together wdth the anglmg-rod, 
while Evan strolled forward, with an easy, self-satisfied, 
and important gait, towards the spot where Waverley was 
so agreeably employed at the breakfast-table. After 
morning greetings had passed on both sides, and Evan, 
looking at Waverley, had said something in Gaelic to 
Alice, which made her laugh, yet colour up to her eyes, 
through a complexion well embrowned by sun and wind, 
Evan intimated his commands that the fish should be pre- 
pared for breakfast. A spark from the lock of his pistol 
produced a light, and a few withered fir branches were 
quickly in flame, and as speedily reduced to hot embers, 
on which the trout was broiled in large slices. To crown 
the repast, Evan produced fipom the pocket of his- short 
ierkin, a large scallop shell, and from under the folds of 
his plaid, a ram’s horn full of whisky. Of this he took a 
copious oram^bserving, he had already taken his morning 
with Donald Bean Lean, before his departure ; he offered 
the same cordial to Alice and to Edward, which they both 
declined. With the bounteous air of a lor^ Evan then 
proffered the scallop to Dugald Mahony, his attendant, 
who, without waiting to be asked a second time, drank it 
off with ^eat gusto. ^ Evan then prepared to move 
towards the boat, inviting Waverley to attend him. 
Meanwhile Alice had made up in a sm^ basket what she 
thought worth removing, and flinging her plaid around 
her, 3he advan<^ up to Edward, and with the utmost 
MPtplicity, takin|r hold of his hand, offered her cheek to 
Ms salut^ dropping, at the same time, her little courtesy. 
Evto, who was esteemed a wag among the mountain fair, 
advanced, as if to secure a similar favour; but Alice, 
snatching up her Iwsket^ escaped up the rocky bank as 
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fleetly as a roe, and, turning round and laugliing, called 
something out to him in Gaelic, which he answered in the 
same tone and language ; then, waving her hand to 
Edward, she resumed her road, and was soon lost among 
the thickets, though they continued for soine time to hear 
her lively carol, as she proceeded gaily on her solitary 
journey. 

.They now again entered the gorge of the cavern, and 
stepping into the boat, the Highlander pushed off, and, 
t^ing advantage of the morning breeze, hoisted a clumsy 
sort of sail, while Evan asstimed the helm, directing their 
course, as it appeared to Waverley, rather higher up the 
lake than towards the place of his embarkation on the 
preceding night. As they glided along the silver mirror, 
Evan opened the conversation with a panegyric upon 
Alice, who, he said, was both canny and fendy ; ^ and 
was, to the boot of all that^ the best dancer of a strath- 
spey in the whole strath. Edward assented to her praises 
so far as he xmderstood them, yet could not help regretting 
that she was condemned to such a perilous and dism^ 
life. 

**Oichl 'for that,” said Evan^ “there is nothing in 
Perfiishire that she need want, if she ask her father to 
fetch it, unless it be too hot or too heavy.” 

“But to be the daughter of a cattle-stealer — a common 
thief ! ” 

“ Common thief ! — such thing : Donald Bean Dean 
never lifted ^ less than a drove in his life.” 

“ Do you call him an uncommon thief, then ? ” 

“No — ^he that steals a cow from a poor widow, or a 
stirk from a cottar^ is a thief ; he that lifts a drove from 
a Sassenach laird, is a gentleman-drover. And, besides, 
to take a tree from the forest, a salmon from the river, a 
deer from the hill, or a cow from a Dowland strath, is 
what no Highlander need ever think shame upon.” 

“ But what can this end in, were he taken in such an 
appropriation ? ” 

“To be sure he would die for the law^ as many a pretty 
man has done before him.” 

“ Die for the law 1 ” 

Ay ; that i% with the la"^ or by the law ; be strapped 
up on the JdTid gallows of Crieff® where his father me^ 
and his goodsire died, and where I hope hell, live to die 
himsell, if he’s not shot, or slashed, in a creagh.”* 

^ rradcnfc aadrltaiidy. * Carried catUe l)y tteft ® Koto 7. 

Gallows of Crieff. * EagpedMon for plunder. 
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" You h^me sutjh a death for your friend, Evan ? ” 

“ And that do I e W ; •would you have me wish him to 
die on a bundle of wet straw in yon den of his, like a 
mangy tyke 1 ^ 

“ But what becomes of Alice, then ? ” 

“Troth, if such an accident were to happen, as her 
father would not need her help ony langer, I ken nought 
to hinder me to marry her i^sell/^ 

“Gallantly resolved,’’ said Edward j — “buh in the mean- 
while, Evan, what has your father-in-law (that shall be, 
if he have the good fortune to be hanged) done with the 
Baron’s cattle 1 ” 

“ Oich,” answered Evan, “ they were all trudging before 
your lad and Allan Kennedy beiore the sun blinked ower 
Ben-Lawers this morning ; and they’ll be in the pass of 
Bally-Brough by this time, in their way back to the parks 
of Ttilly-Yeolan, all but two, that were unhappily slaugh- 
tered before I got last night to XJaimh an Bi?’ 

“And where are we going, Evan, if I may be so bold as 
to askl” said Waverley. 

“ Where would you be ganging, but to the laird’s ain 
house of Glennaquoich % Ye would not think -fco be in his 
country, without ganging to see him % It would be as 
much as a man’s life’s worth,” 

“ And are we far from Glennaquoich ? ” 

“ But five bits of miles : and vich Ian Vohr will meet 
us.” 

In about half an hour they reached the upper end of 
the lake, where, after landing Waverley, the two High- 
landers drew the boat into a little creek among thick flags 
and reedsj where it lay perfectly concealed. The oars 
they put m another place of concealment, both for the 
use of Donald Bean Lean probably, when his occasions 
should next bring him to that place. 

The travellers followed for some time a delightful 
opening , into the hill^ down which a little brook found 
its way to the lake. When they had pursued their walk 
a short distance, Waverley renewed his questions about 
their host of the cavern. 

“ Does he always rende in that cave ? ” 

“ no ! it’s past the skill of man to tell where he’s to 
be iouM at a’ tim^ ; there’s not a dem® nook, or cove, or 
ccurri, in the whole wuntry, that he’s not acquainted 
wilk.” 

“ And, do others beside your master shelter him i ” 

» Dog. 
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“My master 1 — My master is in Heaven,” answered 
Evan, hanglitily ; and then immediately assuming his 
usual civility or manner, “ but you mean my Chief ; — ^no, 
he does not shelter Donald Bean Dean, nor any that are like 
him ; he only allows him (with a smOe) wood and water.” 

“No great boon, I should think, Evan, when both seem 
to be very plenty.” 

“ Ah I but ye dinna see through it. When I wood 
and water, I mean the loch and the land ; and I fancy 
Donald would be put tiirt if the laird were to look for 
him wi’ threescore men in the wood of Kailychat yonder ; 
and if our boats, with a score of twa mair, were to come 
down the loch to Uaimh an Ri, headed by my sell, or ony 
other pretty man.” 

“ But suppose a strong party came against him from 
the Low Country, would not your Chief defend him ?” 

“Na, he would not ware the spark of a flint for him — 
if they came with the law,” 

“And what must Donald do, then ?” 

“ He behoved to rid this country of himsell, and fall 
back, it may be, over the motint upon Letter Scriven.” 

“ And if he were pursued to that place ? ” 

“ I’se warrant he would go to his cousin’s at Bannoch.” 

“ Well, but if they followed him to Bannoch ? ” 

“That,” quoth Evan, ^‘is beyond all belief ; and, indeed, 
to tell you the truth, there durst not a Lowlander in all 
Scotland follow the fray a gun-shot beyond Bally-Brough, 
unless he had the help of the Sidier JjhuJ^ 

“ Whom do you call so 

“ The Sidier Dhu ? the black soldier ; that is what they 
call the independent companies that were raised to keep 
peace and law in the Highlands. Vich Ian Vohr com- 
manded one of them for five years, and I was sergeant 
mysel:^ I shall warrant ye. They call them Sidier DhM, 
because they wear the tartans, as they call your men — 
Bing George’s men, — Sidier Roy^T red soldiers.” 

“Well, but when you were in King George’s pay, Evan, 
you were surely King George’s soldiers % ” 

“ Troth, and you must ask Vich Ian Vohr about that \ 
for we are for his king, and care not much which o’ them 
it is. At ony rate, nobody can say we are Kin^ George’s 
men now, when we have not seen his pay this twelve- 
month,” 

This last argument admitted of no reply, nor did 
Edward attempt any : he rather chose to bring back the 
discourse to Donald Bean Lean. “ Does Donald confline 
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himself to cattle, or does he lif% as yon call it, anything 
else that comes in his way ? ” 

“ Troth, he’s nae nice body, and he’ll just tak ony thing, 
but most readily cattle, horse, or live Christians ; for 
sheep are slow of travel, and inside plenishing is cumbrous 
to carry, and not easy to put away for siller in this country.” 
“But does he carry on men and women f’ 

“Out, ay* Did not ye hear him speak o’ the Perth 
bailie % It cost that body five hundred merks ere he got 
to the south of BaUy-Brough . — Axid ance Donald played a 
pretty sport.^ There was to be a bl^he bridal between 
the Lady Cramfeezer, in the howe o’ the Meams, (she was 
the auld laird’s widow, and no sae young as she had been 
hersell,) and young Giiliewhackit, who had spent his heir- 
ship and moveables, like a gentleman, at cock-matches, 
bull-baitings, horse-races, and the like. Now, Donald 
Bean Lean, being aware that the bridegroom was in re- 
questj and wanting to cleik the cunzie (that is, to hook 
the siller,) he cannily earned off Giiliewhackit ae night 
when he was riding dovervn^ hame, (wi’ the malt rather 
abune the meal,) and with the help of his gillies he gat 
him into the hills with the speed of light, and the first 
place he wakened in was the cove of Uaimh an Bi. So 
there was old to do about ransoming the bridegroom ; 
for Donald would not lower a farthing of a thousand 

punds.” 

“The Devil!” 

“Punds Scottisl^ ye shall understand. And the lady 
had not the siUer if she had pawned her gown ; and they 
applied to the governor o’ Stirling castle, and to the major 
the Black "Watch ; and the governor said, it was ower 
far to the northward, and out of Ms district ; and the 
major said, his men were gane hame® to the shearing, and 
he would not call them out before the victual was got in 
for all the Cramfeezers in Christendom, let alane the 
Meams, for that it would prejudice the country. And in 
the meanwhile ye’ll no hinder GilHewhackit to take the 
smaU-pox. There was not the doctor in Perth or Stirling 
would look near the poor lad ; and I cannot blame them, 
for Donald had been misguggled^ by ane of these doctors, 
about Paris, and he swore he would ning the first into the 
loch that he caMhed beyond the Pass. However, some 
caUHachs, (that i^ old women,) that were about Donald’s 
Imnd, nui»^ Giiliewhackit sae wedl, that between the free 

* Between i^eepinir imid umldlitfl:* 

* OcNoe homBk •* 
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open air in the cove and the fresh whey, deil an he did not 
recover may be as weel as if he had been closed in a glaz- 
ed chamber and a bed with curtains, and fed with red 
wine and white meat. And Donald was sae vexed about 
it, that when he was stout and weel, he even sent him free 
home, and said he would be pleased with ony thing they 
would like to gie him for the plague and trouble which 
he had about OiUiewhackit to an unkenn’d^ degree. And 
I cannot tell you precisely how they sorted ; but they 
agreed sae right that Donald was invited to dance at the 
wedding in his Highland trews, and they said that there 
was never sae meikle siller clinked in his purse either 
before or since. And to the boot of all that, Qilliewhackit 
said, that, be the evidence what it liked, if he had the luck 
to be on Donald’s inquest, he would bring him in guilty 
of nothing whatever, unless it were wilful arson, or 
muf der under trust.” 

With such bold and disjointed chat Evan went on 
illustrating the existing state of the Highlands, more per- 
haps to the amusement of Waverley than tnat of our 
readers. At length, after having marched over bank and 
brae, moss and heather, Edward, though not unacquainted 
with the Scottish liberality in computing distance, began 
to think that Evan’s five miles were nearly doubled. His 
observation on the large measure whicn the Scottish 
allowed of their land, in comparison to the computation 
of their money, was readily answered by Evan, with the 
old jest, “The deil take them wha have the least pint 
stoup.”5i 

And now the report of a gun was heard, and a sports- 
man was seen, witn his dogs, and attendant, at the upper 
end of the glen. “Shough,” said Dugald Mahony, “tat’s 
ta Chief.” 

“ It is not,” said Evan, imperiously. “ Do you think he 
would come to meet a Sassenach Duinh^-wassel in such a 
w^ as that ? ” 

But as they approached a little nearer^ he said, with an 
appearance of mortification, “And it as even he, sure 
enough ; and he has not his tail on after all ; — ^there is no 
living creature with him but Callum Beg.” 

In Fergus Mac-Ivor, of whom a Frenchman might 
^ Unknown. 

® The Scotch are Jibcral in'ccmpatingr land 4aHid liquor Uie Scottish pint 
corresponds to two English qaarts. As for their coin, every one kaows the couplet — 

How can the rogues pretend to sense ? — 

Their pound is <mJy twenty pmce. (S.) 
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have said; as tmly as of any man in the Highlands, 
connait hten ses gens,^^ had no idea of raising nimself in the 
ejres of an En^ish young man of fortune, by appearing 
with a retinue of idle Highlanders, disproportioned to the 
occasion. He was well aware that such an unnecessary 
attendance would seem to Edward rather ludicrous than 
respectable ; and while few men were more attached to 
ideas of chieftainship and feudal power, he was. for that 
very reason, cautious of exhibiting external marts of dig- 
nity, unless at. the time and in the manner when they 
were most likely to produce an imposing effect. Therefore, 
although, had he been to receive a brother chieftain, he 
would probably have been attended by all that retinue 
which Evan described with so much unction, he judged it 
more respectable to advance to meet Waverley with a 
single attendant, a very handsome Highland boy, who 
carried his master’s shooting-pouch and his broadsword, 
without which he seldom went abroad. 

When Fergus and Waverley met, the latter was struck 
with the peculiar grace and dignity of the Chieftain’s 
figure. Above the middle size, and finely proportioned, 
the Highland dress, which he wore in its simplest mode, 
set off his person to great advantage. He wore the trews, 
or close trousers, made of tartan, chequed scarlet and 
white; in other particulars, his dress strictly resembled 
Evan^s, excepting that he had no weapon save a dirk, very 
richly mounted with silver. His page, as we have said, 
carried his claymore ; and the fowling-piece which he 
held in his hand, seemed only designed for sport. He had 
shot in the course of his walk some young wild-ducks, as, 
though close-time was then unknown, the broods of grouse 
were yet too young for the sportsman. His countenance 
was aecddedly Scottish, with all the peculiarities of the 
northern physiognomy, but yet had so little of its harsh- 
ness and exaggeration, that it would have been pronounced 
in any countiy extremely handsome. The martial air of 
the bonnet^ with a single eagle’s feather as a distinction, 
added much to the manly appearance of his head, which 
was besides ornamented wiin a far more natural and 
graceful cluster of close black curls than ever were ex- 
pomd to sale in Bond-Street. 

An air of openness and afiability increased the favour- 
able mpression derived from this handsome and dignified 
exterior. Yet a skilful physiognomist would have been 
less satisfied with the countenance on the second than on 
the first view. The eye-brow and upper lip bespoke 
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something of the habit of ijeremptory command and 
decisive superiority. Even his courtesy, though opem 
frank, and unconstrained, seemed to indicate a sense or 
personal importance ; and, tmon any check or accidental 
excitation, a sudden, though transient lour of the eye, 
showed a hasty, haughty, and vindictive temper, not less 
to be dreaded because it seemed much under its owner's 
command. In short, the countenance of the Chieftain 
resembled a smiling summer's day, in which, notwith- 
standing, we are made sensible by certain, though slight 
signs^ that it may thunder and listen before the close of 
evenmg. 

It was not, however, upon their first meeting that 
Edward had an opportunity of making these less fevour- 
able remarks. The Chief received him as a friend of the 
Baron of Bradwardine, with the utmost expression of 
kindness and obligation for the visit ; upbraided him 
gently with choosing so rude an abode as he had done the 
night before ; and entered into a lively conversation wi^tti 
him about Donald Bean's housekeeping, but without the 
least hint as to his predatory habits, or the immediate 
occasion of Waverleys visits a topic wMch, as the Chief 
did not introduce it, our hero also avoided- While they 
Walked merrily on towards the house of Glennaquoich, 
Evan, who now fell respectfully into the rear, followed 
with Callum Beg aud Dugald Mahony. 

We shall take the opportunity to introduce the reader 
to some particulars ot Fergus Mac-Ivor's character and 
history, which were not completely known to Waverley 
till after a connection, which, though arising from a 
circumstance so casual, had tor a length of time the 
deepest influence upon his character, actions, and pros- 
pects. But this, being an important subject^ must form 
the commencement of a new chapter. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

27te Chief amf Ids Jfansion^, 

The ingenious licentiate Francisco de XJbediii when he 
commenced his history of La Picara Justina Di^ — ^which, 
by the way, is one of the most rare books of Spanish 
literature' — complained of his pen having cau^t up a 
hair, and forthwith b^ins, with more doqumioe than 
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common sense, an affectionate exposttilation with that 
nsefnl implement, upbraiding it with being the qnill of a 
goose, — a bird inconstant by nature, as frequenting the 
three elements of water, earth, and air, indmerentl^ and 
being, of course, ‘^to one thing constant never.” Now I 

f rotest to the^ gentle reader, that I entirely dissent from 
'rancisco de Ubeda in this matter, and hold it the most 
useful quality of my pen, that it can speedily change 
from grave to gay, and from description and di^ome to 
narrative and character. So that if my quill display no 
other properties of its mother-goose than her mutability, 
truly 1 shall be well pleased ; and I conceive that you, my 
worthy friend, will have no occasion for discontent. 
From the jargon, therefore, of the Highland gillies, I pass 
to the cn^acter of their Chief. It is an im;^rtant 
examination, and therefore, like Dogberry, we must spare 
no wisdom. 

The ancestor of Fergus Mao-Ivor, about three centuries 
before, had set up a claim to be recoignised as chief of the 
numerous and powerful clan to which he belonged the 
name of which it is unnecessary to mention. !^ing 
defeated by an opponent who hm more justice or at 
least more force, on his side, he moved southwards, with 
those who adhered to him, in quest of new settlements, 
like a second .^Fneas. The state of the Perthshire High- 
lands favoured his purpose. A great , baron in that 
country had lately become traitor to the crown ; Ian, 
which was the name of our adventurer, united himself 
with those who were commissioned by the king to 
chastise hin^ and did such good service, that he obtamed 
a grant of the proper^, upon which he and his posterity 
afterwards resided. He followed the king also in war 
to the fertile regions of England, where he employed ins 
leisure hours so actively in raising subsidies among the 
boors of Northumberland and Durham, that upon his 
return he was enabled to erect a stone tower, or fortalice, 
so much admired by his dependents and neighbours, that 
he, who had hitherto been called Ian Mac-lvor, or John 
the son of Ivor, was thereafter distinguished, both in 
soi^ and gmealogy, by the high title of Ian nan Chaistel, 
or John c5 the Tower, The descendants of this worthy 
wwe so proud of hi^ that the reimaing chief always 
bca« the patronymic title of Vich Ian Vohr, i,e, the son of 
John the Great ; while the dan at large, to distinguish 
tl^m from that from which they had seceded, were 
deimminated Sliodid n<m Ivor^ the race of Ivor. 
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The father of Fergus, the tenth in direct descent from 
John of the Tower* engaged heart and hand in the insur- 
rection of 1715 , and was forced to fiy to France, after the 
attempt of that year in favour of the Stewarts had 

g roved unsuccessfm. More fortunate than other fugitives, 
e obtained employment in the French service, and married 
a lady of rank in that kingdom, by whom he had two 
children, Fer^s and his sister Flora. The Scottish estate 
had been forfeited and exposed to sale, but was repur- 
chased for a small price in the name of the young 
proprietor, who in consequence came to reside upon 
his native domains.^ It was soon perceived that he 
possessed a character of uncommon acuteness, fire, and 
ambition, which, as he became acquainted with the state 
of the country, gradually assumed a mixed and peculiar 
tone, that could only have been acquired Sixty Years 
since. 

Had Fer^s Mac-Ivor lived Sixty Years sooner than he 
did, he would, in all probability, have wanted the polished 
manner and knowledge of the world which he now 

g ossessed ; and had he lived Sixty Years later, his am- 
ition and love of rule would have lacked the fuel which 
his situation now afforded. ^He was indeed, within his 
little circle, as perfect a politician as Castruccio Castru- 
cani himself. He applied himself with great earnestness 
to appease all the leuds and dissensions which oft^n 
arose among other clans in his neighbourhood, so that 
he became a frequent umpire in their quarrels. His 
own patriarchal power he streng[thened at every expense 
which his fortune would i>ermit, and indeed stretched 
his means to the uttermost to maintain the rude and 
plentiful hospitality, which was the most valu^ attribute 
of a chieftam. For the same reason, he crowded his 
estate with a tenantry, hardy indeed, and fit for the 
purposes of war, but greatly outnumbering what the soil 
was calculated to maintain. These consisted cMefiy of 
his own clan, not one of whom he suj0fered to quit his 
lands if he could possibly prevent it. Bu,t he maintained, 
besides, many adventurers from the mother sept^ who 

^ This happened on many occasions. Indeed, lib was not till after the total 
destmction of the clan influence, after 1745, that pnrdtiasers conld be found, who 
offered a fair price for the estates forfeited fn 1715, which were then brought to 
sale by the creditors of the Toric Bididings Company, who had pn^^chased the 
whole or greater part from goremment at a very small price. ET«a so late as the 
period first mentioned, the prejudices of Ihe public in favour of the heirs the 
forfeited families threw various Impedim«ats in the way of Intending jmrdbasmt 
of such property. (8 ) 
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deserted a less warlike, though more wealthy chief, to 
do homage to Fergus Mac-Ivor. Other individuals, too, 
who had not even that apology, were nevertheless 
received into his allegiance, which indeed was refused 
to none who were, Kke Poins, proper men of their 
hands, and were willing to assume the name of Mac- 
Ivor. 

He was enabled to discipline these forces, from having 
obtained command of one of the independent companies, 
raised by government to preserve the peace of the High- 
lands. While in this capacity he acted with vigour and 
spirit, and preserved great order in the country under his 
charge. He caused his vassals to enter by rotation into 
his company, and serve for a certain space of time, which 
gave them ^1 in turn a general notion of military disci- 
pline. In his campaigns against the banditti, it was 
observed that he assumed and exercised to the utmost the 
discretionary power, which, while the law had no free 
course in the Highlands, was conceived to belong to the 
military parties who were called in to support it. He 
acted, for example, with great and suspicious lenity to 
those freebooters who made restitution on his summons, 
and offered personal submission to hirn self, while he rigor- 
ously pursued, apprehended, and sacrificed to justice, all 
such interlopers as dared to despise his admonitions or 
commands. On the other hand, if any officers of justice, 
military parties, or others, presumed to pursue thieves or 
marauders through his territories, and without applying 
for his consent and concurrence, nothing was more certain 
than that they would meet with some notable foil or 
defeat; upon which occasions Fergus Mac-Ivor was the 
first to condole with them, and, after gently blaming 
their rashness, never failed deeply to lament the lawless 
state of the country. Thesel amentations did not exclude 
suspicion, and matters were so represented to govern- 
ment^ that our Chieftain was deprived of his military 
command.^ 

Whatever Fergus Mac-Ivor felt on this occasion, he had 
the art of entirely suppressing every appearance of dis- 
content ; but in a short time the neighDouring country 
b^an to fe^ bad effects from his disgrace. Donald Bean 
I^an, and others of his class, whose depredations had 
Mtherto been confined to other districts, appeared firom 
thenceforward to have made a settlement on this devoted 

A Koted. Htg^and Polley, 
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border; and their ravages were carried on with little 
opposition, as the Lowland gentry were chiefly Jacobites, 
and disarmed. This forced many of the inhabitants into 
contracts of black-mail with Fergus Mac-Ivor, which not 
only established him their protector, and gave him great 
weight in all their consultations, but, moreover, supplied 
funds for the waste of his feudal hospitality, which the 
discontinuance of his pay might have otherwise essentially 
diminished. 

In following this course of^ conduct, Fergus had a 
further object than merely being the great man of his 
neighbourhood, and ruling despotically over a small clan. 
From his infancy upward, he had devoted himself to the 
cause of the exil^ family, and had persuaded himself, not 
only that their restoration to the crown of Britain woidd 
be speedy, but that those who assisted them would be 
raised to honour and rank. It was with this view that he 
laboured to reconcile the Highlanders among themselves, 
and augmented his own force to the utmost, to be pre- 
pared for the first favourable opportunity of rising. 
With this purpose also he conciliated the favour of su<3i 
Lowland gentlemen in the vicinity as were friends to the 
goc^ cause ; and for the same reason, having incautiously 
quarrelled with Mr Bradwardine, who, notvdthstanding 
his peculiarities, was much respected in the country, he 
took advantage of the foray of Donald Bean Lean to 
solder up the dispute in the manner we have mentioned. 
Some, indeed, surmised that he caused the enterprise to 
be suggested to Donald, on purpose to pave the way to a 
reconouiation, which, supposing that to be the cas^ cost 
the Laird of Bradwardine two good milch cows. This zeal 
in their behalf the House of Stewart repmd with a con- 
siderable share of their confidence, a;n occasional supply of 
louis dbr, abundance of fair words, and a parchment v^h 
a huge waxen seal appended, purporting to be an earFs 
patent, granted by no less a person than James the Third 
King oi England, and Eighth Eang of Scotland^ to his 
right feal, trusty, and well-beloved Feigus Mao-Ivor of 
Glennaquoich, in the county of Perth, and kingdom of 
Scoi^n^ 

With this future coronet glittering before his eves, 
Fergus plunged deeply into the correspondence and plots 
of that tinhappy peric^ ; and, like all such active agen^ 
easily reconciled his conscience to going certain l^sgths in 
the service of his party, from which honour and iwide 
would have deterrM mm, had his sole object been the 
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direct advancemeiit of Ms personal interest. With 
this insight into a bold, ambitious, and ardent, yet art- 
ful and poHtic character, we resume the broken thread of 
our narrative. 

The CMef and Ms guest had by tMs time reached the 
house of Glennaquoich, wMch consisted off Ian nan 
Chaistels mansion, a Mgh rude-looking square tower, 
with the addition of a lofted house, that is, a building of 
two stories, constructed by Fergus’s grandfather when he 
returned from that memorable expedition, well remem- 
bered by the western shire^ under the name of the 
Highland Host. Upon occasion of this crusade against 
the Ayn^ire WMgs and Covenanters, the Vioh Ian Tohr 
of the time had probably been as successful as Ms pre- 
decessor was in narrying Korthumberland, and there- 
fore left to his posterity a rival edifice, as a monument of 
his magnificence. 

Around the housa wMch stood on an eminence in the 
midst of a narrow Highland valley, there appeared none 
of that attention to convenience, far less to ornament and 
decoration, wMch usually surrounds a gentleman’s habita- 
tion. An inclosure or two, divided by dry-stone walls, 
were the only part of the domain that was fenced ; as to 
the rest^ the narrow slips of level ground wMch lay by 
the side of the brook exMbited a scanty crop of barley, 
liable to constant depredations from the herds of wild 
ponies and black cattle that grazed upon the adjacent 
hills. These ever ahd anon made an incursion upon the 
arable ground, which was repelled by the loud, uncouth, 
and dissonant shouts of half a dozen Highland swains, all 
running as if they had been mad, and every one hallooing 
a half --starved dog to the rescue of the forage. At a little 
distance up Hie glen was a small and stxinted wood of 
MrA ; the hills were high and heathy, but without any 
variety of surface ; so that the whole view was ii^d and 
desolate, rather than grand and solitary. Yet, such as it 
was, no genuine descendant of Ian nan Chaistel would 
have changed the domain for Stow or Blenheim. 

There was a sight, however, before the gate, wMch per- 
haps would have afibrded the first owner of Blenheim 
more pleasure than the finest view in the domain assigned 
to Mm by the gratitude of Ms ooimtry. This consisted of 
about a hundred Highlanders, in complete dress and 
arms ; at sight of whom the CMeftain apologised to Wav- 
erley in a sort of n^ligent maimer. “ He had foi^ot,” he 
Baid,"that he had ordered a few of Ms clan out, for the 
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purpose of seeing that they were in a fit condition to pro- 
tect the country, and prevent such accidents as, he was 
sorry to learn, had befallen the Baron of Bradwardine. 
Before they were dismissed, perhaps Captain Waverley 
might choose to see them go through a part of their 
exercise,” 

Edward assented, and the men executed with agility 
and precision some of the ordinary military movements. 
They then practised individually at a mark, and showed 
extraordinary dexterity in the management of the pistol 
and firelock. They took aim, standing, sitting, leaning, 
or lyiajg prostrate, as they were commanded, and alwavs 
with effect upon the target. Next, they paired off for the 
broadsword exercise; and, having manifested their in- 
dividual skill and dexterity, united in two bodies, and ex- 
hibited a sort of mock encounter, in which the charge, 
the rally, the flight, the pursuit, and all the current of a 
heady fight, were exhibited to the sound of the great war 


baOTipe. 

On a signal made by the Chief, the skirmish was ended. 



splayed incredible swiftness, strength, and agil- 
ity ; and accomplished the purpose which their Chieftain 
h^ at hear^ by impressing on Waverley no light sense 
of their merit as soldiers, and of the power of him who 
commanded them by his nod.^ 

**And what number of such gallant fellows have the 
happiness to call you leader ?” asked Waverley. 

, *In a good cause, and under a chieftain whom they 
loved, the race of Ivor have seldom taken the field under 
five hundred claymores. But you are aware, Captain 
Waverley, that the disarming act, passed about tw^ty 
years ag^ prevents their being in the complete state of 
preparation as in former times ; and I keep no more of 
my clan under arms than may defend my own or my 
friend's property, when the country is troubled with silch 
men as your last night's landlord ; and government, 
which has removed other means of defence^ must conniye 
at our protecting ourselves.” 

" Bu^ with your force, you might soon destroy, ot put 
down, such gangs as that of Donald Bean Lean.” 

“ Ye^ doubtless ; and my reward would be a summons 
to deliver up to General JBlakeney, at Stirlii^, ib-e 
broadswords they have left us : there were little policy 


1 Note m mgfoland 
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in that methinks. — But come, captain, the sound of the 
pipes informs me that dinner is prepared — Let me have 
the honour to show you into my rude mansion.” 


CHAPTER XX. 

A Highland Feast, 

Erb Waverley entered the banqueting hall, he was 
offered the patriarchal refreshment of a bath for the feeh 
which the sultry weather, and the morasses he had 
traversed, rendered highly acceptable. He was not, 
indeed, so luxuriously attended upon this occasion as the 
heroic travellers in the Odyssey ; the task of ablution and 
abstersion being performed, not by a beautiful damsel, 
trained 

To chafe the Umh, and pour the frajprant oil^ 

but by a smoke-dried skinny old Highland woman, who 
did not seem to think herseli much honoured by the duty 
imposed upon her, but muttered between her teeth, Our 
fatner^s herds did not feed so near together, that I should 
do you this service.” A small donation, however, amply 
reconciled this ancient handmaiden to the supposed 
degradation ; and, as Edward proceeded to the hall, she 
gave him her blessing, in the Gaelic proverb, “ May the 
open hand be filled the fullest.” 

The hall, in which the feast was prepared, occupied all 
the first story of Ian nan Chaisters original erection, and 
a huge oaken table extended through its whole length. 
The fiwpparatus for dinner was simple, even to rudeness, 
and the company numerous even to crowding. At the 
head of the table was the Chief himself, with Edward, and 
two or three Highland visitors of neighbouring clans ; 
the elders of his own tribe, wadsetters and tacksmen, as 
they were called, who occupied portions of his estate as 
mortgagers or lessees, sat next in rank ; beneath them, 
their sons and nephews, and foster-brethren : then the 
officers of the Chiers household, according to their order ; 
and, lowest of aJL the tenants who actually cultivated the 
giound. Even beyond this long perspective, Edward 
might see upon the green, to which a huge pair of folding 
doors opened, a multitude of Highlanders of a yet inferior 
description, who, nevertheless, were considered as guests, 
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and had their ^are both of the countenance of the en~ 
terWner, and of the cheer of the day. In the distance, 
and fluctuating round this extreme verge of the banquet, 
was su changeful group of women, ragged boys and girls, 
beggary young and old, large greyhounds, and terriers, 
and pointers, and curs of low degree ; all of whom took 
some interest, more or less immediate, in the main action 
of the piece. 

This hospitality^ apparently unbounded, had yet its 
line of economy. Some pains had been bestowed in dress- 
ing the dishes of fish, game, &c., which were at the wper 
end of the table, and immediately under the eye or the 
English stranger. Lower down stood immense clumsy 
joints of mutton and be^ which, but for the absence of 
pork,^ abhorred in the Highlands, resembled the rude 
festivity of the banquet of Penelope’s suitors. But the 
central dish was a yearling iamb, called “ a hog in har’st,” 
roasted whole. It was set upon its legs, with a bunch of 
parsley in its mouth, and was probably exhibited in that 
form to gratify the pride of the cook, who pioued himself 
more on the plenty than the elegance of his master’s 
table. The sides of this poor animal were fiercely 
attacked by the clansmen, some with dirks, others with 
the knives which were usually in the same sheath with 
the dagger, so that it was soon rendered a mangled and 
rueful spectacle. Lower down still, the victuals seemed 
of yet coarser quality, though sufi&ciently abundant. 
Broth, onions, cheese, and the fragments of the feast, 
regaled the sons of Ivor who feasted in the open air. 

The liquor was supplied in the same proportion, and 
under similar regulations. Excellent claret and cham- 
pagne were liberally distributed among the Chief’s 
immediate neighbours ; whisky, plain or diluted, and 
strong-beer, refreshed those who sat near the lower end. 
ISTor did this in^uality of distribution appear to ^ve the 
least ofiPence. Every one present understood that his 
taste was to be formed according to the rank which he 
held at table ; and, consequently, the tacksmen and their 
dependents always professed the wane was too cold for 
their stomachy and called, apparently out of choice, for 
the liquor which was assign^ to them from economy.® 
The Imgpipers, three in number, screamed, during the 
whole time of dinner, a tremendous war-tune; and the 
echoing of the vaulted roof, and clang of the Celtic 

* Kote 11. PisHIce of tte Seotdi to Fc»rk. 

^ Hote 12. A Scottisti Bizmer Tattle. 
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tongue, produced such a Babel of noises, that Waverley 
dreaded his ears would never recover it.. Mac-Ivor, 
indeed, apologized for the confusion occasioned by so 
large a party^ and pleaded the necessity of his situation, 
on which umimitea hospitality was imposed as a para- 
mount duty. “These stout idle kinsmen of mine,” he 
said, “account my estate as held in trust for their 
support ; and I must find them beef and ale, while the 
rogues will do nothing for themselves but practise the 
broadsword^ or wander about the hills, shooting, fishing, 
hunting, dnnking, and making love to the lasses of the 
strath. But what can I do, Captain Waverley? every 
thing will keep after its kind, whether it be a hawk or a 
Highlander.” Edward made the expected answen in a 
compliment upon his possessing so many bola and 
attached followers. 

“Why, yes,” replied the Chief, “were I disposed, like 
my father, to put myself in the way of getting one blow 
on the head, or two on the neck, I believe the loons would 
stand by me. But who thinks of that in the present day, 
when the maxim is, — * Better an old woman with a purse 
in her hand, than three men with belted brands?^” 
Then, turning to the company, he proposed the “ Health 
of Captain Waverley, a worthy friend of his kind neigh- 
bour and ally, the Baron of Bradwardine.” 

“ He is welcome hither,” said one of the elders, “ if he 
come from Cosmo Comyne Bradwardine.” 

“ I say nay to that,” said an old man, who apparently 
did not mean to pledge the toast ; “ I say nay to that ; — 
while there is a green leaf in the forest, tnere will be 
fraud in a Comyne.” 

“There is nothing but honour in the Baron of Brad- 
wardine,” answered another ancient; “and the guest 
that comes hither from him should be welcome, though he 
came with blood on his hand, unless it were blood of the 
race of Ivor.” 

The old man, whose cup remained full, replied, “ There 
has been blood enough of the race of Ivor on the hand of 
Bradwardine.” 

“Ah! Ballenkeirocln” • replied the first, “you think 
rather of the flash of the carbine at the Mains of Tully- 
Veolan, than the glance of the sword that fpught for the 
cause at Preston.^^ 

“And well I may,” answered Ballenkeiroch ; “the flAsh 
of the gun cost me a fair-haired som and the glance of the 
■^word has done but little for King James.” 
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The Chieffcain, in two words of French, explained to 
Waverley, that the Baron had shot this old man's son in a 
fray near Tnlly-Yeolan about seven years before ; and 
then hastened to remove Ballenkeiroch's prejudice, by 
informing him that Waverley was an Englishman un- 
connected by birth or alliance with the family of Brad- 
wardine; upon which the old gentleman raised the 
hitherto-untasted cup, and courteously drank to Ms 
health. This ceremony being requited in kin<L the 
Chieftain made a signal for the pipes to cease, and said, 
aloud, ‘‘Where is the song hidden, my friends, that Mac- 
Murrough cannot find it 

Mac-Murrough, the family hhairdh^ an aged man, 
immediately took the hint, and began to chant, with low 
and rapid utterance, a profusion of Celtic verses, which 
were received by the audience with all the applause of 
enthusiasm. As he advanced in his declamation, his 
ardour seemed to increase. He had at first spoken with 
Ms eyes fixed on the ground ; he now cast them around 
as if beseecMng, and anon as if commanding, attention, 
and his tones rose into wild and impassioned notes, 
accompanied with appropriate gestures. He seemed to 
Edward, who attended to Mm with much interest, to 
recite many proper names, to lament the dead, to apostro- 
phize the absent, to exhort, and entreat, and animate 
those who wore present. Waverley thought he even dis- 
cerned his own name, and was convinced his conjecture 
wa,s right, from the eyes of the company being at that 
moment turned towards him simultaneity. The ardour 
of the poet appeared to communicate itself to the 
audience. Their wild and sun-bumt countenances as- 
sumed a fiercer and more animated expression ; all bent 
forward towards the reciter, many sprung up and waved 
their arms in ecstasy, and some laid their hands on their 
swords. When the song ceased, there was a deep pause, 
while the aroused feelings of the poet and of the hearers 
graduaDy subsided into their usuM channel. 

The Chieftain, who, during this scene, had appeared 
rather to watch the emotions which were excited, than to 
partake their Mgh tone of enthusiasm, filled with claret 
a small sOver cup wMch stood by Mm. “Give tMs,*' he 
said to an attendwt, “ to Mac-Murrough nan Fonm (i. e. 
of the songs,) and when he has drank the juices bid him 
keep, for the sake of Vich Ian Vohr, the shell of the 

S ourd wMch contained it.” The g;^ was received by 
lac-Murrough with profound gratitude; he drank the 
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wine, and, kissing the cup. shrouded it with reverence in 
the plaid which was folded on his bosom. He then burst 
forth into what Edward justly supposed to be an extem- 
poraneous effusion of thanks, ancl praises of his Chief, 
it was received with applause, but did not produce the 
effect of his first poem. It was obvioua however, that the 
clan regarded the generosity of their Chieftain with high 
approbation. Many approved Gaelic toasts were then 
proposed, of some of which the Chieftain gave his guest 
the following versions : — 

“ To him that will not turn his back on friend or foe.” 
“ To him that never forsook a comrade.” “ To him that 
never bought or sold justice,” “Hospitality to the exile, 
and broken bones to the tyrant.” “The lads with the 
kilts.” “ Highlanders, shoulder to shoulder,” — with many 
other pithy sentiments of the like nature. 

Edward was particularly solicitous to know the mean- 
ing of that song which appeared to produce such effect 
upon the passions of the company, and hinted his curiosity 
to his host. “ As I observe,” said the Chieftain, “ that you 
have passed the bottle during the last three rounds, I was 
about to propose to you to retire to my sister’s tea-tabl^ 
who can ex;^ain these things to you better than I can. 
Although I cannot stint my clan in the usual current of 
their festivity, yet I neither am addicted myself to exceed 
in its amount^ nor do I,” added he, smiling. “ keep a Bear 
to devour the intellects of such as can make good use of 
them.” 

Edward readily assented to this proposal, and the 
Chieftain, saying a few words to those around him, left 
the table, followed by Waverley. As the door closed 
behind- them, Edward heard Vich Ian Vohr’s health in- 
voked with a wild and animated cheer, that expressed the 
satisfaction of the guests, and the depth of their devotion 
to his service. 


CHAPTER XXI. 

The ChieftairCe Sister. 

The drawing-room of Flora Mac-Ivor was furnished in 
the plainest and most simple manner; for at Glenna- 
quoich every other sort of expenditure was retrenched as 
much as possible for the puroose of maintaining, in its 
full dignity, the hospitality or the Chieftain, and retain- 
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ing and multiplying the number of his dependents and 
adherents. But there was no appearance of this par- 
simony in the dress of the lady herself, which was in 
texture elegant, and even ric^ and arranged in a manner 
which partook partly of the Parisian fashion, and partly 
of the more simple dress of the Highlands, blended to- 
gether with great taste. Her hair was not disfigured by 
the art of the friseur, but fell in jetty ringlets on her 
neck, confined only by a circlet, richly set with diamonds* 
This peculiarity she adopted in compliance with the 
Highland prejudices, which could not endure that a 
woman’s head should be covered before wedlock. 

jBlora Mac-Ivor bore a most striking resemblance to 
her brother Fergus : so much so, that they might have 
played Viola and Sebastian with the same exquisite 
effect produced by the appearance of Mrs Henrv Biddons 
and her brother, Mr William Murray, in these characters. 
They had the same antique and regular correctness of 
profile ; the [same dark eyes, eye-lashes, and eye-brows ; 
the same clearness of complexion, excepting that Fergus’s 
was embrowned by exercis^ and Flora’s possessed the 
utmost feminine deKcacy. But the haughty, and some- 
what stem regularity of Fergus’s feature^ was beauti- 
fully softened in those of Flora. Their voices were also 
similar in tone, though differing in the key. That of 
Fergus, especially while issuing orders to his followers 
during their military exercise, reminded Edward of a 
favourite passage in the description of Emetrius : 

—whose voice was heard around. 

Loud as a tnimpet with a silver sound. 

That of Flora, on the contrary, was soft and sweety — “ an 
excellent thing in woman ; ” yet, in uiging any favourite 
topic, which she often pursued with natural eloquence, it 
possessed as well the tones which impress awe and con- 
viction, as those of persuasive insinuation. The eager 
glance of the keen black eye, which^ in the Chieftain, 
seemed impatient even of the material obstacles it en- 
countered, had, in his sisten acquired a gentle pensiven^ss. 
His looks seemed to seek glory, power, all that could exalt 
him above others in the race of humanity j while tihose of 
his sister, as if she were already conscious of mental 
superiority, seemed to pity, rather than envy, those who 
were struggling for any farther distinction. Her senti- 
ments corresponded with the expression of her count- 
enance. Early education had impressed upon her mind, as 
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well as on that of the Chieftain, the most devoted attach- 
ment to the exiled family; of Stewart. She believed it the 
duty of her brother, of his clan, of every man in Britain, 
at whatever personal hazard, to contribute to that restora- 
tion which the partizans of the Chevalier St George bad 
not ceased to hope for. For this she was prepared to do 
all, to suffer all, to sacrifice all. But her loyalty, as it 
exceeded her brother's in fanaticism, excelled it also in 
purity. Accustomed to petty intrigue, and necessarily 
involved in a thousand paltry and selfish discussions, 
ambitious also by nature, his political faith was tinctured, 
at least, if not tainted, by the views of interest and ad- 
vancement so easily combined with it; and at the 
moment he should unsheathe his claymore, it might be 
difficult to say whether it would be most with the view of 
making James Stewart, a king, or Fergus Mac-Ivor an 
earl. This, indeed, was a mixture of feeung which he did 
not avow even to himself, but it existed, nevertheless, in 
a powerful degree. 

In Flora’s bosom, on the contrary, the zeal of loyalty 
burnt pure and unmixed with any selfish feeling^ she 
would have as soon made religion the mask of ambitious 
and interested views, as have shrouded them under the 
opinions which she had l^en taught to think patriotism. 
Such instances of devotion were not uncommon among 
the followers of the unhappy race of Stewart, of which 
many memorable proofs wul recur to the mind of most of 
my readers. But peculiar attention on the part of the 
Chevalier de St George and his princess to the parents of 
Fergus and his sister, and to themselves, when orphans, 
had riveted their faith. Fei^us, upon tne death of his 
parents, had been for some time a page of honour in the 
tram of the Chevalier’s lady, and, from his beauty and 
sprightly temper, was uniformly treated by her witn the 
utmost distinction. This was also extended to Flora, 
who was maintained for some time at a convent of the 


first order, at the princess’s expense, and removed from 
thence into her own family, where she spent nearly two 
years. Both brother and sister retained the deepest and 
most g^teful sense of her kindness. 

Having thus touched upon the leading principle of 
Flora’s character, I may dismiss the rest more lightly. 
She was highly accomplished, and had acquired those 
eluant manners to be expect^ from one i?mo, in early 
youth, had been the companion of a princess ; yet she 
had not learned to substitute the gloss of politeness for 
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the reality of feeling. When settled in fche lonely regions 
of Glennaqnoich. she found that her resources in French, 
English, and Italian literature, were likely to be few and 
interrupted ; and, in order to fill up the vacant time, she 
bestowed a part of it upon the music and poetical tra- 
ditions of the Highlanders, and began really to feel the 
pleasure in the pursuit, which her brother, whose per 
ceptions of literary merit were more blunt, rather afiected 
for the sake of popularity than actually experienced. 
Her resolution was strengthened in these researches, by 
the extreme delight which her inquiries seemed to afford 
those to whom she resorted for information. 

Her love of her clan, an attachment which was almost 


hereditary in her bosom, was, like her loyalty, a more 
pure passion than that of her brother. He was too 
thorough a politician, regarded his patriarchal influence 
too much as the means ot accomplishing his own a^ran- 
dizement, that we should term him the model of a High- 
land Chieftain. Flora felt the same anxiety for cherishing 
and extending their patriarchal sway, but it was with the 
generous desire of vindicating from poverty, or at least 
from want and foreign oppression, those whom her 
brother was by birth, according to the notions of the 
time and coimtry, entitled to govern. The savings of 
her income, for she had a small pension from the Princess 
Sobieski, were dedicated, not to add to the comforts of 
the peasantry, for that was a word which they neither 
knew, nor apparently wished to know, but to relieve 
their absolute necessities, when in sickness or extreme 
old age. At every other period, they rather toiled to 
procure something which they might share with the 
Chief, as a proof of their attachment, than expected 
other assistance from him save what was afforded by the 
rude hospitality of his castle, and the general division 
and subdivision of his estate among them. Flora was so 
much beloved by them, that when Mac-Murrough com* 
posed a song, in which he enumerated all the principal 
beauties of the district, and intimated her superiority by 
concluding, that “the fairest apple hung on the highest 
bough,’’ he received, in donatives from the individuals of 
the clan, more seed-barley than would have sowed his 
Highland Parnassus, the JBarcTs croft., as it was called, ten 
times over. 


From situation, as well as chmce, Miss Mac-IvoFs 
society was extremely limited. Her most intimate friend 
had been Bose Bradwardine, to whom she was much 
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attached; and when seen together, they would have 
afforded an artist two admirable subjects tor the gay and 
the melancholy muse. Indeed ]l^se was so tenderly 
watched by her father, and her circle of wishes was so 
limited, that none arose but what he was willing to 
gratify, and scarce any which did not come within the 
compass of his power. With Flora it was otherwise. 
While almost a girl, she had undergone the most complete 
change of scene, from gaiety and splendour to absolute 
solitude and comparative poverty; and the ideas and 
wishes which she chiefly fostered, respected great national 
eventa and changes not to be brought round without 
both hazard and bloodshed, and therefore not to be 
thought of with levity. Her maimer, consequently, was 
grave, though she readily contributed her talents to 
the amusement of society, and stood very high in the 
opinion of the old Baron, who used to smg along with 
her such French duets of Binder and CJloris, &c.j as 
were in fashion about the end of the reign of old Boms le 
Grand. 


It was generally believed, though no^ one durst have 
hinted it to the Baron ox Braawardine, that Flora’s 
intreaties had no small share in allaying the wrath of 
Fergus upon occasion of their quarrel. She took her 
brother on the assailable side, by dwelling first ujwn 
the Baron’s age, and then representing the injury which 
the cause might sustain, and the damage which must 
arise to his own character in point ox prudence, so 
necessary to a political agent, if he wrsistea in carr^^g 
it to ^tremity. Otherwise it is probable it would have 
terminated in a duel, both because the Baron had, on a 
former occasion, shed blood of the clan, though the matter 
had been timeiy accommodated, and on account of his 
high reputation for address at ms weai>on, which Fergus 
almc^t ecKudesc^ded to en’v^. For the same reason she 
had urged their reconciliatiox^ which the Chieftain the 
more readily «^reed to, as it favoured some ulterior 
pimects of Ms own. 

To this young lady, now presiding at the female empire 
i«-tab^ Fei^us introduced Captain Waverley, 


of the , ^ 

whmn ]^e receiv^ wiQi the usual forms of politeness. 
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CHAPTER XXIL 
Highland Minstrelsy, 

When the first salutations had passed, Fergus said to 
his sister, “My dear Flora, before I return to the bar- 
barous ritual of our forefathers, I must tell you that Cap- 
tain Waverley is a worshipper of the Celtic muse, not the 
less so perha^ that he does not understand a word of her 
language. I have told him you are eminent as a trans- 
lator otHighland poetry, and that Mac-Murrough admires 
your version of his son^ upon the same principle that 
Captain Waverley admires the original, — ^because he does 
not comprehend them. Will you have the goodness to 
read or recite to our guest in Fnglish, the extraordinary 
string of names which Mac-Murrough has tacked together 
in Gaelic % — ^My life to a moorfowFs feather, you are pro- 
vided with a version ; for I know you are in ml the bard’s 
councils, and acquainted with his songs long before he 
rehearses them in the hall.” 

“ How can you say so, Fergus ? You know how little 
these verses can possibly interest an English stranger, 
even if I could translate them as you pretend.” 

“Not less than they interest me, lady fair. To-day 
your joint comjKJsition, for I insist you had a share in it, 
has cost me the last silver cup in the castle, and I suppose 
will cost me something else next time I hold cour plinihre^ 
if the muse descends on Mac-Murrough ; for you know 
our proverb, — ^When the hand of the chief ceases to 
bestow, the breath of thp bard is frozen in the utterance, 
— Well, I would it were even so : there are three things 
that are useless to a modem Highlander, — a sword which 
he must not draw, — a bard to sing of deeds which he dare 
not imitate, — ^and a large goat-skm purse without a louis- 
d’or to put into it.” 

“ Well, brother, since you betray my secrets, you can- 
not expect me to keep yours. — I assure you. Captain 
Waverley, that Fergus is too proud to exchau^ his broad 
sword for a mareschal’s baton ; that he esteems Mac- 
Murrough a far greater poet than Homer, and would Mi 
give up his goat-skin purse for all the louisd’csr which 
it could contain.” 

“Well pronounced, Flora; blow for How, as Conan*^ 

Kote 13 Conan the Jester. 
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said to the devil NTow do you two talk of bards and 
poetry, if not of purses and claymores, while I return to 
do the final honours to the senators of the tribe of Ivor.” 
So saying, he left the room. 

The conversation continued between Flora and Waver- 
ley ; for two well dressed young women, whose character 
seemed to hover between that of companions and depend- 
ents, took no share in it. They were both pretty girls, 
but served only as foils to the grace and beauty of their 
patroness. The discourse followed the turn which the 
Chieftain had given it, and Waverley was ^equally amused 
and surprised with the account which the lady gave him 
of Celtic poetry. 

“The recitation," she said, “of poems, recording the 
feats of heroe^ the complaints of lovers, and the wars of 
contending tribeSj forms the chief amusement of a winter 
fire-side in the Highlands. Some of these are said to be 
very ancient, and if they are ever translated into any of 
the languages of civilized Europe, cannot fail to produce 
a deep and general sensation. Others are more modem, 
the composition of those family bards whom the [chieftains 
of more distinguished name and power retain as the poets 
and historians of their tribes. These, of course, possess 
various d^rees of merit ; but much of it must evaporate 
in translation, or be lost on those who do not sympathize 
with the feelings of the poet.” 

“And your bard, whose efiusions seemed to produce 
such effect upon the company to-day, is he reckoned 
) among the favourite poets of the mountains?” 

“That is a trying question. His reputation is high 
among his countrymen, and you must not expect me to 
depreciate it.”^ 

“ But the song, Miss Mac-Ivon seemed to awaken all 
those warrior^ both young and old.” 

“ Ilie song is little more than a catalogue of names of 
the Highland clans under their distinctive peculiarities, 
and an exhortation to them to remember and to emulate 
the actions of their forefathers.” 

“And am I wrong in conjecturing, however extraordin- 
ary the guess appears, that there was some allusion to me 
in the ven^ which he recited 1” 

“You have a quick observatioi^ Captain Waverley, 
which in this instance has not deceived you. The Gaehc 

anguage, being uncommonly vocalic, is well adapted for 

* Th« E^lilaxL^poet always was an tmprovisatore. Captain Burt met one 

of ttim at limit's table. <S ) 
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sudden and extemporaneous poetry ; and a bard seldom 
fails to augment the effects of a premeditated song, by 
throwing in any stanzas which may be suggested by the 
circumstances attending the recitation.” 

“I would give my best horse to know what the High- 
land bard could find to say of such an unworthy Southron 
as myself.” 

“ It shall not even cost you a lock of his mane. — Una, 
Mavourneen / (She spoke a few words to one of the young 
girls in attendance, who instantly curtsied, and tripped 
out of the room.) — have sent tJna to learn from the 
bard the expressions he used, and you shall command my 
skill as dragoman.” 

Una returned in a few minutes, and repeated to her 
mistress a few lines in G^lic. Flora seemed to think for 
a moment, and ^then, slightly colouring, she turned to 
Waverley-— “ It is impossible to gratify your curiosity, 
Captain Waverley, without exposing my own presumption. 
If you will give me a few moments for consideration, I 
will endeavour to engraft the meaning of these lines 
upon a rude English translation, which I have attempted, 
or a pairt of the original. The duties of the tea-table seem 
to be concluded, and, as the evening is delightful, Una 
will show you the way to one of my mvourite haunts, and 
Cathleen and I will join you there.” 

conducted Waverley out by a passage different fr^n^^t 
through which he had entered the apartment. At a dis- 
tance n© heard the hall of the Chief still resounding with 
the clang of bagpipes and the high applause of his guests. 
Having gained tne open air by a postern door, they 
walked a little way up the wild, oleak, and narrow valley 
in which the house was situated, following the course of 
the stream that winded through it. In a spot, about a 
quarter of a mile from the castle, two brooks, which formed 
the little river, had their junction. The laiger of the two 
came down the long bare valley, which extended, apparent- 
ly without any change or elevation of character, as far as 
tne hills which formed its boundary permitted the eye to 
reach. But the other streanu wmch had its source 
among the mountains on the left hand of the steirth, 
seemed to issue from a very narrow and dark opening 
betwixt two laj^e rocks. These streams were different also 
in character. The larger was placid, and even sullen in its 
course, wheelii^ in deep eddies, or sleeping in dark blue 
pools ; but the motions of the lesser brook were rapid and 
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furious^ issTiing from between precipices, like a maniac 
from his confinement, all foam and uproar. 

It was up the course of this last stream that Waverley, 
like a knignt of romance, was conducted by the fair High- 
land damsel, his silent guide. A small path, which had 
been rendered easy in many places for Flora’s accom- 
modation led him through scenery of a very different 
description from that which he had 3 ust quitted. Around 
the castle, all was cold, bare, and desolate, yet tame ^ven 
in desolation ; but this narrow glen, at so short a dis- 
tance, seemed to open into the land of romance. The 
rocks assumed a thousand peculiar and varied forms. In 
one plac^ a crag of huge size presented its gigantic bulk, 
as if to forbid the passenger^ farther progress ; and it 
was not until he approached its very base, that Waverley 
discerned the sudden and acute turn by which the path- 
way wheeled its course around this formidable obstacle. 
In another spot, the projecting rocks from the opposite 
sides of the chasm had approached so near to each other, 
that two pine-trees laid across, and covered with turf, 
formed a rustic bridge at the height of at least one 
hundred and fifty feet. It had no ledges, and was barely 
three feet in breadth. 

While gazing at this pass of peril, which crossed, like a 
single black line, the small portion of blue sky not inter- 
cepted by the projecting rocks on either sida it was with 
a sensation of horror that Waverley beheld Plora and her 
attendant appear, like inhabitants of another region, 
propped, as it were, in mid air, upon this trembling 
structure. She stop^d upon observing him below, and, 
with an air of graceful ease, which made him shudder, 
waved her handkerchief to 1dm by way of signal. He 
was unable, from the sense of dizziness which her situa- 
tion conveyed, to return the salute ; and was never more 
reeved tmai when the fair apparition passed on from 
the precarious eminence which she seemed to occupy with 
so much indifl^renoe, and disappeared on the other side. 

Advanmng a few yards, and passing under the bridge 
which he had viewed with so much terror, the path 
ascended rapidly from the edge of the brook, ana the 

& widened into a silvan amphitheatre, waving with 
young oaks, and hazels, with here and there a 
watter^ yew-tiee. The rocks now receded, but still 
showed their grey and shaggy crests rising among the 
copse-wood. Still higher, rose eminences and peaks, some 
bajre, some clothed with wood, some round and purple 
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with heath, and others splintered into rocks and crags. 
At a short turning the path, which had for some 
furlongs lost sight of the brook, suddenly placed Waver- 
ley in front of a romantic waterfall. It was not so 
remarkable either for great height or quantity of water, 
as for the beautiful accom^niments which made the spot 
interesting. After a broken cataract of about twenty 
feet, liie stream was received in a large natural basin 
filled to the brim with water, which, where the bubbles 
of the fall subsided, was so exquisitely clear, that al- 
though it was of great depth, the eye could discern each 
pebble at the bottom. Eddying round this reservoir, 
the brook found its way over a broken part of the 
ledge, and formed a second fall, which seemed to seek the 
very abyss ; then, wheeling out beneath from among the 
smooth dark rock^ which it had polished for ages, it 
wandered murmuring down the glen, forming the stream 
Tip which Waverley had just ascended.^ The borders of 
this romantic reservoir corresponded in beauty: but it 
was beauty of a stem and commanding cast, as it in the 
act of expanding into grandeur. Mossy banks of turf 
were broken and interrupted by huge fr^ments of rock, 
and decorated with trees and aarubs, some of whi^ had 
been planted under the direction of Mora, but so 
cautiously that they added to the grace, without diminish- 
ing^e romantic woldness of the scene. 

Here, like one of those lovely forms which decorate the 
landscapes of Poussin, Waverley found Flora gazing on 
the waterfall. Two paces farther back stood Cathl^n, 
holding a small Scottish harp, the use of which had been 
taught to Flora by Dali, one of the last harpers of the 

Western Highlands. The sun, now stooping in the west, 
gave a rich and varied tinge to all the objects which 
surrounded Waverley, and seemed to add more than 
human brilliancy to the full expressive darkness of 
Flora’s eye, exalted the richness and purity of her 
complexion, and enhanced the dignity and grace of 
her beautiml form. Edward thought he had never, even 
in his wildest dreams, imagined a ngu^ of such exqmisite 
and interesting loveliness. The wild beauty cu the 
retrea^ bursting upon him as if by magi^ augmented 
the linngled feeling of de^ht mid awe with which he 
approached her, like a f^ enchantress of Boiardo or 
Anosto, by whose nod the scenery around seemed to 
have been created, an Eden in the wilderness. 

1 Kotel4. Wfttsrfall. 
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Flora, like every beautiful woma^ was conscious of her 
own power, and pleased with its enects, which she could 
easily discern from the respectful, yet confused address 
of the young soldier. But, as she possessed excellent 
sense, she gave the romance of the scene, and other 
accidental circumstances, full weight in appreciating the 
feelings with which Waverley seemed obviously to be 
impressed ; and, unacquainted with the fanciiui and 
susceptible peculiarities of his character, considered 
his homage as the passing tribute which a woman of 
even inferior charms might have expected in such a 
situation. She therefore quietly led the way to a spot 
at such a distance from the cascade, that its sound 
shotdd rather accompany than interrupt that of her 
voice and instrument, and, sitting down upon a mossy 
fragment of rock, she took the harp from Cathleen. 

“1 have given you the trouble of walking to this 
spot, Captain Wavex’ley, both because I thoimht the 
scenery would interest you, and because a KLighland 
song would suffer still more from my imperfect trans- 
lation, were I to introduce it without its own wild and 
appropriate accompaniments. To speak in the poetical 
language of my country, the seat of the Celtic Muse 
is in me midst of the secret and solitary hill, and her 
voice in the murmur of the mountain stream. He who 
WOOS her must love the barren rock more than the 
fertile valley, and the solitude of the desert better than 
the festivity of the hall. 

Few could have heard this lovely woman make this 
declaration, with a voice where harmony was exalted by 
pathos, without exclaiming that the muse whom she 
invoked could never find a more appropriate representa- 
tive. But Waverley, though the tliou^t rushed on his 
mind, found no courage to utter it. Indeed, the wild feel 
ing of romantic delight with which he heard the few first 
notes she drew from her instrument, amounted almost to 
a sense of pain. He wotild not for worlds have quitted his 

g lace by her side ; yet he almost longed for solitude, that 
e might decipher and examine at leisure the complication 
of emotions which now agitated his bosom. 

Flora had exchanged the measured and monotonous 
recitative of the bard for a lofty and uncommon Highland 
air, which had been a battle-song in former ages. A few 
irregular strains introduced a prelude of a wild and 
peculiar tone, which harmonized well with the distant 
waterfedl, and the soft sigh of the evening breeze in the 
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mstling leaves of an aspen wMch overhung the seat of 
the fair harness. The following verses convey but little 
idea of the feelings with which, so sung and accompanied, 
they were heard by Waverley : 

is mist on the monntaiHf and night on the Tale, 

But more dark is the sleep of the sons of the OaeL 
A stranger commanded — it sunk on the land. 

It has frozen each heart, and benumb'd every band! 

The dirk and the target lie sordid vrith dust. 

The bloodless claymore is hut redden'd irith rust; 

On the hill or the glen if a gun should appear. 

It is only to war with the heath-cock or deer. 

The deeds of our sires if onr bards should rehearse, 
net a blush or a blow be the meed of their verse ! 

Be mute every string, and be hash'd every tone. 

That shall bid us remember the fame that is flown. 

But the dark hours of night and of slumber are past, 

The mom on onr mountains is dawning at last; 

Glenaladale's peaks are lllnmed with the rays. 

And the streams of Glenfinnan ^ leap bright in the blaze. 

O high-minded Moray! * — ^the exiled — ^the dear I— 

In the blush of the dawning the Stakuaru uprear ! 

Wide, wide on the winds of the north let It fly, 

Like the sun's latest flash when the tempest is nigh ! 

Ye sons of the strong, when that dawning shall break, 

Keed the harp of the aged remind you to wake? 

That dawn never beam'd on your forefather's eye. 

But it roused each high chieftain to vanoLuish or Se. 

O, sprang from the Kings who in Islay kept state. 

Proud chiefs of Clan Banald, Olengarry, and Sleatl 
Combine like three streams from one mountain of snow, 

And resistless in union rush down on the foe I 

True son of Sir Evan, undaunted Lochlel, 

Place targe on thy shoulder and burnish thy steel I 
Rough Kepp^, give breath to thy bugle's bold swell. 

Till far Coryarrick resound to the knell 1 

Stem son of Lord Kenneth, high chief of Kintafl, 

Let the stag in thy standard hound wild in the gsdel 
May the race of Clan Gillean, the fearless and mee. 

Remember Glenlivat, Harlaw, and Dundee! 

Let the clan of grey Fingon, whose offspring has gdven 
Such heroes to earth, and suifli martyrs to heaven. 

Unite with the race of renovm'd Rorri More, 

To launch the long galley, and stretch to the oar. 

How Mac-Shlmel will |oy when their chief shall display 
The yew-crested bonnet o'er tresses of grey I 
How the race of wrong'd Alpine and murder'd Gleiuioe 
Shall shout fm* revenge when they pour on the foe! 

^ The young and daring Adventurer, Charles Edward, landed at Gl en a l a d al e , in 
Moldazt, and splayed Ms standard in ihe valley of Glenflmxan, mustering around 
It the Mac-Donalds, the Camerons, and other 1^ numerous eisas, whom he had 
prevailed on to Jffln him. There is a monument erected on the spot, with a> Latin 
inscription by the late Doctor Gaeeffxrv* 

^The Marouls of TuUibardhie's emer bnrihm*, who, kmg exited, returned to 
ScG^land withChartes Edward in 1744S. fS.> 
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Ye ficns of Inrown Dermlcl, who slew the wild hoar. 

Resume the pare faith of the great Callnm-More ! 

Mao-Neil of the Islands, and Moy of the ll«ake. 

For henonr, for freedom, for Tengeance awake ! 

Here a large greyhound bounding up the _ 
upon Flora, and interrupted her music l^y hislmpoHunate 
caresses. At a distant whistl^ he tum^ and ^ot down 
the path again with the rapidity of an arrow. “ That is 
Fergus’s faithful attendant. Captain Waverley, and that 
was his signal. He likes no poetry but what is humorous, 
and comes in good time to interrupt my long catalogue 
of the tribes, whom one of your saucy English poets calls 

Oor bootless host of hlgh-bom beggars, 

Mac-Leans, Mac-Kenzies, and Mac-Gregors. '* 

Waverley expressed his regret at the interruption. 

O you cannot guess how much you have lost ! The 
bard, as in duty bound, has addressed three long stanzas 
to Yich Ian Vohr of the Banners, • enumerating all his 
great properties, and not f o^etting his being a cneerer of 
the harper and bard — 'a giver of bounteous gifts.’ Be- 
sides, you should have heard a practical admonition to the 
fair-haired son of the stranger, who lives in the land 
where the grass is always green — the rider on the shining 
pampered steed, whose hue is like the raven, and whose 
neigh is like the scream 'of the eagle for battle. This 
valiant horseman is affectionately conjured to remember 
that his ancestors were distinguished by their loyalty, as 
well as by their courage. — this you have lost ; but, 
since your curiosity is not satisfied, I judge, from the 
dmtant sound of my brother’s whistle, I may have time to 
sing the concluding stanzas before he comes to laugh at 
my translation.” 

Awake on. your hille, on your islands awake, 

Brave sons of title mountain, the Mth, and the lake! 

*Tis the bugle — but not for the chase is the call; 

*Tis the pibroch’s shrill summons — but not to the hall. 

*n8 the summons of Jheroes for conquest or death. 

When the banners are blazing on mountain and heath : 

They call to the dirk, the claymore, and the targe. 

To the march and the master, the line and the charge. 

Be the brand of ea<^ Chieftain like Fin’s in his ire! 

May the blood throui^ Ms v^eins flow like currents of Are t 
Burst the base threign yoke as your sires did of yor^ 

Or die like your sires, and endure it no more I 
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CHAFrER xxm. 

Waverley contimLes at Glermagwich, 

Ab Flora conciuded her song, Fergus stood before them. 

I knew I should find you here, even without the assist- 
ance of my friend Bran. A simple and unsublimed taste 
now, like my own, would prefer a jet d’eau at Versailles 
to this cascade, with all its accompaniments of rock and 
roar ; but this is Flora’s Parnassus, Captain Waverley, 
and that fountain her Helicon. It would be greatly for 
the benefit of my cellar if she could teach her coadjutor, 
Mac-Murrough, the value of its influence : he has just 
drunk a pint of us^ebaugh to correct, he said, the cold- 
ness of the claret — ^Xet me try its virtues.” He sipped a 
little water in the hollow of his hand, and immediately 
commenced, with a theatrical air, — 

*'• O Lady of the desert, haill 
That lovest the harping of the Gael, 

Through fair and fertile regions borne. 

Where never yet gx*ew grass or com. 

But English poetiw will never succeed under the influence 
of a Highland Heucon — Allans, courage — 

O Tous, qui buvez, k tasse pleiue, 

A cet^o heurenae fontaine, 

Ou on ne volt, sur le livage, 

Que quelques vllains iroupeaux, 

Suivis de nymphes de village, 

Qtd les escortent sans sabots — 

A truce, dear Fergus ! spare us those most tedious and 
insipid persons of all Arcadia. Do not^ for Heaven’s sake 
bring down Coiidon and Lindor upon us.” 

“ rfay, if you cannot relish la houlette et le chalumeau, 
have with you in heroic strains.” 

*‘Dear Fereus, you have certainly partaken of the 
inspiration of Mac-Murrough’s cup, rather than of mine.” 

disclaim ma belle demoiselle, although I protest it 
would be the more congenial of the two. Which of your 
crack-brained Italian romancers is it that says, 

la d'Elicona niente 

Mi euro, in fe de Mo, cfael here d'acque 
(Bea chi ber ne ruol) sempre mi spiaeque I ^ 

But if you prefer the Gaelic, Captain Waverley, here is 

» Good sooih, I reck nought of your H^ccoi^ 

Prink water whoso will. In faith I win drink none. 
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little Cathleen shall sing you Drimmindhu. — Come, Cath- 
leen, astore. {i,e. my dear,) begin ; no apologies to the 
Cean-Tcinn^, 

Cathleen sung with much liveliness a little Gaelic song, 
the burlesque megy of a countryman on the loss of his 
cow, the comic tones of whic^ though he did not under- 
stand the language, made Waverley laugh more than 
once.^ 

“Admirable, Cathleen ! ” cried the Chieftain ; “I must 
find you a handsome husband among the clansmen one of 
these days.” 

Cathleen laughed, blushed, and sheltered herself behind 
her companion. 

In the progress of their return to the castle, the Chief- 
tain warmly pressed Waverley to remain for a week or two 
in order to see a grand hunting party, in which he and 
some other Highland gentlemen proposed to join. The 
charms of melody and beauty were too strongly impressed 
in Edward’s breast to permit his declining an invitation so 
pleasing. It was agreed, therefore, that he should write 
a note to the Baron of Bradwardine, expressing his in- 
tention to stay a fortnight at GiennMuoich, and request- 
ing him to forward by the bearer (a giiiy of the Chieftain’s) 
any letters which might have arrived tor him. 

This turned the discourse upon the baron, whom Fergus 
highly extolled as a gentleman and soldier. His character 
was touched with yet more discrimination by Flora, who 
observed he was the very model of the old Scottish cava- 
lier, with all his excellencies and peculiarities. “ It is a 
character, Captain Waverley, which is fast disappearing ; 
for its best point was a self respect which was never lost 
sight of till now But, in the present time, the gentlemen 
whose principles do not permit them to nay court to the 
existing government, are neglected and degraded, and 
many conduct themselves accordingly ; and, like some of 
the persons you have seen at Tully- v oelan, adopt habits 
and companions inconsistent with their birth and breed- 
ing. The ruthless proscription of party seems to degrade 
the victims whom it brands, however unjustly. But let 
us hope a brighter day is approaching when a Scottish 
country-gentleman may be a scholar witnout the pedantry 
of our friend the Baron, a sportsman without the low 
habits of Mr Falconer, and a judicious improver of his 

» TWa ancient Gaelie aitty is still well known, Ijoth in the Highlands and in 
Ireland. It was translated Into and pnblished, if I mistake not, nuder the 

anspkses of Uie faoetloiis Tom n’Urfey, hy the title of Colley, my Cow.’* (S.) 
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property without becoming a boorish tw-o-legged steer 
Eke Killancureit.’’ 

Thus did Flora prophesy a revolution, which time in- 
deed has produced, but in a manner very different from 
what she had in her mind. 

The amiable^ Hose was next mentioned, with the 
warmest encomium on her person, manners, and mind. 
“ That man,” said Flora, “ will find an inestimable treasure 
in the affections of Rose Bradwardine, who shall be so 
fortunate as to become their object. Her very soul is in 
home, and in the discharge of alJ those quiet virtues of 
whicn home is the centre. Her husband will be to her 
what her father now is, the object of all her care, solici- 
tude, and affection. She will see nothing, and connect 
herself with nothing, but by him and through him. If he 
is a man of sense and virtue, she will sympathise in his 
sorrows, divert his fatigue, and share ms pleasures. If 
she becomes the property of a churlish or negligent hus- 
band she will suit his taste also, for she will not long 
survive his unkindness. And, alas ! how great is the 
chance that some such unworthy lot may be that of my 
poor friend 1 — O that I were a queen this moment, and 
could command the most amiable and worthy youth of 
my kingdom to accept happiness with the hand of Rose 
Bradwardine 1 ” 

“I wish you would command her to accept mine en 
attendant” said Fergus, laughing. 

I don’t know by what caprice it was that this wish, 
however jocularly eiqpressed, rather jarred on Edward’s 
feelings, notwithstanding his growing inclination to Flora, 
and his indifference to Miss Bradwardine. This is one of 
the inexplicabilities of human nature, which we leave 
without comment. 

Yours, brother ? ” answered Flor^ r^arding Mm 
steadily- ‘‘iNTo; you have another bride — Honour; and 
the dangers you must run in pursuit of her rival would 
break poor Rose’s heart.” 

With tMs discourse they reached the castl^ and 
Waverley soon prepared Ids despatches for Tully- 
Veolan. As he knew the Baron was punctilious ia such 
matters, he was about to impress Ms billet with a 
seal on wMch his armorial bearings were engraved, 
but he did not find it at his watclv and thought he 
must have left it at Tully-Veolan. He mentioned his 
loss, borrowing at the same time the family seal of the 
CMeftain. 
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“Surely,” said Miss Mac-Ivor, “Donald Bean Lean 
would not ” 

“ My life for him, in such circumstances,” answered her 
brother ; — “ besides, he would never have left the watch 
behind.” 

“ After all, Fergus,” said Flora, “ and with every allow- 
ance I am surprised you can countenance that man.” 

“I countenance him ? — This kind sister of mine would 
persuade you, Captain Waverley, that I take what the 
people of old used to call ‘ a steakraid,* that is, a ‘ collop 
of the foray,’ or, in plainer words, a portion of the robber^ 
booty, paid by him to the Lairdj or Chief, through whose 
grounds he drove his prey. O, it is certain, that unless I 
can find some way to charm Flora’s tongue, General 
Blakeney will send a sergeant’s party from Stirling (this 
he said with haughty and emphatic irony) to seize Vich 
Ian Vohr, as they nickname me, in his own castle.” 

“Now, Fergus, must not our guest be sensible that all 
this is folly and afifectation ? You have men enough to 
serve you without enlisting banditti, and your own hon* 
our is, above taint — Why don’t you send this Donald Bean 
Lean, whom I hate for his smoothness and duplicity, 
even more than for his rapine, out of your country at 
once? No cause should induce me to tolerate such a 
character.” 

“iVb cause. Flora?” said the Chieftain^ significantly. 

“ No cause, Fergus ! not even that which is nearest to 
my heart. Spare it the omen of such evil supporters ! ” 

“O but, sister,” rejoined the Chief, gaily, “you don’t 
consider my respect for la belle passion. Evan Dhu Mac- 
combich is in love with Donald^ daughter, Alice, and you 
cannot expect me to disturb him in his amours. Why, 
the whole clan would cry shame on me. You know 
it is one of their wise sayings, that a kinsman is part 
of a man’s body, but a foster-brother is a piece of liis 
heart.” 

“ Well, Fei^us, there is no disputing with you ; but I 
would all this may end well.” 

“ Devoutly prayed, my dear and prophetic sister, and 
the best way in the world to close a dubious argument, — 
But hear ye not the pipes, Captain Waverley ? Perhaps 
you will like better to dance to them in the hall, than to 
be dmfmied with their harmony without taking part in 
the exercise they invite us to.” 

Waverley took Flora’s hand. The dance, song, and 
merry-making proceeded, and closed the day’s entertain- 
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ment at the castle of Vich Ian Vchr. Edward at length 
retired, his mind agitated by a variety of new and con- 
flicting feelings, which detained him from rest for some 
time, St that not nnpleasing state of mind in which fancy 
takes the helm, and the sotu. rather drifts passively along 
with the rapid and confused tide of reflections, than 
exerts itself to encounter, systematize, or examine them. 
At a late hour he fell asleep, and dreamed of Flora Mac 
Ivor. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

A Stag-hunt and its Consequences. 

Shaix this be a long or a short chapter? — This is a 
question in which you, gentle reader, have no vote, 
however much you may be interested in the consequences ; 
just as you may (like myself) probably have nothing to 
do with the imposing a new tax, excei)ting the trifling 
circumstance of being obliged to pay it. More happy 
surely in the present case, smce, though it lies within my 
arbitrary power to extend iny materials as I think 
proper, I cannot call you into Exchequer if you do not 
think proper to read my narrative. Iiet me therefore 
consider. It is true, that the annals and documents in 
my hands say but little of this Highland chase ; but then 
I can find copious materials for description elsewhere. 
There is old liindsay of Pitscottie ready at my elbow, 
with his Athole hunting, and his “lofted and joisted 
palace of green timber : with all kind of drink to be had 
m burgh and land, as ale, beer, wine, muscadel, malvaise, 
hippocras, and aquavitse ; with wheat-bread, main-bread, 
ginge-bread, beef, mutton, lamb, ve^ venison, goose, 
grice, capon, coney, crane, swan, partridge, plover, duck, 
drake, brissel-cock, pawnies, black-cock. muir-fowL and 
capercailzies ; ” not forgetting the “costly bedding, 
vaiselle, and napry,” and least of all the “excelling 
stewards, cunning baxters, excellent cooks, and pottin- 
with confections and drugs for the desserts.** 
besides the particulars which may be thence gleaned for 
this ECighland feas^ (the splendour of which induced the 
Pope’s legate to dissent from an opinion which he had 
hitherto held, that Scotland, namely, was the — ^the — ^the 
latter end of the world) — besides these, might I not 
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illuminate my pages with Taylor the Water Foetus 
hunting in the braes of Mar, where, 

“Tlirough heather, mosse, 'mong frogs, and hogs, and fogs, 

’Mongst craggy cliffs and thimder-batter’d hills. 

Hares, hinds, bucks, roes, are chased by men and dogs, 

Where two hours’ hunting foui-score fat deer kills, 
tiowland, your sports are low as is your seat) 

The Highland games and minds are high and great.” 


But without further tyranny over my readers, or 
display of the extent of my own reading I shall content 
myself with borrowing a single incident from the memor- 
able hunting at Lude, commemorated in the ingenious Mr 
Gunn% “ Essay on the Caledonian Harp,” and so proceed 
in my story with all the brevity that my natural style of 
composition, partaking of what scholars call the peri- 
phrastic and ambagitory, and the vulgar the circuniben- 
dibus, will permit me. 

The solemn hunting was delayed, from various causes, 
for about three weeks. The interval was spent by 
Waveriey with great satisfaction at Glennaquoich ; for 
the impression which Flora had made on his mind at 
their first meeting grew daily stronger. She was pre- 
cisely the character to fascinate a youth of romantic 
imagination. Her manners, her language, her talents for 
poetry and music, gave additional and varied influence to 
her eminent personal charms. Even in her hours of 

f aiety, she was in his fancy exalted above the ordinary 
aughters of Eve, and seemed only to stoop for an 
instant to those topics of amusement and gallantry 
which others appear to live for. In the neighbourhood 
of this enchantress, while sport consumed the morning, 
and music and the dance led on the hours of evening, 
Waveriey became daily more dehghted with his hospit- 
able landlord, and more enamoured of his bewitching 
sister. 


At length, the period fixed for the grand hunting 
arrived, and Waveriey and the Chieftain departed for 
the place of rendesjvous, which was a day's journey to 
the northward of Gleniiaquoich. Fer^s was attended 
on this occasion by about three hundred of his clan, well 
armed^ and accoutred in their best fashion. Waveriey 
comphed so far with the custom of the country as to 
ado]^ the trews, (he could not be reconciled to the kilt,) 
brogum and bonnet^ as the fittest dress for the exercise 
in whicli he was to be engaged, and which least exposed 
him to be stared at as a stranger when they should reach 
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the place of rendezvous. They found, on the spot 
appointed, several powerful Chiefs, to all of whom 
Waverley was formally presented, and by all cordially 
received. Their vassals and clansmen, a part of whose 
feudal duty it was to attend on these parties, appeared 
in such numbers as amounted to a small army. These 
active assistants spread through the country far and 
near, forming a circle, technically called the tinchel^ 
which, gradually closing, drove the deer in herds together 
towards the glen where the Chiefs and principal sports- 
men lay in wait for them. In the meanwhil^ these 
distinguished personages bivouacked among the nowery 
heath, wrapped up in their plaids ; a mode of passing a 
summer^ night which Waverley found by no means 
uimleasant. 

For many hours after sun-rise, the mountain ridges 
and passes retained their ordinary appearance of silence 
and solitude, and the Chiefs, with their followers, amused 
themselves with various pastimes, in which the joys of 
the shell, as Ossian has it, were not forgotten. “Others 
apart sate on a hill retired ; ” probably as de^ly engaged 
in the discussion of politick and news, as Milton’s spirits 
in metaphysical disquisition. At length signals or the 
approach of the game were descried and heard. Distant 
shouts resounded from valley to valley, as the various 
parties of Highlanders, climbing rocks, struggling through 
copses, wading broots, and traversing thickets, ap- 
proached more and more near to each other, and com- 
pelled the astonished deer, with the other wild animals 
that fled before them, into a narrower circuit. Every 
now and then the report of muskets was heard, repeated 
by a thousand echoes. The baying of the dogs was soon 
added to the chorus, which grew ever louder and more 
loud. At length the advanced parties of the deer began 
to show themselves ; and as the stragglers came bouninM 
down the pass by two or three at a time, the Chiefi 
showed their skill by distinguishing the fatt^t deer, and 
their dexterity in bringing them down with their j^ns. 
Fergus exhibited remarkSile address, and Edward was 
also so fortunate as to attract the notice and applause of 
the sportsmen. 

But now the main body of the deer appeared at the 
head of the glen, compelled into a very narrow compass, 
and presenting such a formidable phalanx, that their 
antlers appeared at a distance, over the ridge of the steep 
pass, like a leafless grove. Their number was very great* 
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and from a desperate stand which they made, with the 
tallest of the red-deer stags arranged in front, in a sort 
of battle-array, gazing on the group which barred their 

E assage down the glen, the more experienced sportsmen 
egan to augur danger. The work of destruction, how- 
ever, now commenced on all sides. Dogs and hunters 
were at work, and muskets and fusees resounded from 
every quarter. The deer, driven to desperation, made at 
length a fearful charge right upon the spot where' the 
more distinguished sportsmen had taken their stand. 
The word was given in GaeKc to fling themselves upon 
their faces ; but Waverley, on whose English ears the 
signal was lost, had almost fallen a ^ sacrifice to his 
ignorance of the ancient language in which it was 
communicated. Fei^us, observing his danger, sprung up 
and pulled him with violence to the ground, just as the 
whole herd broke down upon them. The tide being 
absolutely irresistible, and wounds from a stag’s horn 
highly dangerous,^ the activity of the Chieftain may be 
considered, on this occasion, as having saved his guest’s 
life. He aetained him with a firm grasp until the whole 
herd of deer had fairly run over them, Waverley then 
attempted to rise, but found that he had suflfered several 
very severe contusions, and, upon a further examination, 
discovered that he had sprained Ms ankle violently. 

TMs checked the mirth of the meeting, although the 
Highlanders, accustomed to such incidents, and prepared 
for them, hail suffered no harm themselves. A wigwam 
was erected almost in an instant, where Edward was 
deposited on a couch of heather. The surgeon, or he who 
assumed the off ce, appeared to unite the characters of a 
leech and a conjuror. He was an old smoke-dried High- 
lander, wearing a venerable grey beard, and having for 
his sole garment a tartan frock, the skirts of which 
descended to the knee, and, being \mdivided in front, 
made the vestment serve at once for doublet and 
breeches.^ He observed great ceremony in approaching 
Edward ; and though our hero was writhing with pain, 
would not\proceed to any operation wMch might assuage 

* The thniAt ikem tiie tynes, or brandies, of the sta^s horas, were accounted 
far more danj^rous than, those of the boar’s tusk : — 

If thou be hurt with horn of stag, it brings thee to thy bier. 

But barber's hand shall hoar's hurt heal ; thereof have thou no fear. (S.) 

^ TMs garb, whldi resembled the dress often put ou children in Scotland, called 
a polonie iije, polonaise), is a Yery andmit modidcatlon of the Highland garb. 
It Yras, in fi*ct, the haul^k car shirt of mail, only composed of cloth instead of 
rings of aimour. (S.) 



WAVEKLEY. 


195 


it until he had perambulated his couch three times, 
moving from east to west, according to the course of the 
sun. This, which was called making the deasil^ ^ both the 
leech and the assistants seemed to consider as a matter of 
the last importance to the accomplishment of a cure ; and 
Waverley, whom pain rendered incapable of expostu- 
lation, and who indeed saw no chance of its being 
attended to, submitted in silence. 

After tMs ceremony was duly performed, the old 
Esculapius let his patient blood with a cupping-glass with 
great dexterity and proceeded, muttering all the while 
to himself in Graelic, to boil on the fire certain herbs, 
with which he compounded an embrocation. He then 
fomented the parts which had sustained injury, never 
failing to murmur prayers or spells, which of the two 
Waverley could not distinguish, as lus ear only caught 
the words Gas;i^’-M€lchi<yr~Balth^zer-7ri(ix^prciLX^ax)c^ and 
similar gibberi^. The fomentation had a speedy efifect 
in alleviating the pain and swelling, which our hero 
imputed to the virtue of the herbs, or the effect of the 
cha:^g, but which was by the bystanders unanimously 
ascribed to the spells with which the operation had been 
accompanied. Edward was given to understand, that not 
one or the ingredients had been gathered except during 
the full moon, and that the herbalist had, while collecting 
them, uniformly recited a charm, which, in English, ran 

Hail to thee, thou holy herb. 

That spraniT on holy ground I 
All in the Mount Oliret 
First WOTt thou found: 

Thou art hoot for many a hmise. 

And healest many a wound; 

In our lAdy’s blessed name. 

I take thee from the ground.* 

Edward observe<^ with some surprise, that even Fergus, 
notwithstanding his knowledge and education, seemed to 
fall in with the superstitious ideas of his countrymen, 
either because he deemed it impolitic to affect scepticism 
on a matter of general belief or more probably because, 
like most men who do not think deeply or accurately 
on such subjects, he had in his mind a reserve of super- 
stition which bsdanced the freedom of his expressions 

Old Highlandeca win atfU make the deasU around those whom they with welt 
to. To go romafcd a pers<m in the opposite direction, or wUher-Mhins (Oterman 
tr-sftins). Is unlncky, and a sort of incantation. <S.) . ^ . 

* This metrical spell, or aomethtog very like It, is preserved hy B^j^lnaM Scott, 
in his work cm Witchcwuft. (S.) 
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and practice upon other occasions. Waverley made no 
commentary, tfierefor^ on the manner of the treatment 
but rewarded the professor of medicine with a liberality 
beyond the utmost conception of his wildest hopes. 'Ke 
uttered, on the occasion, so many incoherent blessings in 
Gaelic and English, that Mac-Ivor, rather scandalized at 
the excess of his acknowledgments, cut them short by 
exclaiming, Ceud Tnile mhaUoich ort I i,e, “A hundred 
thousand curses on you ! " and so pushed the helper of 
men out of the cabin. 

After Waverley was left alone, the exhaustion of pain 
and fatigue, — for the whole day’s exercise had been severe 
threw him into a profound, but yet a feverish sleep, whicli 
he chiefly owed to an opiate draught administered by the 
old Highlander from some decoction of herbs in his phar- 
macopoeia* 

Early the next morning, the purpose of their meet- 
ing being over, and their ^orts damped by the un- 
toward accident, in which Fergus and all his friends 
expressed the greatest sympathy, it became a question 
how to dispose of the disabled sportsman. This was 
settled by Mac-Ivor, who had a litter prepared, of “ birch 
and hazeljgrey,” ^ which was borne by his people with 
such caution and dexterity as renders it not improbable 
that they may have been the ancestors of some of those 
sturdy Gael, who have now the happiness to transport 
the belles of Edinburgh in their sedan-chairs, to ten 
routs in one evening. When Edward was elevated upon 
their shoulders, he could not help being gratified with the 
romantic effect produced by the brewing up of this 
silvan camp.^ 

T^e various tribes assembled, each at the pibroch of 
their native clan, and each headed by their patriarchal 
ruler. Some, who had already begun to retire, were seen 
wdnding up the h ills, or descending the passes which led 
to the scene of action, the sound or their bagpipes dying 
u^n the ear. Others made still a moving pmture upon 
the narrow plain, forming various changeful groups, their 
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feathers and loose plaids waving in the morning breeze, 
and their arms glittering in the rising sxm. Most of the 
Chiefs came to take farewell of Waverlev, and to express 
their anxious hope they might again, and speedily, meet ; 
but the care of Fergus abridged the ceremony or taking 
leave. At length, his own men being completely 
assembled and mustered, Mac-Ivor commenced his march, 
but not towards the quarter from which they had come. 
He gave Edward to understand, that the greater part of 
his followers, now on the field, were bound on a distant 
expedition, and that when he had deposited him in the 
house of a gentleman, who he was sure would pay him 
every attention, he himself should be under the necessity 
of accompanying them the greater part of the way, but 
would lose no time in rejoining his friend. 

Waverley was rather surprised that Fergus had not 
mentioned this ulterior destination when they set out 
upon the hunting-party ; but his situation did not admit 
of many interrogatories. The greater part of the clans- 
men went forward under the guidance of old Ballen- 
keiroch, and Evan Dhu Maccombich, apparently in high 
^irits. A few remained for the purpose of escorting the 
Chieftain, who walked by the side of Edward^s litter, and 
attended him wdth the most affectionate assiduity. About 
noon, after a journey which the nature of the conveyance, 
the pain of his bruises, and the roughness of the way, 
rendered inexpressibly painful, Waverley was hospitably 
received into the house of a gentleman related to Fergus, 
who had preparedfor him every accommodation which the 
simple habits of living then universal in the Highlands, 
put in his power. In this person, an old man about 
seventy, Edward admired a relic of primitive simplicity. 
He wore no dress but what his estate afforded ; the cloth 
was the fieece of his own sheep, woven by his own ser- 
vants, and stained into tartan by the dyes produced from 
the herbs and lichens of the hills around him. His linen 
was spun by his daughters and maid-servants, from his 
own flax, nor did his table, though plentiful and varied 
with game and fish, offer an article but what was of 
native produce. 

Claiming himself no r^hts of clanship or vassalage, he 
was fortunate in the alliance and protection of Vich Ian 
Vohr, and other bold and enterprising chieftains, who 
protected him in the quiet unambitious life he loved. It 
IS true, the youth bom on his grounds were often enticed 
to leave him for the service of his more active friends ; 
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but a few old servants and tenants used to shake their 
grey locks when they heard their master censured for 
want of spirit, and observed, “ When the wdnd is still, the 
shower falls soft.” This good old man, whose charity and 
hospitality were unbounded, would have received Waver- 
ley with kindness, had he been the meanest Saxon 
peasant, since his situation required assistance. But his 
attention to a friend and guest of Vich Ian Vohr was 
anxious and unremitted. Other embrocations were 
applied to the injured limb, and new spells were put in 

g ractice. At length, after more soKcitude than was per- 
aps for the advantage of his health, Fergus took mre- 
well of Edward for a few days, when, he said, he would 
return to Tomanraih and hoped hy that time Waverley 
would be able to ride one or the Highland ponies of his 
landlord, and in that manner return to Glennaquoich. 

The next day, when his good old host appeared, Edward 
learned that his friend had departed with the dawn, 
leaving none of his followers except Callum Beg, the sort 
of foot-page who used to attend his person, and who had 
now in charge to wait upon Waverley. On asking his 
host, if he knew where the Chieftain was gone 1 the old 
man flooked fixedlv at him, with something n^sterious 
and sad in the smile which was his only reply, Waverley 
repeated his question, to which his host answered in a 
proverb, — 

“ What sent the messengers to hell. 

Was asking >vliat they knew full well.” * 

Ha was about to proceed, but Callum Beg said, rather 
pert^, as Edward thought, that “Ta Tigheamach {Le. 
the Cnief) did not like ta Sassenagh Duinhe-wassel to be 
pingled wi’ mickle speaking, as she was na tat week” 
From this Waverley concluded he should disoblige his 
friend by enquiring of a stranger the object of a journey 
which he himself had not communicated. 

It is unnec^sary to trace the progress of our hero’s 
recovery. The sixth morning had arrived, and he was 
able to walk about with a sta:^when Fergus returned 
with about a score of his men. He seemed in the highest 
spirit®, congratulate Waverley on his prc^ess towards 
recovery, and finding he was able to sit on horseback, 
proime their immediate return to Glennaquoich. Wa- 
varley joyfully acceded, for the form of its fair mistress 

to Urn Lowlancl saying, ** Moray ane spoirs th& gate they ken 
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had lived in Ms dreams during all the time of his con- 
finement. 


Now he has ridden o’er moor and moss, 

O’er hill and many a glen, 

Fergus, all the whiM with his myrmidons, striding 
stoutly by his side, or diverging to get a shot at a roe or 
a heath-cock. Waverley’s bosom beat thick when they 
approached the old tower of Ian nan Chaistel, and could 
distinguish the fair form of its mistress advancing to 
meet them. 

Fergus began immediately, with his usual high spirits, 
to exclaim, “ Open your gates, incomparable princess, to 
the wounded Moor Abindarez, whom Hodrigo de ISTarvez, 
constable of Antiquera, conveys to your castle j or open 
them, if you like it better, to the renowned Marqms of 
Mantua., the sad attendant of his half-slain friend, Bal- 
dovinos of the mountain. — ^Ah, long rest to thy souL 
Cervantes ! without quoting thy remnants, how should I 
frame my language to befit romantic ears I 

Flora now advanced, and welcoming Waverley with 
much kindness, expressed her regret for Ms acciaent, of 
wMoh she had already heard particular^ and her surprise 
that her brother should not have taken better care to put 
sr on Ms ^ard against the perils of the sport in 
which he engaged him. Edward easily exculpated the 
Chieftain, who, indeed, at Ms own personal risk, had 
probably saved his life. 

This greetiiw over, Fergus said three or four words to 
Ms sister in Gaelic. The tears instantly sprung to her 
eyes, but they seemed to be tears of devotion and joy^ for 
she looked up to heaven, and folded her hands as in a 
solemn expression of prayer or gratitude. After the 
pause of a minute, she presented to Edward some letters 
wMch had been forwarded from. Tul^-Teolan during his 
absence, and, at the same time, delivered some to her 
brother. To the latter she likewise gave three or four 
nu m bers of the Oaledontan Mercury, the only newspaper 
which was then published to the north of the Twee<£ 

Both gentlemen retired to examine their despatches 
and Edward speedily found that those wMch he had 
received contained matters of very deep interest. 



200 


WAVERLEY. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

Ilewsfrom England, 

The letters which Waverley had hitherto received from 
his relations in England, were not such as required any 
particular notice in this narrative. His father usually 
wrote to him with the pompous affectation of one who 
was too much oppressed by public affairs to find leisure 
to attend to those of his own family. Now and then he 
mentioned persons of rank in Scotland to whom he 
wished Ms son should pay some attention ; but Waverley, 
hitherto occupied by the amusements wMch he h^ 
found at Tully-Veolan and GlennaquoicM diswnsed with 
paying any attention to hints so coldly thrown out, 
especially as distance, shortness of leave of absence, and 
so forth, furnished a ready apology. But latterly the 
burden of Mr Richard Waverley's paternal epistles con- 
sisted in certain mysterious hints of greatness and 
infiuence wMch he was speedily to attain, and which 
would ensure Ms son’s obtaining the most rapid pro- 
motion, should he remain in the military service. Sir 
Everard’s letters were of a different tenor. They were 
short ; for the good Baronet was none of your illimitable 
correspondents, whose manuscript overflows the folds of 
their large post paper, and leav^ no room for the seal ; 
but they were kind and affectionate, and seldom con- 
cluded without some allusion to our hero’s stud, some 
question about the state of his purse, and a special 
enquiry after such of Ms recruits as had preceded him 
from Waverley-Honour. Aunt Rachel charged him to 
remember his principles of religion, to take care of his 
health, to beware of Scotch mists, wMch, she had heard, 
would wet an Engli^man through and through ; never 
to go out at night without his great-coat ; and, above all, 
to wear flannel next to Ms skin. 

Mr Pembroke only wrote to our hero on© letter, but it 
was of the bulk of six epistles of these degenerate dkys, 
containing, in the moderate compass of ten folio pages, 
cl<»ely writteo, a precis of a supplementary quarto 
manuscript of €s^dd€$ma^ delendcL^ et wrrtgenda, in reference 
to the two tracts with which he had presents Waverley, 
This he considered m a mere .sop in the pan to stay the 
appetite of Edward’s curiosity, until he should find an 
opportunity of sending down the volume itself, wMch 
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was much too heavy for the post, and which he proposed 
to accompany with certain interesting pamphlets, lately 
published by his friend in Little Britain, with whom he 
had kept up a sort of literary correspondence, in virtue 
of which the library shelves of Waverley-Honoxir were 
loaded with much trash, and a good round bill, seldom 
summed in fewer than three figures, was yearly transmit- 
ted, in which Sir Edward Waverley of Waverley-Honour, 
Bart., was marked Dr. to Jonathan Grubbet, bookseller 
and stationer. Little Britain. Such had hitherto been 
the style of the letters which Edward had received from 
England ; but the packet delivered to him at Glenna- 
quoich was of a different and more interesting com- 
plexion. It would be impossible for the reader, even 
were I to insert the letters at full length, to comprehend 
the real cause of their being written, without a glance 
into the interior of the British Cabinet at the period in 
question. 

The ministers of the day happened (no very singular 
event) to be divided into two parties j the weakest of 
which^ making up by assiduity of intrigue their inferi- 
ority in real consequence, had of late acquired some new 
proselytes, and with them the hope of superseding their 
rivals in the favour of their sovereign, and overpowering 
them in the House of Commons. Amongst others, they 
had thought it worth while to practise upon Richard 
Waverley. This honest gentleman, by a grave mysterious 
demeanour, an attention to the etiquette of business, 
rather more than to its essence, a facility in making long 
dull speecheSj consisting of truisms and common-places, 
hashed up with a technical jargon of office, which pre- 
vented the inanity of his orations from being discovered, 
had acquired a certain name and credit in puDlic life, ana 
even established, with many, the character of a profound 
politician; none of your shining orators, indeed, whose 
talents evaporate in tropes of rhetoric and fiashes of wit, 
but one possessed of steady parts for business, which 
would wear well, as the ladies say in choosing their silk& 
and ought in all reason to be good for common and 
every-day use, since they were confessedly formed of no 
holiday texture. 

This faith had become so generaL that the insurgent 
party in the cabinet of which we nave made mention, 
after sounding Mr Richard Waverley, were so satisfied 
with his senttmtots and abilities, as to propose, that, in 
case of a certain revolution in the ministry, he should 
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take an. ostensible ;place in the new order of things, not 
indeed of the very hrst ranl^ but greatly higher, in Mint 
both of emolument and innuence, than that which he 
now enjoyed. There was no resisting so tempting a 
proposal, notwithstanding that the Great Man, under 
whose patronage he had enlisted, and by whose banner 
he had hitherto stood firm, was the principal object of 
the proposed attack by the new allies, unfortunately 
this fair scheme of ambition was blighted in the very 
bud, by a premature movement. All the official gentle- 
men concerned in it, who hesitated to take the part of a 
voluntary resignation, were informed that the king had 
no farther occasion for their services ; and, in Richard 
Waverley*s case, which the minister considered as aggra- 
vated by ingratitude, dismissal was accompanied by 
something like personal contempt and contumely. The 
public, and even the party of 'vmom he shared the fall, 
sympathised little in the disappointment of this selfish 
and interested statesman ; and he retired to the country 
under the comfortable reflection, that he had lost, at the 
same time, character, credit, and, — what he at least 
equally deplored, — emolument. 

Richard Waverley’s letter to Ms son upon this occasion 
was a masterpiece of its kind. Aristides himself could 
not have made out a harder case. An unjust monarch, 
and an ungrateful country, were the burden of each 
rounded para^aph. He spoke of long services, and un- 
requited sacrifices ; though the former had been overpaid 
by his salary, and nobody could mess in what the latter 
consisted, unless it were in his deserting, not from con- 
viction, but for the lucre of gain, the Tory principles of 
his family. In the conclusion,Tiis resentment was wrought 
to such an excess by the force of his own oratory, that he 
oouM not repress some threats of vengeance, however 
vague and impotent, and finally acquainted Ms son with 
his pleasure that he should testify his sense of the ill- 
treatment he had sustained, by throwing up |us com- 
mission as soon as the letter reached Mm, This, he said, 
was also Ms uncle’s desire, as he would himself intimate 
in due course. 

Accordingly, the next letter which Edward opened was 
from Sir Everard, His brother’s disgrace seemed to have 
removed from Ms well-natured bosom all recollection of 
their differences, and, remote as he was from eveiy means 
of learning that Richard’s disgrace was in reality only 
the just, as well as natural Mnsequence, of Ms own un- 
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successful intrigues, the good, but credulous Baronet at 
once set it down as a new and enormous instance of the 
injustice of the existing government. It was true, he 
said, and he must not disguise it even from Edward, that 
his lather could not have sustained such an insult as was 
now, for the first time, offered to one of his house, unless 
he had subjected himself to it by accepting of an employ- 
ment under the present system. Sir Everard had no 
doubt that he now both saw and felt the magnitude of 
this error, and it should be his (Sir Everard’s) business, to 
take care that the cause of his regret should not extend 
itself to pecuniary consequences. It was enough for a 
Waverley to have sustained the public disgrace; the 
patrimonial injury could easily be obviated by the head 
of their family. But it was both the opinion of Mr 
Richard Waverley and his o^m, that Edward, the re- 
presentative of the family of Waverley-Honour, should 
not remain in a situation which subjected him also to 
such treatment as that with which his father had been 
stigmatized. He requested his nephew therefore to take 
the fittest, and, at the same time, the most speedy <mpor- 
tunity, of transmitting his resignation to the War-Omce, 
and hinted, moreover, that little ceremony was necessary 
where so little had been used to his father. He sent 
multitudinous greetings to the Baron of Bradwardine. 

A letter from aunt flachel spoke out even more plainly. 
She considered the disgrace of brother Richard as the just 
reward of his forfeiting his allegiance to a lawful, though 
exiled sovereign, and taking the oaths to an alien ; a con- 
cession which her grandfather, Sir Nigel Waverley, refused 
to make, either to the Round-head Parliament or to 
Cromwell, when his life and fortune stood in the utmost 
extremity. She hoped her dear Edward would follow the 
footsteps of his ancestors, and as speedily as possible get 
lid of Hie badge of servitude to the usurping family, and 
r^ard the wrongs sustained by his father as an admoni- 
tion from Heaven, that every desertion of the line of 
loyalty becomes its own punishment. She also concluded 
with her respects to Mr Bradwardine, and begged Waver- 
ley would inform her whether his daughter. Miss Rose, 
was old enough to wear a pair of very handsome ear-rings, 
which she proposed to send as a token of her affection. 
The good lady also desired to be informed whether Mr 
Bradwardine took as much Scotch snuff and danced as 
unweariedly, as he did when he was at Waverley-Honour 
about thirty years ago. 
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These letters, as might have been expected, highly 
excited Wayerley's indignation. From the desultory style 
of his studies, he had not any fixed political opinion to 
place in opposition to the movements of indignation 
which he lelt at his father’s supposed wrongs. Of the 
real cause of his disgrace, Edward was totally ignorant ; 
nor had his habits at all led him to investigate the politics 
of the period in which he lived, or remark the intrigues 
in which his father had been so actively engaged. Indeed, 
any impressions which he had accidentally adopted con- 
cerning the parties of the times, were (owing to the 
society in which he had lived at Waverley-Honour) of a 
nature rather unfavourable to the existing government 
and dynasty. He entered, therefore, without hesitation, 
into the resentful feelmg of the relations who had the 
best title to dictate his conduct ; and not perhaps the 
less willingly, when he remembered the tsedium of his 
quarters, and the inferior figure which he had made 
among tne officers of his regiment. If he could have had 
any doubt upon the subject, it would have been decided 
by the following letter from his commanding officer, 
which, as it is very short, shall be inserted verbatim : 

“SlE, 

‘‘ Having carried somewhat beyond the line of my duty, 
an indulgence which even the lights of nature, and much 
more those of Christianity, direct towards errors which 
may arise from youth and inexperience, and that alto- 
gether without enect, I am reluctantly compelled, at the 
present crisis, to use the only remaining remedy which is 
in my power. You are, therefore, her^y commanded to 

repair to , the head-quarters of the regiment, within 

three days after the date of this letter If you shall fail 
to do so, I must report you to the War-Omce as absent 
without leave, andf also take other steps, which will be 
disagreeable to you, as well as to, 

“Sir, 

“ Your obedient Servant, 

“ J. Gabiiiner, Lieut.-Coi. 

“ Commanding the Regt. Dragoons.” 

Edward’s blood boiled within him as he read this letter. 
He had been accustomed from his very infancy to 
pcwess, in a great measure, the disposal of his own time, 
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and thus acgtdred habits which rendered the rales of 
military discipline as anpleasing to him in this as they 
were in some other respects. An idea that in his own 
case they would not be enforced in a very rigid manner, 
had also obtained full possession of his mind, and had 
hitherto been sanctioned by the indulgent conduct of Ms 
lieutenant-colonel. Neither had anything occurred^ to 
his knowledge, that should have induced his commanding 
ojBBcer, without any other warning than the hints we 
noticed at the end of the fourteenth chapter, so suddenly 
to assume a harsh, and, as Edward deemed it, so insolent 
a tone of dictatorial authority. Connecting it with the 
letters he had just received from his family^ he could not 
but suppose, that it was designed to make him feel, in Ms 
present situation, the same pressure of authority wMch 
had been exercised in Ms father’s case, and that the whole 
was a concerted scheme to depress and degrade every 
member of the Waverley family. 

Without a pause, therefore, Edward wrote a few cold 
lines, thanking his lieutenant-colonel for past civilities, 
and expressing regret that he should have chosen to 
efface the remembrance of them, hy assuming a different 
tone towards him. The strain or Ms letter, as well as 
what he (Edward) conceived to be his duty, in the present 
crisis, called upon him to lay down Ms commission ; and 
he therefore inclosed the formal resignation of a situation 
wMch subjected him to so unpleasant a correspondence, 
and requested Colonel Gardiner would have the goodness 
to forward it to the proper authorities. 

Having finished this magnanimous epistle, he felt 
somewhat uncertain concerning the terms in which his 
resignation ought to be expressed, upon wMch subject he 
rescnved to consult Fer^s Mac-Ivor. It may be observed 
in passing, that the bold and prompt habits of tMnking, 
acting, and speaMng, wMch distinguished this young 
Chieftain, had given him a considerable ascendency over 
the mind of Waverley. Endowed with at least equal 
powers of understanding, and with much finer genius, 
jEdward yet stooped to the bold and decisive activity of 
an intellect wMch was sharpened by the habit of acting 
on a preconceived and regxdar system, as well as by 
extensive knowledge of the world. 

When Edward found his friend, the latter had still in 
Ms hand the newspaper wMch he had perused, and ad- 
vanced to meet Mm with the embarrassment of one who 
has unpleasing news to communicate. ** Do your letters, 
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Captain Waverley, confirm the unpleasing information 
which I find in this paper ? ” 

He put the paper into his hand, where his Other’s 
disgrace was registered in the most bitter terms, trans- 
ferred probably from some London journal. At the end 
of the paragraph was this remarkable innuendo : 

“We understand that ‘this same Richard who hath 
done all this/ is not the only example of the Wavering 
Honour of W-v-r-ly H-n-r. See the Gazette of this 
day.” 

With hurried and feverish apprehension our hero 
turned to the place referred to, and found therein 

recorded, “ Edward Waverley, captain in regiment 

dragoons, superseded for absence without leave ; ” and in 
the list of military promotions, referring to the same regi- 
ment, he discovered tins farther article, “Lieut. Julius 
Butler, to be captain, vice Edward Waverley superseded.” 

Our hero’s bosom glowed with the resentment which 
undeserved and apparently premeditated insult was cal- 
culated to excite in the bosom of one who had aspired 
after honour, and was thus wantonly held up to public 
scorn and disgrace. Upon comparing the date of his 
coloneFs letter with that of the article in the Gazette^ he 
perceived that his threat of making a report upon his 
absence had been literally fulfilled, and without inquiry, 
as it seemed, whether Edward had either received lus 
summons, or was disposed to comply with it. The whole, 
therefore, appeared a formed plan to degrade him in the 
eyes of the public ; and the iaea of its having succeeded 
filled him with such Jbitter emotions, that, after various 
attempts to conceal them, he at length threw himself 
into Mac-Ivor’s arms, and gave vent to tears of shame 
and indignation. 

It was none of this Chieftain’s faults to be indifferent 
to the wrongs of his friends; and for Edward, inde- 
pendent of certain plans with which he was connected, 
he felt a deep and sincere interest. The proceeding 
^peared as extraordinary to Mm as it had done to 
fStfward, He indeed knew of more motives than Wa- 
verlw was privy to for the Mremptory order that he 
^ouTd join his regiment. But that, without farther 
inquiry into the circumstances of a necessary delay, the 
commanding of&oer, in contradiction to Ms known and 
established character, should have proceeded in so harsh 
and unusual a manner, wa.s a mystery wMch he could 
not penetrate. He soothed our hero, however, to the 
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best of bis power, and began to tnm Ms thoughts on 
revenge for his insulted honour. 

Edward eagerly grasped at the idea. “ Will you carry 
a message for me to Colonel Gardiner, my dear Fergus, 
and oblige me for ever ? 

Fergus paused ; “ It is an act of friendship which you 
should command, could it be useful, or lead to the right- 
ing your honour ; but in the present case, I doubt if your 
commanding officer would give you the meeting on 
account of his having taken measures, which, however 
harsh and exasperating, were still within the strict 
bounds of Ms duty. Besides, Gardiner is a precise 
Huguenot, and has adopted certain ideas about the 
sinfulness of such rencontres, from which it would be 
impossible to make Mm depart, especially as his courage 
is beyond all suspicion. And besides, 1 — I, to say the 
truth — I dare not at this moment, for some very weighty 
reasons, go near any of the military quarters or garrisons 
belonging to tMs government.” 

‘‘And am I,” said Waverley, “to sit down quiet and 
contented under the injury I have received ? ” 

“ That will I never advise my friend,” replied Mac-Ivor. 
“ But I would have vengeance to fall on the head, not on 
the hand ; on the tyrannical and oppressive government 
which designed and directed these premeditated and 
reiterated insults, not on the tools of office which they 
employed in the execution of the injuries they aimed at 
you.” 

“ On the government ! ” said Waverley. 

“Yes,” replied the impetuous Highlander, “on the 
usuiping House of Hanover, whom your grandfather 
would no more have served than he would nave taken 
wages of red-hot gold from the great fiend of hell I ” 

‘TBut since the time of my grandfather two generations 
of this dynasty have possessed the throne,” said Edward, 
cool^. 

“ True,” replied the Chieftain ; “ and because we have 
passively given them so long the means of showing their 
native character, — ^because Tx>th you and I mysefi have 
lived in quiet submission, have even truckled to the 
times so far as to accept commissions under them, and 
thus have given them an opportunity of disgracing us 
publicly by resuming them, are we not on that account 
to resent injuries which our fathers only apprehended, 
but which we have actually sustained ? Or is the cause 
of the unfortunate Stewart family become less just. 



208 


WAVERLEY. 


because their title has devolved upon an heir who is 
innocent of the charges of misgovernment brought 
against his father ? — Do you remember the lines of your 
favourite poet 1 — 

Had Richard unconstnrain’d resign'd the throne, 

A king can give no more than is his own ; 

The title stood entail’d had Richard had a son. 

You see, my dear Waverley, I can quote poetry as well as 
Flora and you. But come, clear your moody brow, and 
trust to me to show you an honourable road to a speedy 
and glorious revenge. Let us seek Flora, who perhaps 
has more news to t^ us of what has occurred during our 
absence. She will rejoice to hear that you are relieved of 
your servitude. But first add a postscript to your letter, 
marking the time when you received this calvinisticai 
Colon efs first summons, and express your regret that the 
hastiness of his proceedings prevented your anticipating 
them by sending your resignation. Then let him blush 
for his injustice. 

The letter was sealed accordingly, covering a formal re- 
signation of the commission, and Mac-Ivor despatched it 
with some letters of his own by a special messenger, 
with charge to put them into the nearest post-office in 
the Lowlands. 


CHAPTER XXVI. 

An Eclair dssement. 

The hint which the Chieftain had thrown out respecting 
Flora was not unpremeditated. He had observed with 

g reat satisfaction the growing attachment of Waverley to 
is sister, nor did he see any bar to their uniom except- 
ing the situation which Waverley's father held, in the 
ministrj^ and Edward^s own commission in the army of 
Ceorge II. These obstacles were now removed, and in a 
manner which apparently paved the way for the son’s 
becoming reconciled to another allegiance. In every 
other respect the match would be most eligible. The 
safety, happiness, and honourable provision of his sister, 
whom he dearly loved, appeared to be ensured by the 
proposed union ; and his heart swelled when he con- 
sidered how his own interest would be exalted in the 
eyes of the ex-monarch to whom he had dedicated his 
service, by an aUianc© with one of those ancient* power- 



WAVERLEY. 




ful, and wealthy English families of the steady cavalier 
faith, to awaken whose decayed attachment to the 
Stewart family was now a matter of such vital import- 
ance to the Stewart cause, hfor could Fergus perceive 
any obstacle to such a scheme. Waverley’s attachment 
was evident ; and as his person was handsome, and his 
taste apparently coincided with her own, he anticipated 
no opposition on the part of Flora. Indeed, tetween his 
ideas of patriarchal power, and those which he had 
acquired in France respecting the disposal of females in 
marriage, any opposition from his sister, dear as she was 
to him, would have been the last obstacle on which he 
would have calculated, even had the union been less 
eligible. 

Influenced by these feelings, the Chief now led Waver- 
ley in quest of Miss Mac-Ivor, not without the hope that 
the present agitation of his jest’s spirits might give him 
courage to cut short what Fergus termed the romance 
of the courtship. They found Flora, with her faithful 
attendants, Una and Cathleen, busied in preparing what 
app^red to Waverley to be white bridal favours. Dis- 
gmsing as well as he could the agitation of his mind, 
Waverley asked for what Joyful occasion Miss Mac-Ivor 
made such ample preparation. 

“ It is for Fergus’s bridal,” she said, smiling. 

“ Indeed 1 ” said Edward ; “ he has kept his secret well. 
I hope he will allow me to be his bride^s man.” 

“ That is a man’s office, but not yours, as Beatrice says,” 
retorted Flora. 

“And who is the fair lady, may I be permitted to ask. 
Miss Mac-Ivor ? ” 

“ Did not I tell vou long since, that Fergus wooed no 
bride but Honour?” answered Flora. 

“And am I then incapable of being his assistant and 
counsellor in the pursuit of honour?” said our hero, 
colouring deeply. “ Do I rank so low in your opinion ? ” 

“ Far from it, Captain Waverley. I would to God you 
were of our determination I and made use of the expres- 
sion which displeased you, solely 

Because you are not of our quality. 

But stand against us as an enemy.” 

“That time is past, sister,” said Fergus ; “and you 
may wish Edwara Waverley (no longer captain) joy of 
being freed from the slavery to an usurper, implied in 
that sable and ill-omened emblem.” 

“Yes,” said Waverley, undoing the cockade from his 
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hat, ‘‘it has pleased the king who bestowed this badge 
■upon me, to resume it in a manner which leaves me little 
reason to r^ret his service.” 

“ Thank God for that I ” cried the enthusiast ; “ and O 
that they may be blind enough to treat eveiy man of 
honour who serves them with the same indignity, that I 
may have less to sigh for when the struggle approaches ! ” 
‘\A.nd novr, sister,” said the Chieftam, ‘^replace his 
cockade with one of a more lively colour I think it was 
the fashion of the ladies of yore to arm and send forth 
their knights to high achievement ” 

“Not.” replied the lady, “till the knight adventurer 
had well weighed the justice and the danger of the cause, 
Fergus. Mr \Yaverley is just now too much agitated by 
feelings of recent emotion, for me to press upon him a 
resolution of consequence.” 

Waverley felt half-alarmed at the thought of adopting 
the badge of what was by the majority of the kingdom 
esteemed rebellion, yet he could not disguise his chagrin 
at the coldness with which Flora parried her brother’s 
hint. “Miss Mac-Ivor, I perceive, thinks the knight 
unworthy of her encouragement and favour,” said he, 
somewhat bitterly. 

“ Not so, Mr Waverley,” sho replied, with great sweet- 
ness. “ Wjiy should I refuse my brother’s valued friend 
a boon whicn I am distributing to his whole clan ? Most 
willingly would I enlist every man of honour in the cause 
to which my brother has devoted himself. But Fergus 
has taken his measures with his eyes open. His life has 
been devoted to this cause from his cradle | with him its 
call is sacred, were it even a summons to the tomb. But 
how can I wish you, Mr Waverley, so new to the world, 
so far from every friend who might advise and ought to 
influence you,—- in a moment too of sudden pique and 
indignation, — how can I wish you to plunge yourself at 
once into so d^j^rate an enterprise ? ” 

Fergus, who did not understand these delicacies, strode 
through the apartment biting his lip, and then, with a 
constrained smile, said, “Well, sister, 1 leave you to act 
your new character of mediator between the Elector of 
Hanover and the subjects of your lawful sovereign and 
benefactor,” and left the room. 

There was a painful pause, which was at length broken 
by Miss Mac-Ivor. “My brother is unjust,*^ she said, 
“because he can bear no interruption that seems to 
thwart Ms loyal seal.” 
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‘‘And do yon not share his ardour ! asked Waverley. 
“Do I not?” answered Flora — “God knows mine 
exceeds his, if that be possible. But I am not, like him, 
rapt by the bustle of military preparation, and the 
infinite detail necessary to the present undertaking, 
beyond consideration of the grand principles of justice 
and truth, on which our enterprise is grounded ; and 
these, I am certain, can only be furthered by measures in 
themselves true and just. To operate upon your present 
feelings, my dear Mr Waverley, to induce you to an 
irretrievable step, of which you have not considered 
either the justice or the danger, is, in my poor judgment, 
neither the one nor the other.” 

“ Incomparable Flora I ” said Edward, taking her hand, 
“how much do I need such a monitor I ” 

“A better one ^ far,” said Flora, gently withdrawing 
her hand, “Mr Waverley will always find in his own 
bosom, when he will give its small still voice leisure to be 
heard/’ 

“ No, Miss Mac-Ivor, I dare not hope it ; a thousand 
circumstances of fatal self -mdulgence have made me the 
creature rather of imagination than reason. Durst I but 
hope — could I but think — ^that you would deign to be to 
me that affectionate, that condescending friend, who 
would strengthen me to redeem my errors, my future 
Hfe» 

“ Hush, my dear sir I now you car^ your joy at escap- 
ing the hands of a Jacobite recruiting officer to an im- 
paralleled excess of gratitude.” 

“ Nay, dear Florey trifle with me no longer ; you cannot 
mistake the meaning of those feelings which I have 
almost involuntarily expressed ; and since I have broken 
the barrier of silence, let me profit by my audacity — Or 

may I, with your permission, mention to your brother” 

“ Not for the world, Mr Waverley ! ” 

“ What am I to understand ?” said Edward. “ Is there 

any fatal bar — has any prepossession ” 

“None, sir,” answered Flora. “I owe it to myself to 
say, that I never yet saw the person, on whom I thought 
with reference to the present subject.” 

“ The shortness of our acquaintance, perhaps — If Miss 

Mac-Ivor will deign to give me time ” 

“I have not even that excuse. Captain Waverley^s 
character is so open — ^is, in short, of that nature, that it 
cannot be misconstrued, either in its strength or its weak- 
n^s.” 
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‘‘And for tliat weakness you despise me?” said Ed- 
ward. 

“Foi^ve me, Mr Waverley — and remember it is but 
within this half hour that there existed between us a 
barrier of a nature to me insurmountable, since I never 
couM think of an officer in the service of the Elector of 
Hanover in any other light than as a casual acquaintance. 
Permit me then to arrange my ideas upon so unexpected 
a topic, and in less than an hour I win be ready to give 
you such reasons for the resolution I shall express, as 
may be satisfactory at least, if notpleasing to you.” So 
saying. Flora withdrew, leaving Waverley to meditate 
upon the manner in which she had received ids ad- 
dresses. 

Ere he could make up his mind whether to believe his 
suit had been acceptable or no, Fergus re-entered the 
apartment. “What, d la m<yrt, Waverley?” he cried. 
“ CJome down with me to the court, and you shall see a 
sight worth all the tirades of your romances. An hundred 
firelocks, my friend, and as many broadswords, iust 
arrived from good friends ; and two or three hundred 
stout fellows almost fighting which shall first possess 
them. — But let me look at you closer — ^Why, a true High- 
lander would say you had been blighted by an evil eye. 
— Or can it be this silly girl that has thus blanked your 
spirit ? — ^Never mind her, dear Edward ; the wisest or her 
sex are fools in what regards the business of life.” 

“Indeed, my good friend,” answered Waverley, “all 
that I can charge against your sister is, that she is too 
sensibly too reasonable.” 

all, I ensure you for a louis-dbr against the 
_ four-and-twenty hours. Ho woman was 
ever steadily sensible for that period ; and I will engage, 
if that will please you, Flora shall be as unreasonable to- 
morrow as any of her sex. You must learn, my dear Ed- 
ward. to consider women en ifrwusqmtaire^ So saymg, he 
seized Waverley’s arm, and dragged him off to review his 
military preparations. 


CHAPTER XXYII. 

tke same Stiitjeet, 

Fbjkoot Mao-Iyoe had too much tact and delicacy to 
renew the subject wliich he had interrupted. His head 
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was, or appeared to be, so full of guns, broadswords, 
bonnets, canteens, and tartan hose, that Waveriey could 
not for some time draw his attention to any other 
topic. 

Are you to take the field so soon, Fergus,” he asked, 
that you are making all these martial preparations 2 ” 

« When we have settled that you go with me, you shall 
know all ; but otherwise, the knowledge might rather be 
prejudicial to you.” 

But are you serious in your purpose, with such in- 
ferior forces, to rise against an estabhshed government 2 
It is mere frenzy.” 

La issez faire a Dan Antoine — I shall take good care of 
myself. We shall at least use the compliment of Conan, 
who never got a stroke but he gave one. I would not, 
however,” continued the Chieftain, “ have you think me 
mad enough to stir till a favourable opportunity : I will 
not slip my dog before the game’s afoot. But, once more, 
will you join -with us, and you shall know all 

“ How can I ? ” said Waveriey ; “ I, who have so lately 
held that commission which is now posting back to those 
that gave it? My accepting it implied a promise of 
fidelity, and an acknowledgment of the legality of the 
government.” 

rash promise,” answered Fergu^ ‘‘is not a steel 
handcuff ; it may be shaken ofij especially when it was 

S Iven under deception, and has been repaid by insult. 

ut if you cannot immediately make up your mind to a 
glorious revenge, go to England, and ere you cross the 
TVeed, you will hear tidings that will make the world 
ring ; and if Sir Everard be the gallant old cavalier I 
have heard him described by some of our hxmest gentle- 
men of the year one thousand seven hundred and fifteen, 
he wHl find you a better horse- troop and a better cause 
than you have lost.” 

“ But your sister, Fergus ? ” 

“ Out, hyperbolical fiend ! ” replied the Chief, laughing ; 
“ how vexest thou this man I — Speak’st thou of nothing 
but of la^es 2 ” 

“ Nay, be seriou^ my dear friend,” said Waveriey ; “ I 
feel that the happiness of my future life must depend 
upon.the answer which Miss Mac-Ivor shall make to what 
I ventured to tell her this morning.” 

“And is this your very sober earnest,” said Fei^s, 
more gravely, ‘or are we in the land of romance ana 
fiction T ” 
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‘‘My earnest, undoubtedly. How could you suppose 
me jesting on such a subject ?” 

“ Then, in very sober earnest,” answered his friend, “ I 
am very glad to hear it : and so highlv do I thiiik of 
Flora, that you are the only man in England for whom I 
would say so much. — But before you shake my hand so 
warmly, there is more to be considered, — Your own family 
— wdll they approve your connecting yourself with the 
sister of a highborn Highland beggar 

“ My uncle’s situation,” said Waverley, “ his general 
opinions, and his tmiform indtilgence, entitle me to say, 
that birth and personal qualities are all he would look to 
in such a connection. And where can I find both united 
in such excellence as in your sister ? ” 

“ O nowhere ! — cela va sans dire^^ replied FerMs with a 
smile. “ But your father wdll expect a father^ preroga- 
tive in being consulted.” 

“ Surely ; but his late breach with the ruling powers 
removes all apprehension of objection on his part, es- 
pecially as I am convinced that my uncle will be warm in 
my cause.” 

“ Beligion perhaps^” said Fergus, “ may make obstacles, 
though we are not oigotted Catholics.” 

“ My grandmother was of the Church of Rome, and her 
religion was never objected to by my family. — Do not 
think of my friends, dear Fergus; let me rather have 
your influence where it may be more necessary to remove 
obstacles — I mean with your lovely sister.” 

“My lovely sister,” replied Fergus, “like her loving 
brotlier, is very apt to have a pretty decisive will of her 
own by which, in this case, you must be ruled ; but you 
shall not want my interest, nor my coimsel. And, in the 
first jplace, I will give you one hint — Loyalty is her ruling 
passion ; pid since she could spell an English book, she 
has been in love with the memory of the gallant C^tain 
Wc«an, who renounced the service of the usurper Crom- 
well to join the standard of Charles II., marched a 
handful of cavalry from London to the Highlands to join 
Middleton, then in arms for the king, and at length died 
gloriously in the royal cause. Ask her to show you some 
verses she made on his history and fate ; they have been 
much admired, I assure you. The next point is — I think 
I saw Flora ^ up towards the waterfall a short time 
since — follow, man, follow I don’t allow the garrison time 
to strengthen its purposes of resistance — Alerta d la 
mwmUh / Seek Flora out, and learn her decision as soon 
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as you can, and Cupid go with you, while I go to look 
over belts and cartouch-boxes.” 

Waverley ascended the glen with an anxious^ and 
throbbing heart. Love, with all its romantic train of 
hopes, fears, and wishes, was mingled with other feelings 
of a nature less easily defined. He could not but re- 
member how much this morning had changed his fate, 
and into what a complication of perplexity it was likely 
to plunge him. Sunrise had seen lum possessed of an 
esteemed rank in the honourable profession of arms, Ms 
father to all appearance rapidly rising in the favour of 
Ms sovereign ; — all tMs had passed away like a dream — 
he himself was dishonoured, Ms father disgraced, and 
he had become involuntarily the confident at least, if not 
the accomplice, of plans, dark, deep, and dangerous, 
wMch must infer either the subversion of the government 
he had so lately served, or the destruction of all who had 
participated in them. Should Flora even listen to Ms 
suit favourably, what prospect was there of its being 
brought to a happy termination, amid the tumult of an 
impending insurrection? Or how could he make the 
selfish request that she should leave Fergus, to whom she 
was so much attached, and, retiring with Mm to England, 
w'ait, as a distant spectator, the success of her brother’s 
undertaking, or the ruin of all his hopes and fortunes ? — 
Or, on the other hand, to engage himself, with no other 
aid than Ms single arm, in the dangerous and precipitate 
counsels of the CMeftain, — ^to be whirled along by Mm, 
the partner of all Ms desperate and impetuous motions, 
renouncing almost the iK>wer of judging, or deciding upon 
the rectitude or prudence of ms actions, — ^this was no 
pleasing prospect for the secret pride of Waverley to 
stoop to. And yet what other conclusion remained, 
saving the rejection of his addresses by Flora^ an alterna- 
tive not to be thought of in the present Mgh-wrought 
state of his feelings, with anything short of mental 
agony. Pondering the doubtful and dangerous prospect 
before Mm, he at length arrived near the cascside, where, 
as Fei^s had augured, he found Flora seated. 

She was quite alone, and as soon as she observed Ms 
approach, sne rose^ and came to meet Mm. Edward 
attempted to say something within the verge of ordinary 
comphment and conversation, but found hiimaAlf unequal 
to the task. Flora seemed at first equally embarrassed, 
but recovered berself more speedily, and (an unfavourable 
augury for Waverley’s suit) was the first to enter upon 
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the subject of their last interview. It is too important, 
ill every point of view, Mr Waverley, to permit me to 
leave you in doubt on my sentiments. 

Do not speak them speedily,” said Waverley, much 
agitated, ‘‘unless they are such as I fear, from your 
manner, I must not dare to anticipate. Let time — let 

my future conduct — let your brother^ influence ” 

“ Forgive me, Mr Waverley,” said Flora, her complexion 
a little heightened, but her voice flrm and composed. 
‘"I should incur my own heavy censure, did I delay 
expressing my sincere conviction that I can never re- 
gard you otherwise than as a valued friend. I should 
do you the highest injustice did I conceal my senti- 
ments for a moment — 1 see I distress you, and 1 grieve 
for it, but better now than later ; and O, better a 
thousand times, Mr Waverley, that you should feel a 

g resent momentary disappointment, than the long and 
eart-sickening griefs which attend a rash and ill-assorted 
marriage I ” 

“Gk>od God I” exclaimed Waverley, “why should you 
anticipate such consequences from a union, where birth 
is equal, where fortune is favourable, where, if I may 
venture to say so, the tastes are similar, where you 
allege no preference for another, where you even express 
a favourable opinion of him whom you reject 1 ” 

“ Mr Waverley. I have that favourable opinion,” 
answered Flora ; “and so strongly, that though 1 would 
rather have been silent on the grounds of my resolution, 
you shall command them, if you exact such a mark of my 
esteem and confidence.” 

She sat down upon a fragment of rock, and Waverley, 
placing himself near her, anxiously pressed for the ex- 
planation she offered. 

“I dare hardly,” she said, “tell you the situation of my 
feeHngs, they are so different from those usually ascribe 
to young women at my period of life : and I dare hardly 
touch upon what I conjecture to be the nature of yours, 
lest I should give offence where I would willingly ad- 
minister consolation. For myself, from my infancy till 
this day, I have had but one wish — ^the restoration or my 
royal benefactors to their rightful throne. It is impossible 
to expims to you the devotion of my feelings to this 
single subject ; and I will frankly confess, that it has so 
occupied my mind as to exclude every thought respecting 
wha£ is called my own settlement m life. Let me but 
live to me the day of that happy restoration, and a High- 
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land cottage, a French convent, or an English palace, will 
be alike indifferent to me.” 

But, dearest Flora, how is your enthusiastic zeal for 
the exiled family inconsistent with my happiness ? ” 

“ Because you seek, or ought to seek, in the object of 
your attachment, a heart whose principal delight should 
be in augmenting your domestic felicity, and returning 
your affection, even to the height of romance. To a man 
of less keen sensibility, and less enthusiastic tenderness of 
disposition. Flora Mac-Ivor might give content, if not 
happiness ; for, were the irrevocable words spoken, never 
would she be deficient in the duties which she vowed.” 

“And why, — why. Miss Mac-Ivor, should you think 
yourself a more valuable treasure to one wno is less 
capable of loving, of admiring you, than to me 

“ Simply because the tone of our affections would be 
more in unison, and because his more blunted sensibility 
would not require the return of enthusiasm which I have 
not to bestow. But you, Mr Waverley, would for ever 
refer to the idea of domestic happiness which your imagin- 
ation is capable of painting, and whatever fell short of 
that ideal representation womd be construed into coolness 
and indifference, while you might consider the enthusiasm 
with which I regarded the success of the royal family, as 
defrauding your affection of its due return.” 

“ In other word^ Miss Mac-Ivor, you cannot love me ? ” 
said her suitor dejectedly. 

“I could esteem you, Mr Waverley, as much, perhaps 
more, than any man I nave ever seen ; but I cannot love 
you as you ought to be loved. O I do not, for your own 
sake, desire so ha 25 ardous an experiment I The woman 
whom you marry, ought to have affections and opinions 
moulded upon yours. Her studies ought to Be your 
studies ; — her wishes, her feelings, her hopes, her fears, 
should all mingle with yours. She should enhance 
your pleasures, share your sorrows, and cheer your 
melancholy,” 

“And why will not you. Miss Mac-Ivor, who can so well 
describe a happy union, why will not you be yourself the 
person you describe ?” 

“Is it po^ble you do not yet comprehend me?” 
answered Flora. ‘^Have I not told you, that every keener 
sensation of my mind is bent exclusively towards an 
event, upon which, indeed, I have no power but those of 
my earnest prayers ? ” 

“And might not the granting the suit I solicit,” said 
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Waverley, too earnest on his purpose to consider what he 
was about to say, “even advance the interest to which 
you have devoted yourself ? My family is wealthy and 
powerful, inclined in principles to the Stewart race, and 
should a favourable opportunity ” 

“ A favourable opportunity ! " said Flora, somewhat 
scornfully, — “ Inclined in principles ! — Can such lukewarm 
adherence be honourable to yourselves, or gratifying to 
your lawful sovereign ? — ^Thirus:, from my present feelings, 
what I should suffer when I held the mace of member 
in a family, where the rights which I hold most sacred 
are subjected to cold discussion, and only deemed worthy 
of support when they shall appear on the point of 
triumphing; without it ! ” 

“Your doubts,” quickly replied Waverley, “ are imjust 
as far as concerns myself. The cause that 1 shall assert, 
I dare support through every danger, as undauntedly as 
the boldest who draws sword in its behalf.” 

“Of that,” answered Flora, “I cannot doubt for a 
moment. But consult your own good sense and reason 
rather than a prepossession hastily adopted, probably 
only because you have met a young woman possessed 
of the ULSual accomplishments, in a sequestered and 
romantic situation. Let your part in this great and 
perilous drama rest upon conviction, and not on a hurried, 
and probably a temporary feeling.” 

Waverley attempted to reply, but his words failed him. 
Every sentiment that Flora had uttered vindicated the 
strength of his attachment ; for even her loyalty, al- 
thou^ wildly enthusiastic, was generous and noble, and 
disdamed to avail itself of any indirect means of support- 
ing the cause to which she was devoted- 

After walking a little way in silence down the path, 
Flora thus resumed the conversation. — “ One word more, 
Mr Waverley, ere we bid farewell to this topic for ever ; 
and foigive my boldness if that word have the air or 
advice. My brother Fergus is anxious that you should 
join Mm in his present enterprise. But do not consent 
to this ; you could not, by your single exertions, further 
his success, and you would inevitably share Ms rail, if it 
be Gk>d*s pleasure that fall he must. Your character 
would also suffer irretrievably- Let me beg you will 
return to your own country ; and, having publicly freed 
yourself fiom every tie to the usurping government^ I 
trust you will see cause, and find opportunity, to serve 
your injured sovereign with effect^ and stand forth, as 
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your loyal ancestors, at the head of your natural followers 
and adherents, a worthy representative of the house of 

Waverley.*' 

And should I be so happy as thus to distinguish my- 
self, might I not hope ’’ 

‘"Forgive my interruption,” said Flora. “The present 
time only is ours, and I can but explain to you with 
candour the feelings which I now entertain ; how they 
Blight be altered by a train of events too favourable 
perhaps to be hoped for, it were in vain even to con- 
jecture : Only be assured, Mr Waverley, that, after my 
brother’s honour and happiness, there is none which i 
shall more sincerely pray tor than for yours.” 

With these words she parted from him, for they were 
now arrived where two paths separated. _ Waverley reached 
the castle amidst a medley or conflicting passions. He 
avoided any private interview with Fergus, as he did not 
find himself able either to encounter his raillery, or reply 
to his solicitations. The wild revelry of the feast, for 
Mac-Ivor kept open table for his clan, served in some 
degree to stun reflection. When their festivity was 
ended, he began to consider how he should again meet 
Miss Mac-Ivor after the painful and interesting ex- 
planation of the morning. But Flora did not appear. 
Fergus, whose eyes flashed when he was told by Cathleen 
that her mistress designed to keep her apartment that 
evening, went himself in quest of her; but apparently 
his remonstrances were in vain, for he returned with a 
heightened complexion, and manifest symptoms of dis- 
pleasure. The rest of the evening passed on without any 
allusion, on the part either of Fergus or Waverley, to the 
subject which engrossed the reflections of the latter, and 
perhaps of both. 

When retired to his own apartment^ Edward endeav- 
oured to sum up the business oi the day. That the repulse 
he had received from Flora, would be persisted in for 
the present, there was no doubt. But could he hope for 
ultimate success in case circumstances permitted the 
renewal of his suit ? Would the enthusiastic loyalty, 
which at this animating moment left no room for a softer 
passion, survive, at least in its engrossing force, the 
success or the failure of the present political machina- 
tions f And if so, could he hope that the interest which 
she had acknowledged him to possess in her favour, might 
be improved into a warmer attachment? He taxed his 
memory to recall every word she had used, with the 
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appropriate looks and gestures which had enforced them, 
and ended by finding himself in the same state of un- 
certainty. It was very late before sleep brought relief 
to the tnmnit of his mind, after the most painful and 
agitating day which he had ever passed. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 

A Lettm'from Tully-Veolan, 

In the morning, when Waverley’s troubled reflections 
had for some time given way to repose, there came music 
to his dreams, but not the voice of Selma. He imagined 
himself transported back to TuUy-Veolan, and that he 
heard Davie Gellatley singing in the court those matins 
which used generally to be the first sounds that disturbed 
his repose while a guest of the Baron of Bradwardine. 
The notes wliich sug^sted this vision continued, and 
waxed louder, until Edward awoke in earnest. The 
illusion, however, did not seem entirely dispelled. The 
apartment was in the fortress of Ian nan Chaistel, but it 
was still the voice of Davie Gellatley that made the 
following lines resound under the window : — 

My hcai’t’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here. 

My heart’s in the Highlands a-chasing the deer; 

A-chasing the wSM deer, and following the roe. 

My hearts in the Highlands wherever I go.^ 

Curious to know what could have determined Mr Gollat- 
ley on an excursion of such unwonted extent, Edward 
began to dress himself in all haste, during which opera- 
tion the minstrelsy of Davie changed its tune more than 
once : — 

There’s xmnght in the Highlands hut syboes and leeks, 

And lang-leggit callants gaun wanting the hieeks , 

Wanting the hreeks, and without hose and shoon. 

But well a’ win the breeks when King Jamie comes harae. ® 

By the time Waverley was dressed and had issued forth, 
David had apociated nimself with two or three of the 
numerous Highland loungers who always graced the 
gat^ of the castle with their presence, and was capering 
and dancing full merrily in the doubles and full 'career of 
a Scotch foursome reel, to the music of his own whistling. 

* TlwawB linos fora the hnrdcsn of an old song to which Burns wrote additional 
verses. <S.) 

- I'heswi lines are also anckunt, and I believe to the time of 

We*ll never hae p^ace till Jamie comes liame; 
to whkh Bums llkewto® wrote some versea <S,) 
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In this double capacity of dancer and musician, he con- 
tinued, until an idle pipen who observed his zeal, obeyed 
the unanimous call of Seid stcas, (i.e. blow up,) and 
relieved him from the latter part of his trouble. Young 
and old then mingled in the dance as they could find 
partners. The ap;^arance of Waverley did not interrupt 
David's exercise, though he contrived, by grinning, nod- 
ding, and throwing one or two inclinations of the body 
into the graces with which he performed the Highland 
filng, to convey to our hero symptoms of recognition. 
Then, while busily employed in setting, whooping ail the 
while, and snapping his fingers over his head, he of a 
sudden prolonged his side-step until it brought Mm to the 
place where Edward was standing, and, still keeping time 
to the music like Harlequin in a pantomime, he thrust a 
letter into our hero’s hand, and continued his saltation 
without pause or intermission. Edward^ who perceived 
that the address was in Rose’s hand-writing, retired to 
peruse it, leaving the faithful bearer to continue his 
exercise until the piper or he should be tired out. 

The contents o£ the letter great^ surprised him. It 
had originally commenced with, Ihar Bir; but these 
words had been carefully erase^ and the monosyllable, 
Sir^ substituted in their place. The rest of the contents 
shall be given in Rose’s own language. 

“ I fear I am using an improper freedom by intruding 
upon you, yet I cannot trust to any one else to let you 
know some things wMch have happened here, with wMch 
it seems necessary you should be acquainted. Forgive 
me, if I am wrong m what I am doing ; for, alas I Mr 
Waverley, I have no better advice than that of my own 
feelings : — my dear father is gone from this place, and 
when he can return to my assistance and protection, God 
alone knows. You have probably heard, that in conse- 
quence of some troublesome news from the Highlands, 
warramts wCire sent out for apprehending several gentle- 
men in these parts, and, among others, my dear father. 
In ™ite of all my tears and entreaties tnat he would sur- 
render himself to the government, he Joined with Mr 
Fal<x>ner and some other gentlemen, and they have all 

§ one northwards, vrith a body of about forty horsemen. 

o I am not so anxious concerning his immediate safety, 
as about what may foEow afterwards, for these troubles 
^ only beginning. But all this is nothing to you, Mr 
Waverley, only I thought you would be glad to learn that 
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my father has escaped, in case you happen to have heard 
that he was in danger. 

‘‘ The day after my father went o^ there came a party 
of soldiers to TuUy-Veolan, and benaved very rudely to 
Bailie Macwheeble ; but the officer was very civil to me. 
only said his duty obliged him to search for arms ana 
papers. My father had provided against this by taking 
away all the arms except the old useless things which 
hung in the hall and he had put all his papers out of the 
way. But oh ! Mr Waverley, how shall I tell you, that 
they made strict inquiry after you, and asked when you 
had been at Tully^eolan, and where you now were. 
The officer is gone back with his party, but a non-com- 
missioned officer and four men remain as a sort of 
garrison in the house. They have hitherto behaved very 
well, as we are forced to keep them in good humour. 
But these soldiers have hinted as if on your falling into 
their hands you would be in great danger; I cannot 
prevail on myself to write what wicked i^sehoods they 
said, for I am sure they are falsehoods ; but you will best 
judge what you ought to do. The party that returned 
carried olF your servant prisoner, with your two horses, 
and everything that you left at Tully- veolan. I hope 
God will protect you, and that you will get safe home to 
England, where you used to tell me there was no military 
violence nor fighting among clans permitted, but every 
thing was done according to an equal law that protected 
aH who were harmless and innocent. I hope you will 
exert your indulgence as to my boldness in writing to 
you, wliere it seems to me, though perhaps erroneously, 
that your safety and honour are concerned. I am sure — 
at least I think^ my father would approve of my writing ; 
for Mr Rubric is fied to his <»>usin’s at the Ducnram, to be 
out of danger from the soldiers and the WMg^ and 
Bailie Macwheeble does not like to meddle (he says) in 
other men’s <x>ncems, though I hope what may serve my 
father’s friend at such a time as this, cannot be termm 
improper interference. Farewell, Gaptain Waverley! I 
shall probably never see you mor^ for it would be very 
improper to wish you to call at TuUy-Veolan just now, 
even ix th^e men were gone ; but I will always remember 
with gratitude your kindness in assisting so poor a 
scholar m myself, and your attentions to my dear, dear 
father. 

“ I remain your obliged servant^ 

"Rose Comvhe BEABWAKnnm 
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*"P.S. — I liope you will send me a line by David 
Gellatiey, jnst to say yon have received this, and that yon 
will take care of yourself ; and forpve me if I entreat yon, 
for yonr own sake, to join none of these nnhappy cabals, 
bnt escape, as fast as possible, to your own fortnnate 
country. — My compliments to my dear Flora, and to 
Giennaqnoich. Is she not as handsome and accomplished 
as I described her ? 

Thns concluded the letter of Rose Bradwardine, the con- 
tents of which both snrprised and affected Waverley. That 
the Baron shonld fall under the suspicions of government, 
in consequence of the present stir among the partizans of 
the house of Stewart, seemed only the natural conse- 
quence of Ms political predilections ; but how he himself 
should have been involved in such suspicions, conscious 
that until yesterday he had been free from harbouring a 
thought against the prosperity of the reigning family, 
seemed inexplicable Both at Tully-Veolan ana Olenna- 
quoich, Ms hosts had respected his engagements with the 
existing government, and though enough passed by acci- 
dental innuendo that might induce him to reckon the 
Baron and the Chief among those disaffected gentlemen 
who were still numerous in Scotland, yet until his own 
connection with the army had been broten off by the re- 
sumption of his commission, he had no reason to suppose 
that they nourished any immediate or hostile attempts 
against the present establishment. Still he was aware 
that unless he meant at once to embrace the proposal of 
Fergus Mac-Ivor, it woidd deeply concern him to leave the 
suspicious neighbourhood without delay, and repair where 
his conduct might undergo a satisfactory examination. 
Upon this he the rather determined, as Flora’s advice 
favoured his doing so, and because he felt inexpressible 
repugnance at the idea of being accessory to the plague 
of civil war. Whatever were the origin^ rights of the 
Stewarts, calm reflection told Mm, that, omitting the 
question how far James the Second could forfeit those of 
His posterity, he had, according to the united voice of the 
whole nation, justly forfeited his own. Since 'thatperi<^ 
four monarchshad reigned in peace and glory over Britain, 
Bustadning and exalting the character of the nation abroad, 
and its liberties at home. Reason asked, was it worth while 
to disturb a government so long settled and established 
and to plunge a kingdom into all the miseries of civil 
war, for the purpose of replacing upon the throne the 
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descendants of a monarch by whom it had been wilfully 
forfeited ? If, on the other hand, his own final conviction 
of the goodness of their cause, or the commands of his 
father or uncle, should recommend to him allegiance to 
the Stewarts, still ^ it was necessary to clear his own 
character by showing that he had not, as seemed to 
be falsely insinuated, taken any step to this purpose, 
during his holding the commission of the reigning 
monarch. 

The affectionate simplicity of Rose, and her anxiety 
for his safety, — his sense too of her unprotected state, 
and of the terror and actual dangers to which she might 
be exposed, made an impression ui>on his mind, and he 
instantly wrote to thank her in the kindest terms for her 
solicitude on his account, to express his earnest good 
wishes for her welfare and that of her father, and to 
assure her of his own safety. The feelings which this 
task excited were speedily lost in the necessity which he 
now saw of bidding farewell to Flora Mao -Ivor, perhaps 
for ever. The pang attending this reflection was inex- 
pressible ; for her high-minded elevation of character, her 
self-devotion to the cause which she had embraced, united 
to her scrupulous rectitude as to the means of serving it, 
had vindicated to his judgment the choice adopted by his 
passions. But time pressed, calumny was busy with his 
fame, and every hour's delay increased the power to 
injure it. His departure must be instant. 

With this determination he sought out Fergus, and 
communicated to him the contents of Rose's letter, with 
his own resolution instantly to go to Edinburgh, and put 
into the hands of some one or other of those arsons of 
influence to whom he had letters from his mther, his 
exculpation from any charge which might be preferred 
against him. 

‘‘You run your head into the lion's mouth,” answered 
Mac-Ivor. “ You do not know the severity of a govern- 
ment harassed by just apprehensions^ and a consciousness 
of their own Elegality and insecurity, I shall have to 
deliver you from some dungeon in Stirling or Edinbuigh 
(Sstle.” ^ 

“My innocence, my rank, my father's intimacy with 
Lord M General G , ^fec,, will be a sufficient pro- 

tection,” said Waverley. 

“You will And the contrary,” replied the Chieftain; 
“thwe gentlemen will have enough to do about their own 
matters. Once more, will you take the plaid, and stay a 
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little while with tis among the mists and the crows, in 
the bravest cause ever sword was drawn in ? 

For many reasons, my dear Fergus, you must hold me 
excused/^ 

Weil then,’’ said Mac-Ivor, “I shall certainly find you 
exerting your |K>eticai talents in elegies upon a prison, or 
your antiquanan researches in detecting the Oggam^ 
character, or some Punic hieroglyphic upon the key-stones 
of a vaul4 curiously arched. Or what say you to tin petit 
pendefnent bien joh ? against which awkward ceremony I 
don’t warrant ypti, should you meet a body of the armed 
west-country Whigs.” 

‘^And why should they use me so?” said Waverley. 

“ For a hundred good reasons,” answered Fergus : 
“ First, you are an Englishman : secondly, a gentleman ; 
thirdly, a prelatist abjured ; and, fourthly, they have not 
had an opportunity to exercise their talents on such a 
subject this long-while. But don’t be cast down, beloved : 
all will be done in the fear of the Lord.” 

“Well, I must run my hazard.” 

“You are determined, then ? ” 

“I am.” 

“ Wilful will do’h” said Fergus ; — “ but you cannot go 
on foot^ and I shall want no horse, as I must march on 
foot at the head of the children of Ivor ; you shall have 
brown Dermid.” 

“ If you will sell him, I shall certainly be much obliged.” 

If your proud English heart cannot be obliged by a 
gift or loan, I will not refuse money at the entrance of a 
campaign: his price is twenty guineas. [Remember, 
reader, it was Sixty Years since.] And when do you 
propose to depart % ” 

“The sooner the better,” answered Waverley. 

“ You are right, since go you must, or rather, since go 
you will : I wiil take Flora’s pony, and ride with you as 
tar as Bally-Brough. — Callum B^, see that our horses 
are ready, with a pony for yours^t, to attend and carry 

Mr Waverley’s baggage as tar as (namii^ a small 

town,) where he can have a horse and guide to Edinburgh. 
Put on a Lowland dress, Callum, and see you keep your 


* A llighhmd thyme on Olencaim^s Expeditilon, in 1650, has the&e lines — 

** We’ll a while among ta crows, 

We’U wlake ta sword and bend ta bows.” <S.) 

® Tlie Oggam is a species of the old Irish chamcter. The Idea of the corres- 
pendenee betwixt the Celtic and Punic, founded on a scene in Plautus, was not 
started till Oenffiral VaUancey set up his* theory, long after the date of Fergus 
Msc-Itot. (S.) 
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tongue clos^ if you would not have me cut it out : Mr 
Waverley ridfes Dermid.” Then turning to Edward, “You 
will take leave of my sister ? ” 

“Surely — ^that is, if Miss Mac-Ivor will honour me so 
far.” 

“ Cathleen, let my sister know Mr Waverley wishes to 
bid her farewell before he leaves us. — But Bose Bradwar- 
dine, her situation must be thought of — I wish she were 
here — ^And why should she not^ — There are but four 
red-coats at Tully-Yeolan, and their muskets would be 
veiy useful to us.” 

To these broken remarks Edward made no answer ; his 
ear indeed received them, but his soul was intent upon 
the expected entrance of Flora. The door opened — It 
was but Cathleen, with her lady’s excuse, and wishes for 
Captain Waverley’s health and happiness. 


CHAPTEE XXIX. 

Wciverlet/s Recepti/m in the Lowlands after his 
highland Tour. 

It was noon when the two friends stood at the top of 
the pass of Bally-Brough. “ I must go no farther,” said 
Femus Mac-Ivor, who during the journey had in vain 
endeavoured to raise his friend’s spirits. “ If my cross- 
gradned sister has any share in your dejection, trust me 
she thinks highly of you, though her present anxiety 
about the public cause prevents her listening to any 
other subject. Confide your interest to me } 1 will not 
betray it, providing you do not again assume that vile 
eockfifle.” 

“No fear of that, considering the manner in which it 
has been recalled. Adieu, Fergus ; do not permit your 
sister to foi^et me.” 

“ And adieu, Waverley ; you may soon hear of her with 
a prouder title. Get home, write letters, and make 
friends as many and as ia&t as you can ; there will 
speedily be unexpected guests on the coast of Suffolk, or 
my news from France has deceived me.” ^ 

' Tb# a«o|cii3»e Jacobites, doling: tbe er&aiivl years 1745-6, kept up the spirits 
of their party by the rumour of descents from France on behalf of the Chevalier 
St George. <a ) 
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Thus parted the friends ; Fergus returning back to Ms 
castle, while Edward, followed by Callum Beg, the latter 
transrormed from point to point into a Low-country 
groom, proceeded to the little town of . 

Edward paced on under the painful and yet not alto- 
gether emtettered feelings, which separation and un- 
certainty produce in the mind of a youthful lover. I am 
not sure if the ladies understand the full value of the in- 
fluence of absence, nor do I think it wise to teach it them, 
lest, like the Clelias and Mandanes of yore, they should 
resume the humour of sending their lovers into banish- 
ment. Distance, in truth, produces in idea the same 
effect' as in real perspective. Objects are softened, and 
rounded, and rendered doubly graceful ; the harsher and 
more ordinary points of character are mellowed dovui, 
and those by which it is remembered are the more strik- 
ing outlines that mark sublimity, grace, or beauty. There 
are mists too in the mental, as well as the natural 
horizon, to conceal what is less pleasing in distant 
objects, and there are happy lights, to stream in full 
glory upon those points which can profit by brilliant 
ulumination. 

Waverley forgot Flora Mac-IvoFs prejudices in her 
magnaniimty^ and almost pardoned her indifference to- 
wards his affection, when he recollected the grand and 
decisive object which seemed to fill her whole soul. She, 
whose sense of duty so wholly engrossed her in the cause 
of a benefactor, what would be her feelings in favour of 
the happy individual who should be so fortunate as to 
awaken them 1 Then came the doubtful question^ whether 
he might not be that happy main — a question which fancy 
endeavoured ip answer m the afltenative, by conjuring up 
all she had said in his praise, with the aadition of a com- 
ment much more flattering than the text warranted. 
All that was commonplace, all that belonged to the every- 
day world, was melted away and obliterate in those 
dreams of imagination, which only remembered with ad- 
vantage the pomts of grace and dignity that distinguished 
Flora from the generality of her sex, not the particulars 
which she held m common with them. Edward was, in 
short, in the fair way of creating a goddess out of a 
high-spirited, aooomphshe^ and beautiful young woman ; 
and the time was w^ted in castle-building, until, at the 
descent of a steep Mil, he saw beneath Mm the market- 
town of . 

The BUghland politeness of Galium Beg — there are few 
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nations, by the who can boast of so much natural 
politeness as the BSghlanders^ — the Highland civility of 
nis attendant had not permitted him to disturb the 
reveries of our hero. But observing him rouse himself at 
the sight of the village, Callum pressed closer to his side, 
and hoped “ when they cam to the public, his honour wad 
not sa y n othing about Vich Ian Yohr, for ta people were 
bitter Whigs, deil burst tern.” 

Waveriey assured the prudent page that he w-ould be 
cautious ; and as he now distingui^ed, not indeed the 
ringing of bells, but the tinkling of something like a 
hammer against the side of an old mossy, green, mverted 
porridge-pot, that hung in an open booth, of the size and 
shape of a parrot’s cage, erected to grace the east end of a 
building resembling an old barn, he asked Callum Beg if 
it were Sunday. 

“Could na say just preceesely — Sunday seldom cam 
aboun the pass of Bally-Brough.” 

On entering the town, however, and advancing towards 
the most apparent public-house which presented itself, 
the numbers of old women, in tartan screens and rea 
cloaks, who streamed from tne bam-resembling building, 
debating, as they went, the comparative merits of the 
blessed youth Jabesh Rentowel, and that chosen vessel 
Maister Qoukthrapple^ induced Callum to assure his tem- 
porary master, “ that it was either ta muckle Sunday her- 
sell, or ta little government Sunday that they ca’d ta fast.” 

On alighting at the sign of the Seven-branched Golden 
Candlestick, which, for the further delectation of the 
guests, was gr^ed with a short Hebrew motto, they were 
received by mine host^ a tall thin puritanical figure, who 
seemed to debate with himself whether he ought to give 
shelter to those who travelled on such a day. Reflecting, 
however, in all probability, that he possessed the power 
of mulcting them for this irregularity, a penalty which 
they might ^cape passing into Gregor Duncanson’s, 
at the sign of the Efigmander and the Mawick Gill, Mr 
Ebenesser Cruickshanks condescended to admit them into 
his dwelling* 

To this sanctified person Waveriey addressed his re- 
quest, that he would procure him a guide, with a saddle- 
horse, to carry his portmanteau to Edinburgh. 

^ Tim Im fcormer limes, had saways a high Idea of Ms own gentility, 

mad ira» anadoas to Impresa the same upon those wiUi wdiozn he conrersed* His 
lAngnage abounded in the phrases of courtesy and compliment ; and the habit of 
caarryioff arm*, and mixing with thoee who did so, made it particularly deshmble 
shMld use cantikMM pwtemnn.in their Mtercourse with each other. CS>) 
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‘"And whar may ye be coining from?” demanded mine 
host of the Candlestick. 

I have told yon where I wish to ; I do not conceive 
any further information necessary either for the guide or 
his s^dle-horse.” 

Hem ! Ahem 1 ” returned he of the Candlestick, some- 
what disconcerted at this rebuff. “ It’s the general fast, 
sir, and I cannot enter into ony carnal transactions on sic 
a day, when the people should be humbled, and the back- 
sliders should return, as worthy Mr Goukthrapple said ; 
and moreover when, as the precious Mr Jabesh Kentowel 
did weel observe, tne land was mourning for covenants 
burnt, broken, and buried.” 

“My good friend,” said Waverley, “if you cannot let 
me have a horse and guide, my servant shall seek them 
elsewhere.” 

“Aweel! Your servant? — ^and what for gangs he not 
forward wi’ you himsell ? ” 

Waverley had but very little of a captain of horse’s 
spirit within him — mean of that sort of spirit which I 
have been obliged to when I happened, in a mail-coach, or 
diligence, to meet some military man who has kindly 
taken upon him the disciplining of the waiters, and the 
taxing of reckonings. Some of this useful talent our hero 
had, however, acquired during his military service, and on 
this gross provocation it began seriously to arise, “Look 
ye, sir ; I came here for my own accommodation, and not 
to answer impertinent questions. Either say you can, or 
cannot, get me what I want ; I shall pursue my course in 
either case.” 

Mr Ebenezer Cruickshanks left the room with some 
iudistinct muttering ; but whether negative or acquies- 
cent Edward could not well distinguish. The hostess, a 
civil, quiet, laborious drudge, came to take his orders for 
dinner, but declined to make answer on the subject of the 
horse and guide ; for the Salique law, it seems, extended 
to the stables of the Golden Candlestick. 

From a window which overlooked the dark and narrow 
court m which <^ium Beg rubbed down the horses after 
their joi^ey, Waverley heard the foUowing dialogue 
foet’'w^t the subtle foot-page of Yich Ian Yohr and fais 
landlord : 

“ Ye’H be frae the nprtln young man ?” the latter, 

y® that,” answered Callum. 

yell hae ridden a lang way the day, it may weel 
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Sae lauR, that I could weel tak a dram.” 

** Gudewite, bring the gill stoup. ” 

Here some compliments passed fitting the occasion, 
when my host of the Golden Candlestick, having, as he 
thought, ox>ened his guest’s heart by this hospitable 
propitiation, resumed his scrutiny. 

“ Y ell no nae mickle better whisky than that aboon the 
Pass?” 

“ I am nae f rae aboon the Pass ? ” 

“Ye’re a Highlandman by your tongue ?” 

“ Na ; I am but just Aberdeen-a-way.” 

“ And did your master come f rae Aberdeen wi’ you ? ” 

“Ay — that^s when I left it mysell,” answered the cool 
and impenetrable Callum 

“ And what kind of a gentleman is he ? ” 

“ I believe he is ane o’ Eling George’s state officers ; at 
least he’s aye for ganging on to the south, and he has a 
hantle o’ silier, ^ and never grudges ony thing till a poor 
body, or in the way of a lawing.” ^ 

“ He wants a guide and a horse frae hence to Edinburgh.” 

“Ay, and ye maun find it him forthwith.” 

“ Ahem ! It will be chargeable.” 

“ He cares na for that a bodle.” ® 

“ AweeL Duncan — did ye say your name was Duncan, 
or Donald % ” 

“Na, man — Jamie — ^Jamie Steenson — I telt ye before.” 

This last imdaunted parry altogether foiled Mr Cruick- 
shanks, who, though not quite satisfied either with the 
reserve of the master, or the extreme readiness of the man, 
was contented to lay a tax on the reckoning and horse- 
hire, that might compound for his ungratified curiosity. 
The circumstance of its being the fast day was not 
forgotten in the charge, which, on the whole, did not^ 
however, amount to much more than double what in 
fairness it should have been. 

Callum Beg soon after .announced in person the 
ratification of this treaty, adding, “Ta auld deevil was 
gaa:^bag to ride wi’ ta Dumh^-wassel herseli.” 

“ That will not be very pleasant, Callum, nor altogether 
safe, for our host seems a person of great curiosity ; but a 
traveller must submit to these inconveniences. Mean- 
while, my good lad, here is a trifle for you to drink Vich 
Ian Yohr’s health ” 

*Rie hawk’s eye of Callum flashed delight upon a golden 
guinea, with which these last words were accompanied. 

* A IwriKe wai^ly of miwiey. * Tavern reckoning. •*» A coin one-third of a penny. 
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He hastened, not without a curse on the intricacies of a 
Saxon breeches pockety or mlewhun, as he called it, to 
deposit the treasure in his fob ; and then, as if he con- 
cerned the benevolence called for some requital on his part, 
he gathered close up to Edward, with an expression of 
countenance peculiarly knowing, and spoke in an under 
tone, If his honour thought ta auld deevii Whig carle 
was a bit dangerous, she could easily provide for him, 
and teil ane ta wiser.” 

How, and in what manner % ” 

‘‘Her ain sell,” replied Callum, “could wait for him a 
wee bit frae the toun, and kittle his quarters wi’ her 
^kme-occUP 

“ Skene-occle ! what’s that ? ” 

Callum unbuttoned his coat, raised his left arm, and, 
with an emphatic nodL pointed to the hilt of a small dirk, 
snugly deposited under it, in the lining of his jacket. 
Waverley thought he had misunderstood his meaning ; he 
gazed in his face, and discovered in Callum’s very hand- 
some^ though embrowned features, just the degree of 
roguish mSice with which a lad of the same age in 
England would have brought forward a plan for robbing 
an orchard. 

“ Ghx>d Gk>d, Callum, would you take the man’s life ? ” 
“Indeed,” answered the young desperado, “and I think 
he has had just a lang enough lease o’t, when he’s for be- 
traying honest folk, that come to spend siller at his public.” 

Edward saw nothing was to be gained by argument, 
and therefore contented himself with enjoining Callum to 
lay aside all practices against the person of Mr Ebenezer 
Cruickshanks ; in which injunction the page seemed to 
acquiesce with an air of great indifference. 

“Ta Duinh6-wassel might please himsell ; taauldrudaa 
loon^ had never done Callum nae ill. But here’s a bit line 
frae ta Tigheama, tat he bade me gie your honour ere I 
came back.” 

The letter from the Chief contained Mora’s lines on the 
fate of Captain Wogan, whose enteiprising character is 
m well drawn by Clarendon. He had originalljy engaged 
in the service of the Parliament but had abjured that 
party upon the execution of Charles L; and upon hearing 
that the royal standard was set up by the E^l of Glen- 
caim and General Middleton in the Highlands of ScoHand 
took leave of Charles IL, who was then at Paris, jpassed 
into England, assembled a body of cavaliers in the 



232 


WAVERIiEY. 


neighbourhood of London, and traversed the kingdom, 
which had been, so long under domination of the usurper 
by marches conducted with such skill, dexterity, and 
spirit, that he safely united his handful of horsemen with 
the body of Highlanders then in arms. After several 
months of desultory warfare, in which Wogan’s skill and 
courage gained him the hignest reputation, he had the 
misfortune to be wounded in a dangerous manner, and 
no surgical assistance being within reach, he terminated 
Ms short but glorious career. 

There were obvious reasons why the politic Chieftain 
was desirous to place the example of tMs young hero 
under the eye of Waverley, with whose romantic dis|^si- 
tion it coincided so peculiarly. But his letter turned chiedy 
upon some trifling commissions which Waverley had 
promised to execute for him in England, and it was only 
toward the conclusion that Edward found these vrords : — 
“I owe Flora a grudge for refusing us her company yester- 
day ; and as I am giving you the trouble of reading these 
lines, in order to keep in your memory your promise to 

f rocure me the fishing-tackle and cross-bow from Londom 
will enclose her verses on the Grave of Wogan. This I 
know will tease her ; for, to tell you the truth, I think 
her more in love with the memory of that dead hero, than 
she is likely to be with any living one, unless he shall 
tread a similar path. But EngliSi squires of our day 
keep their oak-trees to shelter their deer parks, or repair 
the losses of an evening at Winters, and neither invoke 
them to wreath their brows, nor shelter their graves. 
Let me hope for one brilliant exception in a dear friend, 
to whom X would most gladly give a dearer title.” 

The verses were inscribed, 

TO AN OAK TREE. 

M (ke €^mxM-rap*d the Mighlcmd* cf Scotland, said to mark 

the Qrane of Captain, Wogan, killed in 1649. 

jSMBUBM of England's ancient fedth. 

Full proudly may Uiy iHranchea wave, 

Where loyalty Ilea low in death. 

And fills a timeless g;mTe. 

And thou, brave tenant of the tomb ! 

Repine not if onr clime deny. 

Above thine honour’d sod to bloom 
The flowerets of a milder sky. 

These owe their birth to g^dal May , 

Beneath a fiercer sun they pine. 

Before the winter storm decay — 

And am. th<^ worth he type of thine? 
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No! fer, ’mid storms of Fate opposing. 

Still Mgher swell’d tby dauntless heart, 

And, while Despair the scene was closing, 

Commenced tliy brief but brilliant part. 

*Twaa then thou sought^at on Albyn’s hill, 

(When England’s sons the strife resign’d) 

A ragged race resisting stUl, 

And unsnbdaed thongh unrefined. 

Thy death's hour heard no kindred wail. 

No holy knell thy requiem rung; 

Thy mourners were the plaided Gael, 

Thy dirge the clamorous pibroch sung. 

Yet who, in Fortune’s summer-shine 
To waste life’s longest term away. 

Would change that glorious dawn of thine, 

Though darken’d ere its noontide day ? 

Be thine the Tree whose dauntless boughs 
Brave summer’s drought and winter's gloom! 

Borne bound with oak her patriots’ brows, 

As Albyn shadows Wogan’s tomb. 

Whatever might be the real merit of Flora Mac-Ivor’s 
poetry, the enthusiasm which it intimated was well cal- 
culate to make a corresponding impression upon her 
lover. The lines were read — read again — then deposited 
in Waverley's bosom — ^then again drawn out, and read line 
by line, in a low and smothered voice, and with frequent 
pauses which prolonged the mental treat, as an emcure 
protracts, by sipping slowly, the enjoyment of a deficious 
beverage. The entrance of Mrs Ci’uickshanks, with the 
sublunary articles of dinner and wine, hardly interrupted 
this pantomime of affectionate enthusiasm. 

At len^h the tall ungainly figure and ungracious 
visage ot Ebenezer presented themselves. The upper 
part of his form, notwithstanding the season required no 
such defence, was shrouded in a large greatcoat, belted 
over his under habiliments, and crestSi with a huge cowl 
of the same stuff, which, when drawn over the head and 
hat, completely over-sh^owed both, and being buttoned 
beneath the ch^ was called a tt'ot-cozy. His hand 
grasped a huge jockey- whip, garnished with brass mount- 
ing. His thin l^s tenant^ a pair of gambadoes fastened 
at the sides with rusty clasps. Thus accoutred, he stalked 
into the midst of the apartment^ and announced hi« 
errand in brief phrase : — " Yer horses are ready.” 

‘‘Yw go with me yourself then, landlord 
I do, asfer as Perth ; where ye may be supplied with 
^ ^ Embro', as your occasions shall require.” 

saying, he placed under Waverley’s eye the bill 
which he held in his hand ; and at the same tim^ self- 
invited, filled a glass of wine, anci drank devoutly to a 
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blessing on their journey. Waverley stared at the maa^s 
impudence, but, as their connection was to be short, and 
promised to be convenient, he made no observation upon 
it ; and, having paid his reckoning, expressed his inten- 
tion to depart immediatelv. He mounted Dermid 
accordingly, and sallied forth from the Golden Candle- 
stick, followed by the puritanical figure -we have described, 
after he had, at the expense of some time and difficulty, 
and by the assistance of a “louping-on-stane,” or structure 
of masonry erected for the traveller’s convenience in 
front of the house, elevated his person to the back of a 
long -backed, raw-boned, thin-gutted phantom of a broken- 
down blood-horse, on which Waverley ’s portmanteau was 
deposited. Our hero, though not in a very gay humour, 
could hardly help laughing at the appearance of Ms new 
squire, anci at imagming the astonishment which Ms 
person and equipage would have excited at Waverley- 
Sonour. 

Edward’s tendency to mirth did not escape mine host 
of the Candlestick, who, conscious of the caus^ infused a 
double portion of souring into the pharasaical leaven of 
his countenance, and resolved internally that, in one way 
or other, the young ETtglisher should pay dearly for the 
contempt with which he seemed to regard him. Callum 
also stood at the gate, and enjoyed, with undissembled 
glee, the ridiculous figure of Mr Cruickshanks. As 
Waverley passed him, he pulled off Ms hat respectfully, 
ancL ^preaching his stirrup, bade him “Tak heed the 
aula Whig deevil played Mm nae cantrip.”^ 

Waverley once more thanked, and b^e Mm farewell 
and then rode briskly onward, not sorry to be out of 
hearing of the shouts of the children, as they beheld old 
Ebenezer rise and sink in his stirrups, to avoid the con- 
cussions occasioned by a hard trot upon a half-paved 

street. The village of was soon several miles tehind 

Mm. 


CHAPTEB XXX 

Shows that the Loss of a Mor^s Shoe may he a seriom 
Inconvenience. 

The msuiner and air of Waverley, but, above all, the 
glittering contents of his purse, and the indifference with 
wMch he seemed to r^ard them, somewhat overawed his 

» Trick. 
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eompanioB, and deterred him from making any attempts 
to enter upon conversation. His own reflections were 
moreover agitated by various surmises, and by plans of 
self-interest, with which these w-ere intimately connected. 
The travellers journeyed, therefore, in silence, until it was 
interrupted by the annunciation, on the part of the 

f uide, that Ms “naig had lost a fore-foot shoe, wMch, 
oubtless, Ms honour would consider it was his part to 
replace.” 

This was what law ye rs call o. fishing question^ calculated 
to ascertain how fcir Waverley was disposed to submit to 
petty imposition. “ My part to replace your horse’s shoe, 
you rascal I ” said Waverley, mistaking the purport of 
the intimation. 

Indubitably,” answered Mr Cruickshanks ; though 
there was no preceese clause to that efiect, it canna be 
expected that I am to pay for the casualties wMlk may 
befall the puir naig while in your honour’s service. — 

Nathless, if your honour ” 

“ O, you mean I am to pay the farrier ; but where shall 
we find one % ” 

iiejoiced at discerning there would be no oMection 
made on the part of his temporary master, Mr Cruick- 
shanks assured Mm that Cairn vreckan, a village which 
they were about to enter, was happy in an excellent 
blacksmith ; but as he was a professor, he would drive 
a nail for no man on the Sabbath, or kirk-fast, unless it 
were in a case of absolute necessity, for wMch he always 
charged sixpence each shoe.” The most important part 
of this communication, in the opinion of the speaker, 
made a very slight impression on the hearer, who only 
internally wondered w^t college tMs veterinary pro- 
fessor belonged to ; not aware that the word was used to 
denote any person who pretended to uncommon sanctity 
of faith and manner. 

As they enter^ the village of Caimvreckan, they 
speedy distinguished the smith’s house. Being also a 
public^ it was two storeys Mgh, and proudly reared its 
crest, cover^ with grey slate, above the thatched hovels 
by wMch it was surrounded. The adjoining smithy 
betokened none of the Sabbatical silence and repose 
which Ebenezer had augured from the sanctity of his 
friend. On the contrary, hammer clashed and anvil 
rang, the bellows groaned, and the whole Mparatus of 
Yulcan appeared to be in full activity. Nor was the 
labour of a rural and pacific nature. Tne master smith, 
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benempt, as Ms sign intimated, John Mncklewrath, with 
two assistants, toiled busily in arranging, repairing, and 
furbishing old muskets, pistols, and swords, which lay 
scattered around his work -shop in military confusion. 
The open shed, containing the forgOj was crowded with 
persons who came and went as if receiving and communi- 
cating important news ; and a single glance at the aspect 
of the people who traversed the street in haste, or stood 
assembled in groups, with eyes elevated, and hands 
uplifted, announced tnat some extraordinary intelligence 
was agitating the public mind of the municipality of 
Cairnvreckan. “ There is some news,” said mine host of 
the Candlestick, pushing Ms lantern-jawed visage and 
bare-boned nag rudely forward into the crowd — “ there is 
some news ; and if it please my Creator, I will forthwith 
obtain speirings^ thereof.” 

Waverley, with better regulated curiosity than his 
attendant’s, dismounted, and gave Ms horse to a boy who 
stood idling near. It arose, perhaps from the shyness of 
his character in early youth, that he felt dislike at apply- 
ing to a stranger even for casual information, without 
previously glancing at his physiognomy and appearance. 
While he looked alx>ut in order to select the j^rson with 
whom he would most willingly hold communication, the 
buzz around saved him in some degree the trouble of 
interrogatories. The names of LocMS, Clanronald, Glen- 
garry, and other distinguished HigMand Chiefs, among 
whom Vich Ian Vohr was repeatedly mentioned, were as 
familiar in men’s mouths as household words ; and from 
the alarm generally expressed, he easily conceived that 
their descent into the Lowlands, at the head of their 
armed tribes, had either already taken place, or was 
instantly apprehended. 

Ere Waverley could ask particulars, a strong, lai^e- 
boned, hard-featured woman, about forty, dressed as if 
her clothes had been flung on with a pitchfork, her cheeks 
flushed with a scarlet red where they were not smutted 
with soot and lampblack, jostled through the crowd, and, 
brandishing high a child of two years old, which she 
danced in ner armi^ without regard to its screams of 
terror, sang forth, with all her might, — 

** CharUe Is my darling, my darling, my dsrllng, 

Clmrlle is my darling. 

The yoong Cheyalierl ** 

** Wye hear what’s come ower ye now,” continued the 
* Tidings. 
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viraeo, “ye whingeing ^ Whig carles*? D’ye hear wlia’s 
coA to cow your cracks ? * 

* Little wot ye wha’s coming', 

Little wot ye wha’s coming’, 

A' the wild Macraws are coming.' ” 

The Vulcan of Cairn vreckan, who acknowledged his 
Venus in this exulting Bacchante, regarded her with a 
grim and ire-foreboding countenance, while some of the 
senators of the village hastened to interpose. “Whisht, 
gudewife ; is this a time, or is this a day, to be singing 
your ranting fule sangs in? — time when the wine of 
wrath is poured out without mixture in the cup of 
indignation, and a day when the land should give 
testimony against popery, and prelacy, and quakensm, 
and independency, and supremacy, ana erastianism, and 
antinomianism, and a' the errors of the church ? ” 

“And that’s a’ your Whiggery,” re-echoed the Jacobite 
heroine ; “ that’s a’ yotir Whiggery, and your presbytery, 
ye cut-lugged, graning carles!^ What I d’ye think the 
lads wi’ the kilts will care for yer synods and yer presby- 
teries, and yer buttock-mail, and yer stool o’ repentance ? 
Vengeance on the black face ox I mony an honester 
woman’s been set upon it than streeks ® doon beside ony 
Whig in the country. I myseU ” 

Here John Mucklerwrath. who dreaded her entering 
upon a detail of personal experience, interposed his 

matrimonial authority. “ Gae hame, and be d ^ (that 

I should say sae,) ana put on the sowens ® for supper. 

“And you, ye doii’d^ dotard,” replied his genUe help- 
mate, her wrath, which had hitherto wandered abroad 
over the whole assembly, being at once and violently 
impelled into its natural channel, stand there ham- 
mering dog-heads for fules that will never snap them at a 
Highlandman, instead of earning bread for your family, 
Md shoeing this winsome young gentleman’s horse that’s 
just come fete the north I I’se warrant him nane of your 
whingeing King George folk, but a gallant Gordon, at the 
least o’ him.” 

The eyes of the assembly were now turned upon 
Waverley, who took the opportunity to beg the smith to 
shoe his guide’s horse with all speed, as he wished to 
proce^ on his Journey ; — ^for he had heard enough to 
make him ^nsible that there would be danger in delaying 
long in thk place. The smith’s eyes rested on him with 


^ WMi^ng. 

‘ OroiuiJxig iKKm, 


* Boors- 


® Cat short yoar boasting taJk. 
« Rtunmery xnMe of oat-meal. 


f Stiipia. 
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a look of displeasure and suspicion, not lessened by the 
eagerness with which Ms wife enforced Waverley’s man- 
date. D hear what the weel-favoured young gentle- 
man says, you drunken ne’er-do-good ? ” 

“And what may your name be, sir?” quoth Muckle- 
wratii, 

“ It is of no consequence to you, my friend, provided I 
pay your labour.” 

“ But it may be of consequence to the state, sir,” replied 
an old farmer, smelling strongly of wMsky and peat- 
smoke; “and I doubt we maun delay your journey till 
you have seen the Laird.” 

“You certainly,” said Waverley, haughtily, “will find it 
both difiSlcult and dangerous to detain me, unless you can 
produce some proper authority.” 

There was a pause and a whisper among the crowd — 
“ Secretary Murray ; ” “ Lord Lewis Gordon ; ” “ Maybe 
the Chevalier- himsell !” Such were the surmises that 
passed hurriedly among them, and there was obviously 
an increased disposition to resist Waverley’s departure. 
He attempted to argue mildly -with them, out Ms 
voluntary ally, Mrs Mucklewrath, broke in ujwn and 
drowned his expostulations, taking his part with an 
abusive violence, which was all set down to Edward’s 
account by those on whom it was bestowed. “ Ye'll stop 
ony gentleman that’s the Prince’s freend?” for she too, 
though with other feelings, had adopted the general 
opinion respecting Waverley. “I daur ye to touch him,” 
spreading abroad her long and muscular fingers, garnished 
with claws which a vulture might have envied. “ I’ll set 
my ten commandments in the face o’ the first loon ^ that 
lays a finger on Mm.” 

“ Gae hame, gudewif e,” quoth the farmer aforesaid ; “ it 
wad better set you to be nursing the gudeman’s baims 
than to be deaving * us here.” 

“JTis baims?” retorted the Amazon, regarding her 
husband with a grin of ineffable contempt — “ His baims I 

** O gin ye were dead, gudeman. 

And a grecsa tturf on your head, godemanf 
Then I wad ware ® my widowhcwKi 
Upon a ranting HIghlandman.*' 

This canticle, which excited a suppressed titter among 
the younger part of the audience, totally overcame the 
patience of the taunted man of the anvil. “ Diel be in 
me but 111 put this het gad ^ down her throat I ” cried he^ 
* RascaL » Deafening. » Spend. ■* Hotrod. 
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in an ecstasy of wrath, snatching a bar from the forge ; 
and he might have executed his threat, had he not been 
withheld by a part of the mob, while the rest endeavoured 
to force the termagant out of his presence. 

Waverley meditated a retreat in the confusion, but his 
horse was nowhere to be seen. At length he observed, at 
some distance, his faithful attendant, Ebenezer, who, as 
soon as he had perceived the turn matters were likely to 
take, had withdrawn both horses from the press, and, 
mounted on the one, and holding the other, answered the 
loud and repeated calls of Waverley for his horse. “ Na, 
na ! if ye are nae friend to kirk and the king, and are 
detained as siccan ^ a person, ye maun ^ answer to honest 
men of the country for breach of contract ; and I maun 
keep the naig and the walise for damage and expense, in 
respect my horse and mysell will lose to-morrow’s day’s- 
wark, besides the afternoon preaching.” 

Edward, out of patience, hemmed in and hustled by the 
rabble on every side, and every moment expecting per- 
sonal violence, resolved to try measures of intimidation, 
and at length drew a pocket-pistol, threatening, on the 
one hand, to shoot whomsoever dared to stop him, and, 
on the other, menacing Ebenezer with a similar doom, if 
he stirred a foot with the horses. The sapient Partridge 
says, that one man with a pistol, is equal to a hundred 
unarmed, because, though he can shoot but one of the 
multitude, yet no one knows but that he himself may be 
that luckless individual. The levy en Tnaese of Caim- 
vreckan would therefore probably have given way, nor 
would Ebenezen whose natural paleness had waxed three 
shades more cadaverous, have ventured to dispute a man- 
date so enforced, had not the Vulcan of the village, eager 
to discharge upon some more worthy object the fury 
which his helpmate had provoked, and not ill satisfied to 
find such an object in Waverley, rushed at him with the 
red-hot bar of iron, with such determination, as made the 
discharge of his pistol an act of self-defence. The un- 
fortunate man fell; and while Edward, thrilled with a 
natural horror at the incident, neither had presence of 
mind to unsheathe his sword, nor to draw his remaining 
pistol, the populace threw themselves upon him, disarmed 
him, and were about to use him with great violence, when 
the appearance of a venerable clergyman, the pastor of 
the pansh, put a curb on their fury. 

This worthy man (none of the Uoukthrapples or Ren- 

* Such Mud of. » Must. 
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toweis) maintained his character with the comm 
people, although he preached the practical fruits of 
Christian faith, as as its abstract tenets, and was 
respected by the higher orders, notwithstanding he 
declined soothing their speculative errors by converting 
the pulpit of the gospel into a school of heathen inoralit;y 
Perhaps it is owing to this mixture of faith and practice 
in his doctrine, that, although his memory has formed a 
sort of era in the annals of Cairnvreckan, so that the 
parishioners, to denote what befell Sixty Years since, still 
say it happened “in good Mr Morton’s time,” I have 
never been able to discover which he belonged to, the 
evangelical, or the moderate party in the kirk. Nor do I 
hold the circumstance of much moment, since, in my own 
remembrance, the one was headed by an Erskine, the 
other by a Robertson.^ 

Mr Morton had been alarmed by the discharge of the 


to detain Waverley, but to abstain from injuring him, 
was turned to the Dody of Mucklewrat^ over which his 
wife^ in a revulsion of feeling, was weeping, howliug, and 
tearing her elf-locks, in a state little short of distraction. 
On raising up the smith, the first discovery w^ that he 
was alive ; and the next, that he was likely to live as long 
as if he never heard the report of a pistol in his life. 
He had made a narrow escape, however ; the bullet had 
grazed his head, and stunned him for a moment or two, 
which trance terror and confusion of spirit had prolonged 
somewhat longer. He now arose to demand vengeance 
on the person of Waverley, and with difficulty acquiesced 
in the proposal of Mr Morton, that he should be carried 
before the Laird, as a justice of peace, and placed at his 
disposal. The rest of the assistants unanimously agreed 
to the measure recommended ; even Mrs Mucklewrath, 
who had b^un to recover from her hysterics, whimpered 
forth, “ She wadna say naething against what the minis- 
ter proposed ; he was e’en ower gude for his trade, and 
she hoped to see him wi’ a dainty decent bishop’s gown 
on his oacfc ; a comelier sight than your Geneva cloaks 


and bands, I wis.” 


‘ Th® itev, Jolm Erskine, an eminent ScotUsh dlrlne,imd a most excellent 
man, lieadied the Evangelical party In the Church of Scotlaml at the time when 
the eelehrated Dr Eoh©fts<m, the historian, was the leader of the Moderate party, 
TIim© two distinguished persons were eolleagaes in the Old Grey Friar*a Church, 
Edinburgh; and, however much they differed in church politios, preserved the most 
perfect liumncmy as private friend and as clergymen serving the same cure, (S.) 
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All controversy being thus laid aside^ Waverley, es- 
corted by the whole inhabitants of the village who were 
not bed-ridden, was conducted to the house of Caira- 
vreckan, which was about half a mile distant. 


CHAPTER XXXI. 

An Examination, 

Major Melvilus of Caimvreckan. an elderly gentle- 
man, who had spent his youth in the military service, 
received Mr Morton with great kindness, and our hero 
with civility, which the equivocal circumstances wherein 
Mward was placed rendered constrained and distant. 

The nature of the smith’s hurt was inquired into, and 
as the actual injury was likely to prove trifling, and the 
circumstances in which it was received rendered the in- 
fliction, on Edward’s part, a natural act of self-defence, 
the Major conceived he might dismiss that matter, on 
Waverley’s depositing in his hands a small sum for the 
benefit of the wounded person. 

‘‘I could wish, sir,” continued the major, “that my duty 
terminated here ; but it is necessary that we should have 
some further inquiry into the cause of your journey 
through the country at this unfortunate and distracted 
time.” 

Mr Ebenezer Cruickshahks now stood forth, and com- 
municated to the magistrate all he knew or suswcted, 
from the reserve of Waverley, and the evasions of Callum 
Beg. The horse upon which Edward rode, he said, he 
knew to belong to Yich Ian Vohr, though ne dared not 
tax Edward’s former attendant with the fact, lest he 
should have his house and stables burnt over his head 
some night by that godless gang, the Mac-Ivors. He 
conclude by exaggerating his own services to kirk and 
state, as haviM been the means, under God, (as he 
niodestly qualms the assertion,) of attaching this sus- 
picious and formidable delinquent. He intimated hopes 
of future reward, and of instant reimbursement for loss of 
time, and even of character, by travelling on the state 
business on the fast-day. 

To this Major Melville answered, with great comjjosure^ 
that so far from claiming any merit in this afl^r, Mr 
Cruickshanks ought to deprecate the iiBp<^tion of a very 
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lieaw fine for neglecting to lodge, in terms of tlie recent 
proclamation, an account the nearest magistrate of 
any stranger who came to his inn ; that, as Mr Cmick- 
shanks boasted so much of religion and loyalty, he 
should not impute this conduct to disaffection, but only 
suppose that his zeal for kirk and state had been lulled 
asleep by the opportunity of charging a stranger with 
double horse-hire j that, however, feeling himself incom- 
petent to decide singly upon the conduct of a person of 
such importance, he should reserve it for consideration of 
the next quarter-sessions. Now our history for the pre- 
sent saith no more of him of the Candlestick, who wended 
dolorous and malcontent back to his own dwelling. 

Major Melville then commanded the villagers to return 
to their homes, excepting two, who officiated as constables, 
and whom he directed to wait below. The apartment 
was thus cleared of every person but Mr Morton, whom 
the Major invited to remain ; a sort of factor, who acted 
as clerk ; and Waveriey himself. There ensued a painful 
and embarr^sed pause, till Major Melville, looking upon 
Waveriey with much compassion, and often consuxting a 
paper or memorandum which he held in his hand, requested 
to Know his name. — Edward Waveriey.” 

I thought so ; late of the dragoons, and nephew 

of Sir Everard Waveriey of Waverley-Honour ? ” 

‘‘^The same.” 

“Young gentleman, I am extremely sorry that this 
painful duty has fallen to my lot.” 

“ Duty, Major Melville, renders apologies superfluous.” 

“True, sir ; permit me, therefore, to ask you how your 
time has been disposed of since you obtained leave of 
absence from your regiment^ sever^ weeks ago, until the 
pr^ent moment 1 ” 

“ My reply,” said Waveriey, “ to so general a question 
must Be guided by the nature of the charge which renders 
it nec^sssary. I request to know what that charge is, and 
upon what authority I am forcibly detained to reply to 
it!” 

“ The charge, Mr Waveriey, I grieve to say, is of a very 
high nature, and affects your character both as a soldier 
and a subje^ In the former capacity, you are chaiged 
with spreading mutiny and rebellion among the men you 
commanded^ and setting them the example of desertion, 
by prolongmg your own absence from the regiment, 
contrary to the express orders of your commanding officer. 
The civil crime of which you stand accused is that of high 
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treason, and lev^^g war against the king, the highest 
delinquency of which a subject can be guilty/^ 

And by what authority am I detained to reply to such 
heinous calumnies ? 

‘‘By one which you must not dispute, nor I disobey ” 

He handed to Waverley a warrant from the Supreme 
Cnmmal Court of Scotland, in full form, for appr^end- 
ing and securing the person of Edward Waverley, Esa 
suspected of treasonable practices, and other high crimes 
and misdemeanours. 

The astomshment which Waverley expressed at this 
communication w^ mputed by Major Melville to 
conscious guilt, while Mr Moi^n was rather disposed to 
construe it into the surprise of innocence uniustlv 
pspected. There w;as something true in both con- 
j^tures ; for although Edward^s mind acquitted him of 
the cnme with which he was charged, yet a hasty review 
of Ms own conduct con vmced him he might have great 
^thera ^ innocence to the satisfaction 

of painful business,” said 
Major Melville, after a pause, ‘‘that^ under so grave a 
charge, I must necessanlv request to see such pwers as 
you have on your pnerson/ peepers as 

You Shan, sir, without reserve,” said Edward, throwing 
his p<^ket~bc^k ai^ memorandums upon the table ; ‘‘ there 

dispense,’^ 

^ Waverley, I can indulge you with 

it then, sir; and as it can be of no 
se^ce, I it may be returned.” 

•He txMk from his bosom the lines he had that moraine' 

m silence, and directed his merk to 
make a copy of them. He then wrapped the copy in the 
envelope, a,nd r^e it on the tableSr^W ret™l 
Waverley,^th an air of melan^VgmS 
After indulging the prisoner, for such our hero mult 
nw be oonsfle^, vdth what he thought a fe^^We 

tune for reflection. Major Melville resnmed his ex 

aminatiom nrATr%iQi«o. T^rJ^Sr ms ex- 


£s^c l^oSorpSS He the™ 

iWrt fi dicStingT^he went 

l^^hom it^al^tedT^™*^ amanu^ 
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Did Mr Wa%^erley know one Humphry Houghton a 
non-commissioned officer in Gardiner’s dragoons ’ 

“ Certainly ; he was sergeant of my troop, and son of a 
tenant of my uncle.” 

“ Exactly — and had a considerable share of your 
confidence, and an influence among his comrades ? ” 

“I had never occasion to repose confidence in a person 
of his description,” answered Waverley. “I favoured 
Sergeant Houghton as a clever, active young fellow, and 
I bmieve his fellow-soldiers respected him accordingly/' 

‘‘ But you used through this man,” answered Major 
Melville, to communicate with such of your troop as 
were recruited upon Waverley-Honour ? ” 

“ Certainly ; the poor fellows, finding themselves in a 
regiment chiefly composed of Scotch or Irish, looked up 
to me in any of their little distresses, and naturally made 
their countrymen, and sergeant, their spokesman on 
such occasions.” 

Sergeant Houghton’s influence,” continued the Major, 
“extended, then, particularly over those soldiers who 
followed you to the regiment from your uncle’s estate ? ” 

“ Surely ; — ^but what is that to the present purpose ? ” 

“ To that I am just coming, and I beseech your candid 
reply. Have yom since leaving the regiment, held any 
correspondence, direct or indirect, with this Sergeant 
Hoimhton?” 

“I ! — I hold correspondence with a man of his rank 
and situation ! — How, or for what purpose 1 ” 

“ That you are to explain ; — but did you not, for 
exanmle, send to him for some books ? ” 

“ You remind me of a trifling commission,” said 
Waverley, “which I gave Sergeant Houghton, because 
my servant could not read. I do recollect I bade him, by 
letter, select some books, of which I sent him a list, and 
send them to me at Tully-Veolan.” 

“ And of what description were those books ? ” 

“ They related almost entirely to elegant literature ; 
they were designed for a lady’s perusal.” 

“were there not, Mr Waverley, ti*easonable tracts and 
pamphlets among them f ” 

“There were some political treatises, into which I 
hardly looked. They had been sent to me by the offici- 
ousn^s of a kind fiiend, whose heart is more to be 
esteemed than Ms prudence or political sagacity : they 
seemed to be dull comp<mtions.” 

“That friend,” continued the persevering inquirer, 



WAVERIiEY. 


245 


“ was a ^fr Pembroke, a nonluring clergyman, the author 
of two treasonable works, of which the manuscripts were 
found among your baggage ? ” 

But of which, I give you my honour as a gentleman, 
replied Waverley, ‘*"1 never read six pages/' 

“■ I am not your judge, Mr Waverley ; your examination 
will be transmitted elsewhere. And now- to proceed — Do 
you know a person that passes by the name of Wily Will, 
or Will Ruthven 

I never heard of such a name till this moment.” 

“ Did you never through such a person, or any other 
person, communicate with Sergeant Humphry Houghton, 
instigating him to desert, with as many of his comrades 
as he could seduce to join him, and unite with the High- 
landers and other rebels nowin arms under the command 
of the young Pretender ? ” 

“I assure you I am not only entirely guiltless of the 
plot you have laid to my charge, but I detest it from the 
very bottom of my sotu, nor would I be guilty of such 
treachery to gain a throne, either for myseH or any other 
man alive.” 

Yet when I consider this envelope in the handwriting 
of one of those misguided gentlemen who are now in arms 
against their country, and the verses wrhich it enclosed, I 
cannot but find some analogy between the enterprise I 
have mentioned and the exploit of Wogan, which the 
writer seems to expect you should imitate.” 

Waverley was struck with the coincidence, but denied 
that the wishes or expectations of the letter-writer were 
to be regarded as proofs of a charge otherwise chimerical. 

‘‘ But, if I am rightly informea, your time was spent, 
during vour absence from the regiment, between the 
house of this Highland Chieftain, and that of Mr Brad- 
wardine, of Bradwardme, also in arms for this unfor- 
tunate cause ? ” 

“ I do not mean to disguise it ; but I do deny, most 
resolutely, being privy to any of their designs against the 
government.” 

“ You do not, however, I presume, intend to deny, that 
you attended your host Glennaquoich to a rendezvous, 
where, under a pretence of a general hunting match, most 
of the accomplices of his treason were assembled to 
concert measures for taking arms 1 ” 

“I acknowledge having been at such a meeting,” said 
Waverley; “but I neither heard nor saw anything 
which could give it the character you affix to 
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‘^From thence you proceeded/^ continued the magistrate, 
“with Glennaquoich and a part of his clan, to foin the 
army of the young Pretender, and returned, after having 
paid your homage to him, to discipline and arm the 
remainder, and unite them to his bands on their way 
southward?” 

“ I never went with Glennaquoich on such an errand. 
I never so much as heard that the person whom you 
mention was in the countiy.” 

He then detailed the history of his misfortune at the 
hunting match, and added, that on his return he found 
himself suddenly deprived of his commission, and did not 
deny that he then, tor the first time, observed symptoms 
which indicated a disposition in the Highlanders to take 
arms ; but added, that having no inclination to join their 
cause, and no longer any reason for remaining in Scot- 
land, he was now on his return to his native country, to 
which he had been summoned by those who had a right 
to direct his motions, as Major Melville would perceive 
from the letters on the table. 

Major Melville accordingly perused the letters of 
Richard Waverley, of Sir Everard, and of Aunt Rachel j 
but the inferences he drew from them were different from 
what Waverley expected. They held the language of 
discontent with government, threw out no obscure hints 
of revenge, and that of poor Aunt Rachel, which plainly 
asserted the justice of the Stewart cause, was held to 
contain the open avowal of what the others only ventured 
to insinuate. 

“Permit me another question, Mr Waverley,” said 
Major Melville, — “Did you not receive repeated letters 
from your commanding-officer, warning you and com- 
manding you to return to your post, and acquainting you 
with the use made of your name to spread discontent 
among your soldiers ? ” 

“I never did, Major Melville. One letter, indeed, I 
received from him, containing a civil intimation of his 
wish that I would employ my leave of absence otherwise 
than in constant residence at Bradwardine, as to which, 
I own, I thought he was not called on to interfere ; and. 
finallj^ I received, on the same day on which I ob^rved 
myselt superseded in the Gazette, a second letter from 
Colonel Gardiner, commanding me to join the regiment. 
an order which, owing to my absence, already mentioned 
and acxxiunted for, I received too late to be obeyed. If 
there were any intermediate letteis, and certainly from 
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the ColoneFs Mgh character I think it probable that there 
were, they have never reached me/' 

have omitted, Mr Waverley,” continued Major 
Melville, to inquire after a matter of less consequence, 
but which has nevertheless been publicly talked of to 
your disadvantage. It is saicL that a treasonable toast 
having been proposed in your nearing and presence, you, 
holding his majesty^s commission, suffered the ta^ of 
resentuig it to devolve upon another gentleman of the 
company. This, sir, cannot be charged against you in a 
court of Justice ,* but if , as I am informed, the officers of 
your regiment requested an explanation of such a rumour, 
as a gentleman and soldier, I cannot but be surprised that 
you did not afford it to them/' 

This was too much. Beset and pressed on every hand 
by accusations, in which gross falsehoods were blended 
with such circumstances of truth as could not fail to 

g rocure them credit, — alone, unfriended, and in a strange 
tnd, Waverley almost gave up his life and honour for 
losi^ and, leaning his head upon his hand, resolutely 
refused to answer any farther questions, since the fair 
and candid stetement he had already made had only 
served to furnish arms against him. 

Without expressing either surprise or displeasure at 
the change in Waverley's manner, Major Melville pro- 
ceeded compc^edly to put several other queries to him. 
‘^What does it avail me to answer you?’' said Edward, 
suUenly. You appear convinced of my guilt, and wrest 
every reply I have made to support your own precon- 
ceive opinion. Enjoy your supposed triumph, then, and 
torment me no further. If I am capable of the cowardice 
and treachery your charge burdens me with, I am not 
worthy to be believed in any reply I can m^e to you. 
If I am not deserving of your suspicion — ^and God and 
my own conscience bear evidence with me that it is so — 
then I do not see why I should, by my candour, lend my 
arouseiTs arms against my innocence. There is no reason 
I should answer a word more, and I am determined to 
abide by this resolution." And ^ain he resumed Ms 
posture of sullen determined silence. 

‘‘Allow me," said the magistrate, “to remind you of 
one reason that may suggest the propriety of a candid 
and open oonf<^^on. The inexperience of youth, Mr 
Waverley, lays it open to the plans of the more designli^ 
and artful ; and one of your friends at least — mesm 
Mac-Ivor of Glennaquoich — ^ranks high in the latter cdass. 
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as, from yoTir apparent ingenuonsne^ youtii, and nnac- 
quaintance with the manners of the Highland^ I should 
be disposed to place you among the former. In such a 
case, a false step, or error like yours, which I shall be 
happy to consider as involuntary, may be atoned for, and 
I would willingly act as intercessor. But as you must 
necessarily be acquainted with the strength of the indi- 
viduals in this country who have assumed arms, with 
their means, and with their plans, I must expect you will 
merit this mediation on my part by a frank and candid 
avowal of all that has come to your knowledge upon these 
heads. In which case, I think I can venture to promise 
that a very short personal restraint will be the only ill 
consequence that can arise from your accession to these 
unhappy intrigues." 

Waverley listened with great composure until the end 
of this exhortation, when, springing from his seat, with 
an energy he had not yet displayed, he replied, “ Major 
Melville, since that is your name, I have hitherto 
answered your questions with candour, or declined 
them with temper, because their import concerned 
myself alone; but as you presume to esteem me mean 
enough to commence mformer against others^ who re- 
ceive me, whatever m^ be their public misconduct, 
as a guest and friend, — I declare to you that I consider 
your questions as an insult infinitely more offensive 
than your calumnious suspicions ; and that, since my 
hard fortune permits me no other mode of r^enting 
them than by verbal defiance, you should sooner have 
my heart out of my bosom, than a single syllable of 
information on subjects which I could only become 
acquainted with in the full confidence of unsuspectmg 
hospitality." 

Mr Morton and the Major looked at each other ; and 
the former, who, in the course of the examination, had 
been repeatedly troubled with a sorry rheum, had re- 
course to Ms snuff-box and his handkercMef . 

Mr Waverley,” said the Major, “my present situation 
proMbits me alike from giving or receivmg offence, and I 
will not protract a discussion wMch approaches to either, 
I am a&*aid I must sign a warrant for detaining you in 
custody, but this house shall for the present be your 
priron, I fear I cannot persuade you to accept a share of 
our supper,— ;(Edward shook his head) — ^but 1 will order 
refreshments in your apartment." 

Our hero bowed and withdrew, under guard of the 



WAVEBLEY. 


249 


officers of justice, to a small but handsome room, where, 
declining all offers of food or wine,_ he flung himself on 
the bed, and, stupifl^ by the harassing eyents and men- 
tal fatigue of this miserable day, he sunk into a deep and 
heavy slumber. This was more than h^ himself could 
have expected ; but it is mentioned of the North- American 
Indians, when at the stake of torture, that on the least 
intermission of agony, they will sleep until the Are is 
applied to awaken them. 


CHAPTER XXXII. 

A Confereifice^ and the Conseque'ttce, 

Majob MELVUiiiE had detained Mr Morton during his 
examination of Waverley, both because he thought he 
might derive assistance from his practical good sense and 
approved loyalty, and also because it was agreeable to 
have a witness of unimpeached candour and veracity to 
proceedings which touched the honour and safety of a 
young Englishman of high rank and family, and the 
expectant heir of a large fortune. Every step he knew 
would be rigorously canvassed, and it was bis business to 
place the justice and integrity of Ms own conduct beyond 
the limits of question. 

When Waverley retir^ the laird and clergyman of 
Cairavr^kan sat down in silence to their evening meal. 
While the servants we^ in attendance^ neither chose to 
say anything on the circumstances which occupied their 
mmds, and neither felt it easy to speak upon any other. 
The youth and apparent frarumess of^ Waverley stood in 
strong contrast to the shades of suspicion which darkened 
around him, and he had a sort of naivete and openness of 
demeanour, that seemed to belong to one iiiiLha<5cneyed in 
the ways of intrigue, and wMch pleaded Mghly in Ms 
favour. 

Each mused oyer the particulars of the examination, 
^d each viewed it through the medium of M« own feel- 
ings. Both were men of ready and acute talent, and both 
were equally competent to combine various parts of 
eyidenoe, and to deduce from them the necessary con- 
clusioi^ ^de difference of their habits and 

education often occasioned a great discrepancy in their 
respective deductions from admitted premises. 
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Major Melville had been versed in camps and cities ; he 
was vigilant by profession and cautions from experience 
had met with much evil in the world, and therefore’ 
though himself an upright magistrate and an honourable 
man, his opinions of others were always strict, and some- 
times unjustly severe. Mr Morton, on the contrary, had 
passed from the literary pursuits of a college, where he 
was beloved by his companions, and respected by his 
teachers^ to the ease and simplicity of his present chargeu 
where his opportunities of witnessing evil were few, and 
never dwelt upon, but in order to encourage repentance 
and amendment ; and where the love and respect of his 
parishioners repaid his affectionate zeal in their behalf 
by endeavouring to disguise from him what they knew 
would give him the most acute pain, namely, their own 
occasional transgressions of the duties which it was the 
business of his lire to recommend. Thus it was a common 
saying in the neighbourhood, (though both were popular 
characters,) that the laird knew only the ill in the parish, 
and the minister only the good. 

A love of letters, though kept in subordination to his 
clerical studies and duties, also distinguished the Pastor 
of Caimvreckan, and had tinged his mind in earlier days 
with a slight feeling of romance, which no after incidents 
of real life had entirely dissipate. The early loss of an 
amiable young womam whom he had married for love, 
and who was quickly followed to the grave by an only 
child, had also served, even after the lapse of many years, 
to soften a disposition naturally mild and contemplative. 
His feelings on the present occasion were therefore likely 
to differ from those of the severe disciplinarian, strict 
magstrate, and distrustful man of the world. 

When the servants had withdrawru the silence of both 
parties continued, until M^or Melville, filling his glass, 
and pushing the bottle to Mr Mortoin commenced. 

‘‘A distressing affair this, Mr Morton. I fear this 
youngster has brought himself within the compass of a 
halter.^ 

“ GkKi forbid I ” answered the clergyman. 

‘^MarrVj and amen,” said the temporal magistrate; 
‘‘but I think even your merciful Ic^c will hardly deny 
the conclusion.” 

“Surely, Major,” answered the clergyman, “I should 
hope it might foe averted, for aught we have heard to- 
night.” 

“Indeed!” replied Melville. “But, my good parson, 
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you are one of those who would communicate to every 
criminal the benefit of clergy.” 

‘‘Unquestionably I woiild : Mercy and long-suffering 
are the grounds of the doctrine I am called to teach.” 

‘‘ True, religiously speaking ; but mercy to a criminal 
may be gross injustice to the community. I don’t speak 
of this young fellow in particular, who I heartily wish 
may be able to clear himself, for I like both his modesty 
and his spirit. But I fear he has rushed upon Ms fate.” 

“And why? Hundreds of misguided gentlemen are 
now in arms against the government, many, doubtless, 
upon principles which education and early prejudice have 

f ilded with the names of patriotism and heroism ; — 
ustice, when she selects her victims from such a multi- 
tude, (for surely all will not be destroyed,) must regard 
the moral motive. He whom ambition, or hope of per- 
sonal advantage, has led to disturb the peace of a well- 
ordered government, let Mm fall a victim to the laws ; but 
surely youth, misled by the wild visions of cMvalry and 
imaginary loyalty, may plead for pardon.” 

“If 'visionary cMvalry and imaginary loyalty come 
within the predicament of M^h treason,” replied the 
magistrate, “ I know no court m Chiis-tendom, my dear 
Mr Morton, where they can sue out their Habeas 
Corj^s.” 

“ But I cannot see that tMs youth’s guilt is at all estab- 
lished to my satisfaction,” said the clergyman. 

“Because your go<>d-nature blinds your good sense,” 
replied Major Melville. “Observe now : TMs young 
man, descended of a family of hereditary Jacobites, Ms 
uncle the leader of the Tory interest in the county of 
, Ms father a disobliged and discontented courtier, 
his tutor a non-juror, and the author of two treasonable 
volumes — ^this youth, I say, enters into Gardiner’s dra- 
goons, brmging with him a body of young fellows from 
Ms .nude’s estate,^ who have not stickled at avowing, in 
their way, the ha^h-church principles they learned at 
Waveriey-Honour, in their disputes with their comrades. 
To these youn^ men Waverley is unusually attentive ; 
th^ are supplied with money beyond a soldier’s wants, 
and inconsistent with Ms discipline ; and are under the 
of a favourite sergean"^ through whom they 
an unusually close communication with their captain, 
aim affect to consider themselves as independent of the 
officers, and suMiior to their comracfes.” 

All this, my dear major, is the natural cmnsequenoe of 
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their attachment to^ their yonng landlord, and of their 
finding themselves in a regiment levied chiefly in the 
north of Ireland and the west of Scotland, and of course 
among comrades disposed to quarrel with them, both as 
Englishmen, and as members of the Church of England.” 

‘°Well said, parson ! ” replied the magistrate. — “I would 
some of your synod heard you — But let me go on. This 
young man obtains leave of absence, goes to Tuily-Veolan 
— the principles of the Baron of Bradwardine are pretty 
well known, not to mention that this lad’s uncle brought 
him oif in the year fifteen ; he engages there in a brawl, 
in which he is said to have disgraced the commission he 
bore ; Colonel Gardiner writes to him, first mildly, then 
more sharply — I think you will not doubt his having 
done so, since he says so ; the mess invite him to explain 
the quarrel, in which he is said to have been involved ; he 
neither replies to his commander nor his comrades. In 
the meanwhile, his soldiers become mutinous and dis- 
orderly, and at length, when the rumour of this unhappy 
rebellion becomes general, his favourite Sergeant Houghton, 
and another feUow, are dei^cted in correspondence with 
a French emissary, accredited, as he says, by Captain 
Waveriey, who urges him, according to the men’s con- 
fession, to desert with the troop and join their captain, 
who was with Prince Charles. In the meanwhile this 
trusty captain is, by his own admission, residing at 
Glennaquoich with the most active, subtle, and desperate 
Jacobite in Scotland ; he goes with him at least as far ^ 
their famous hunting rendezvous, and I fear a little 
farther. Meanwhile two other summonses are sent him ; 
one warning him of the disturbances in his troop, another 
X>eremptoriIy ordering him to repair to the regiment, 
which, indeed, common sense might have dictated, wi^n 
he observed rebellion thickening all round him. He 
returns an absolute refusal, and throws up his commission. 

“ He had been already deprived of it,”^said Mr Morton. 

“ But he regrets,” replied Melville, “ that the measure 


the minister. 
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suppose anything but value for the piinciples they 
maintain, would induce a young man of his age to lug 
such trash about with him ? Then, when news arrive of 
the approach of the rebels, he sets out in a sort of disguise, 
refusing to tell his name ; and, if yon old fanatic tell 
truth, attended by a very suspicious character, and 
mounted on a horse known to have belonged to Glenna- 
quoich, and bearing on his |:^rson letters from Ms family 
expressing high rancour against the house of Brunswick, 
and a copy of verses in praise of one Wogan, who abjured 
the service of the Parliament to join the Highland insur- 
gents when in arms to restore the house of Stewart, with 
a body of English cavalry — ^the very counterpart of his 
own piot^ — and summed up with a ‘ Go thou and do like- 
wise,’ from that loyal subject, and most safe and peaceable 
character, Fergus Mac-Ivor of Glennaguoich, vich Ian 
Vohr, and so forth. And, lastly^” continued Major Mel- 
ville, warming in the detail of his arguments, ‘‘ where do 
we nnd this second edition of Cavalier Wogan 1 WTiy, 
truly, in the very track most proper for execution of his 
design, and pistolling the first of the king’s subjects who 
ventures to question nis intentions.” 

Mr Morton prudently abstained from argument, which 
he perceived would only harden the magistrate in his 
opinion, and merely ask^ how he intended to dispose of 
the prisoner ? 

“It is a question of some difficulty, considering the 
state of the country,” said Major Melville. 

“Could you not detain Mm (being such a gentleman- 
like young man) here in your own house, out of harm’s 
till this storm blow over ? ” 

good friend,” said Major Melville, “neither your 
house nor mine will be long out of harm’s way, even were 
it l^al to confine him here. I have just learned that the 
commander-in-cMef, who marched into the Highlands to 
seek out and disperse the insurgents, has declined giving 
them battle at Conwerick, and marched on northwam 
with aU the disposable force of government to Inverness, 
John-o -Groat’s house, or the devil, for what I know, 
leavin g t he road to the I/ow Country open and undef ended 
to the Highland army.” 

“Good God!” said the clergjTnan. “Is the man a 
coward, a traitor, or an idiot ? ” 

“None of the three, I believe,” aoiswered Melville, “Sir 
John has the commonplace courage of a common soldier, 
is honest enough, does what he is commanded, and under- 
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staaids what is told him, but is as fit to act for himself in 
circumstances of importance, as I, my dear parson, to 
occupy ^our pulpit.” 

This important public intelligence naturally diverted 
the discourse from Waverley for some time at length, 
however, the subject was resumed. ^ 

“I believe,” said Major Melville, “that I must give 
this young man in charge to some of the detached parties 
of armed volxmteers, who were lately sent out to overawe 
the disaffected districts. They are now recalled towards 
Stirling, and a small body comes this way to-morrow or 
next day^ commanded by the westland man — what’s his 
name ? — You saw him^ and said he was the very model of 
one of Cromwell’s militarjr saints.” 

“ Gilfillan, the Cameronian,” answered Mr Morton. “ I 
wish the young gentleman may be safe with him. 
Strange things are done in the heat and huri^ of minds 
in so agitating a crisis, and I f^r Gilfillan is of a sect 
which has suffered persecution without learning mercy.” 

“ He has only to lod^e Mr Waverley in Stirling Castle,” 
said the M^or ; “ I will give strict injunctions to treat 
him well, 1 really cannot devise any better mode for 
securing him, and I fancy you would hardly advise me to 
encounter the responsibility of setting him at liberty.” 

“ But you will have no objection to my seeing mm to- 
morrow in private ? ” said the minister. 

“None, certainly; your loyalty and character are my 
warrant. But with what view do you make the requests ” 

“Simply.” replied Mr Morton, “to make the experi- 
ment whether he may not be brought to communicate to 
me some circumstances which may hereafter be useful to 
alleviate, if not to excidpate his conduct.” 

The friends now parted and retired to rest, each filled 
with the most anxious reflections on the state of the 
country. 


CHAPTEB XXXIIL 
A Confident. 

Wavebxjsy awoke in the morning, from troubled dreams 
and unrefreshing slumbers, to a full consciousness of the 
horrors of his situation. How it might terminate he 
knew not. He might be delivered up to military law, 
which, in’ the midst of civil war, was not likely to be 
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scrupulous in the choice of its victims, or the quality of 
the evidenee. Nor did he feel much more comfortable at 
the thoughts of a trial before a Scottish court of justice, 
where he knew the laws and forms differed in many 
respects from those of England, and had been taught to 
believe, how-ever erroneously, that the liberty and rights 
of the subject w^ere less carefully protected. A sentiment 
of bitterness rose in his mind against the government, 
vrhich he considered as the cause of his embarrassment 
and peril, and he cursed internally his scrupulous 
rejection of Mac-Ivor’s invitation to accompany him to 
the field. 

it 4id not I,” he said to himself, “ like other men 
of honour, take the earliest opportunity to welcome to 
Britain the descendant of her ancient kings, and lineal 
heir of her throne ? Why did not I 

* Unthread the rude eye of rebellion, 

And welcome home again discarded faith, 

Seelt out Prince Charles, and fall before his feet?’ 

All that has been recorded of excellence and worth in the 
house of Waverley has been founded upon their loyal 
faith to the house of Stewart- From the interpretation 
which this Scotch magistrate has put uwn the letters of 
my uncle and father, it is plain that I ought to have 
understood them as marshalling me to the course of my 
ancestors ; and it has been my gross dulness, joined to the 
oltecurity of expression wliicn they adopted for the sake 
of security, that has confounded my judgment. Had I 
yielded to the first generous impulse of indignation, when I 
learned that my honour was practised upon, how different 
had been my present situation ! I had then been free and 
in arms, fightmg, like my forefathers, for love, for loyalty, 
and for fame. And now I am here, netted and in the 
toils, at the disposal of a suspicious, stem, and cold- 
heaii^ man, perhaps to be turned over to the solitude of 
a dungeon, or the infamy of a public execution. O, 
Fergus I how tme has your prophecy proved ; and how 
spe^y, how very speedy, has oeen its accomplishment I ” 

While Edward ws^ ruminating on these painful sub- 
jects of contemplation, and very naturally, though not 
quite so justly, bestowing upon the reigning dynasty that 
blame which was due to chanccL or, in part at leasts to Ms 
own unreflecting conduct, Mr Morton availed himself of 
Major Melville's permission to pay him an early visit. 

Waverley^ first impulse was to intimate a desire that 
he might not be disturbed with questions or conversation ; 
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but lie suppressed it upon observing the benevolent and 
reverend appearance of the clergyman who had rescued 
him from the immediate violence of the villagers. 

“ I believe, sir,’’ said the unfortunate young man, “ that 
in any other circumstances I should have had as much 
gratitude to express to you as the safety of my life may 
be worth ; but such is the present tumult of my minci, 
and such is my anticipation of what I am yet likely to 
endure, that I can hardly offer you thanks for vour 
interposition.” 

Mr Morton replied, “ that, far from making any claim 
upon Ms good opinion, his only wish and the sole purpose 
of his visit was to find out the means of deserving it. My 
excellent friend, Major Melville,” he continued, ‘^has feel- 
ings and duties as a soldier and public functionary, by 
which I am not fettered ; nor can I always coincide in 
opinions which he forms, perhaps with too little allowance 
for the imperfections of human nature.” He paused, and 
then proceeded : “ I do not intrude myself on your con- 
fidence, Mr Waveriey, for the purpose of learning any 
circumstances, the knowledge of which can be prejudicial 
either to yourself or to others ; but I own my earnest wish 
is, that you would intrust me with any particulars which 
could lead to your exculpation. I can solemnly assure 
you they will be deposited with a faithful, and, to the ex- 
tent of nis limited powers, a zealous agent.” 

“You are, sir, I presume, a Presbyterian clergyman ? ” — 
Mr Morton bow^d — “Were I to be guided by the pre- 
possessions of education, I might distrust your friendly 
professions in my case ; out I have observeci that similar 
prejudices are nourished in this country against your pro- 
fessional brethren of the Episcopal persuasion, and I am 
willing to believe them equally unfounded in both cases.” 

“ Evil to him that tMnks otherwise,” said Mr Morton ; 
“ or who holds church government and ceremonies as the 
exclusive gage of Christian faith or moral virtue.” 

“ But,” continued Waveriey, “ I cannot perceive why I 
should trouble you with a detail of particulars, out of 
which, after revolving them as carefully as possible in my 
^collection, I tod myself unable to explain much of what 
is chaiged against me. I know, indeed, that I am inno- 
cent but I hardly see how I can hope to prove myself so.” 

“It is for that very reason, Mr Waveriey,” said the 
clerg3rman, “that I venture to solicit your confidence. 
My knowledge of individuals in this country is pretty 
general, and can upon occasion be extended* Your situa- 
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tion will, I fear, preclude your taking those active steps 
for recovering intelligence, or tracing imposture, which I 
would w^iilin^y undertake in your b^alf ; and if you are 
not benefited by mj exertions, at least they cannot be 
prejudicial to you.” 

Waverley, after a few minutes reflection, was con'vunced 
that Ms reposing confidence in Mr Morton, so far as he 
himself was concerned, could hurt neither Mr Bradwardine 
nor Fergus Mac-Ivor, both of whom had openly assumed 
arms against the government, and that it might ^ssibly, 
if the professions of his new friend corresponded in sin- 
cerity with the earnestness of his expression, be of some 
service to Mmseif. He therefore ran briefly over most of 
the events with which the reader is already acquainted, 
suppressing his attachment to Flora, and indeed neither 
mentioning her nor Hose Bradwardine in the course of 
his narrative. - 

Mr Morton seemed particularly struck with the account 
of Waverley’s visit to Donald Bean Lean. “I am glad,” 
he said, “ yon did not mention^ this circumstance to the 
Major. It is capable of great misconstruction on the part 
of those who do not consider the power of curiosity and 
the influence of romance abs motives of youthful conduct. 
When I was a young man like you, Mr Waverley, any 
such hair-brained expedition (I beg your pardon for the 
expression) would have had inexpressible charms for me. 
But there are men in the world who will not believe that 
danger and fatigue are often incurred without any very 
ad^uate cause, and therefore who are sometimes led to 
assign motives of action entirely foreign to the truth. 
This man Bean Lean is renowned through the country 
as a sort of Robin Hood, and the stories which are told of 
his address and enterprise are the common tales of the 
winter fire-side. He certainly possesses talents bejrond 
the rude sphere in which he moves; and, being neither 
d^titute of ambition nor encumbered with scruples, he 
mil probably attempt, by every means, to distinguish 
Mmseif during the period of these unhappy commotions.” 
Mr Morton then made a careful memorandum of the 
various particulars of W^averley’s interview with Donald 
Bean, and the other circumstances which he had com- 
municated. 

The interest which this good man seemed to take in his 
misfortunej^ above all, the full confidence he appeared to 
repc®e in his innocence, had the natural effect of softening 
Edward’s hearty whom the coldness of Major Melville had 
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taught to believe that the world was leagued to oppress 
him. He shook Mr Morton warmly by the haii£ aiicL 
assuring him that his kindness and sympathy had reliev^ 
his mind of a heavy load, told him, that whatever might 
be his own fate, ne belonged to a family who had both 
gratitude and the power of displaying it. The earnest- 
ness of his thanks called drops to the eyes of the worthy 
clergyman, who was doubly interested in the cause for 
which he had volunteered ms services, by observing the 
genuine and undissembled feelings of nis young friend. 

Edward now enquired if Mr Morton knew what was 
likely to be his destination. 

“Stirling Castle,’’ replied his friend ; “and so far I am 
well pleased for your sake, for the governor is a man of 
honour and humanity. But I am more doubtful of your 
treatment upon the road ; Major Melville is involuntarily 
obliged to intrust the custody of your person to another.” 

“ I am glad of it,” answered Waverley. “ I detest that 
cold-blooded calculating Scotch magistrate. I hope he 
and I shall never meet more : he had neither sym- 
pathy with my innocence nor with my wretchedness ; 
and the petrifying accuracy with which he attended to 
every form or civility, while he tortured me by his 
questions, his suspicions, and his inferences, was as 
tormenting as the racks of the Inquisition. Do not 
vindicate him, my dear sir. for that I cannot bear with 
patience ; tell me rather wno is to have the charge of so 
important a state prisoner as I am.” 

believe a person called GilfiUan, one of the sect 
who are termed Cameronians.” 

“I never heard of them before.” 

“They claim," said the clei^ym^ “to represent the 
more strict and severe Presbyterians who, in Charles 
Second’s and James Second’s days, refused to profit by 
the Toleration, or Indulgence, as it was called, which was 
extended to others of that relii^on. They held con- 
venticles in the open fields and being treated with great 
violence and cruelty by the Scottish government, more 
than once took arms during those reigns. They take 
their name from their leader, JEtichard Cameron.” 

“ I recollect,” said Waverley ; — “but did not the 
triumph of Pr^bytery at the Bevolution extinguish 
that sect I ” 

“By no mmns,” replied Morton; “that great event 
fell yet fer short of what they proposed, which was 
nothing 1^» than the complete establishment of the 
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Presbyterian Church, upon the wounds of the old Solemn 
Lea^e and Covenant. Inde^ I believe they scarce 
what they wanted ; but being a numerous body of 
men, and not unacquainted with the use of arms, they 
kept themselves together as a separate mrty in the state, 
and at the time of the Union had nearly formed a most 
unnatural league with their old enemies, the Jacobites, 
to oppose that important national measure. Since that 
time their numbers have gradually diminished ; but a 
good many are still to be found in the western counties, 
and several, with a better temper than in 1707, have now 
taken arms for government. This person, whom they 
call Gifted Gilfillan, has been long a leader among them, 
and now heads a small party, which will pass here to-day, 
or to-morrow, on their march towards Stirling, under 
whose escort Major Melville proposes you shall travel. I 
would wiHingljr speak to GOfQIan in your behalf ; but, 
having deeply imbibed all the prejudices of his sect, and 
being of the same fierce dispositiom he would pay little 
regard to the remonstrances of an Erastian divine, as he 
would politely term me. — ^And now, farewell, my young 
friend ; for the present, I must not weary out the Majors 
indtdgence, that I may obtain his permission to visit you 
again in the course of the day.” 


CHAPTEB XXXIV. 

Thmgs mend a little. 

About noon, Mr Morton returned, and brought an 
invitation from Major Melville that Mr Waverley would 
honour him with his company to dinner, notwithstanding 
the unpleasant afi&ir whicn detained him at Caimvreckan, 
from which he should heartily reioice to see Mr Waverley 
completely extricated. The trutli was, that Mr Morton^ 
favourable report and opinion had somewhat staggered 
the preconceptions of the old soldier concerning Ecfwatrd’s 
supposed accession to the mutiny in the r^ment ; and in 
the unfortunate state of the country, the mere suspicion 
of dissection, or an inclination to min the insui^ent 
Jacobites, might infer criminality indeed, but certaSnly 
not dishonour. Besides, a person whom the Major trusted 
had reported to him, (though, as it proved, inaccurately,) 
a contradictioB of the agitating news of the preceding 
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evening. According to this second edition of the in- 
telligence, the Hi^landers had withdrawn from the 
Lovdand irontier with the purpose of following the army 
in their march to Inverness. The Major was at a loss, 
indeed, to reconcile his information with the well-known 
abilities of some of the gentlemen in the Highland army, 
yet it was the course wdiich was likely to be most agree- 
able to others. ^ He remembered the same policy had 
detained them in the north in the year 1715, and he 
anticipated a similar termination to the insurrection, as 
upon that occasion. 

This news put him in such good-humour, that he readily 
acquiesced in Mr Morton’s proposal to pay some hospit- 
able attention to his unfortunate guest, and voluntai^y 
added, he hoped the whole affair would prove a youthful 
which might be easily atoned by a short confine- 
ment. The kind mediator had some trouble to prevail on 
his young friend to accept the invitation. He dared not 
urge to him the real motive, which was a good-natured 
wish to secure a favourable report of Waverley’s case 
from Major Melville to Governor Blakeney. He remarked, 
from the flashes of our hero’s spirit, that touching upon 
this topic would be sure to defeat his purpose. He 
therefore pleaded, that the invitation argued the Majors 
disbelief of a]^ part of the accusation which was incon- 
sistent with Waverley’s conduct as a soldier and man of 
honour, and that to decline his courtesy might be in- 
terpret^ into a consciousness that it was unmerited. In 
short, he so far satisfied Edward that the manly and 
proper course was to meet the Major on easy term^ tha% 
suppressing his strong dislike again to encounter his cold 
and punctilious civility, Wavefliey agreed to be guided 
by his new friend. 

The meeting, at first, was stiff and formal enough. But 
Edward having accepted the invitation, and his mind being 
really soothed and relieved by the kindness of Morton- 
held Tbimself bound to behave with ease, though he could 
not affect cordiality. The Major was somewhat of a bm 
mmn% and Ms wine was excellent. He told his old cam- 
paign stories, and displayed much knowlecMe of men and 
manners. Mr Morton had an internal fund of placid 
and quiet g;aiety, which seldom failed to enliven any 
small party in which he found himself pleasantly seated. 
WaveHex whose life was a dream, gave ready way to 
Hie predominating impulse, and became the most lively 
of the i^rty. He had at all times remarkable naturiu 
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powers of conversation, thougli easily silenced by dis- 
couragement. On the present occasion, he piqued him- 
self upon leaving on the minds of his companions a 
favourable impression of one who, under such disastrous 
circumstances, could sustain his misfortunes with ease 
and gaiety. His spirits, though not unyielding, were 
abundantly elastic, and soon seconded his efforts. The 
trio were engaged in very lively discourse, apparently 
delighted with each other, and the kind host was pressing 
a third bottle of Burgundy, when the sound of drum 
was heard at some distance. The Major, who, in the 
glee of an old soldier, had forgot the duties of a magis- 
trate, cursed, with a muttered military oath, the circum- 
stances which recalled him to his official functions. He 
rose and went towards the window, which commanded a 
very near view of the high-road, and he was followed by 
his guests. 

The drum advanced, beating no measured martial tune, 
but a kind of rub-a-dub-dub, like that with which the 
tire-drum startles the slumbering artizans of a Scotch 
burgh. It is the object of this history to do justice to all 
men : I must therefore record, in justice to the drummer, 
that he protested he could beat any known march or 
point of war known in the British army, and had ac- 
cordingly commenced with “ Dumbarton’s Drums,” when 
he was silenced by Gifted Gilffilan, the commander of the 
party, who refused to permit his followers to move to 
this profane and even, as he said, persecutive tune, and 
commanded the drummer to beat the 119th Psalm. As 
this was beyond the capacity of the drubber of sheepskin, 
he was fain to have recourse to the inoffensive row-dow- 
dow, as a harmless substitute for the sacred music which 
his instrument or skill was unable to achieve. This may 
be held a trifling anecdote, but the drummer in question 
was no less than town-drummer of Anderton. I re- 
member his successor in office a member of that enlight- 
ened body, the British Convention : Be his memory, 
therefore, treated with due respect. 


CHAPTEB XXXV. 

A Volunteer Siscty Years since. 

Oh hiring the unwelcome sound of the dram. Major 
Melville hastily opened a sashed door, and stepped out 
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upon a sort of terrace which divided his house from tbe 
high-road from which the martial music proceeded. 
Waverley and his new friend followed him, though pro- 
bably he would have dispensed with their attendance. 
They soon recognised in solemn march, first, the per- 
former upon the drum ; secondly, a large fiag of four 
compartments, on which were inscribed the words Co- 
venant, Kibk, King, Kingdoms. The person who was 
honoured witn this charge was followed by the com- 
mander of the party, a thin, dark, rigid-looking man, 
about sixty years old. The spiritual pride, which, in 
mine Host of the Candlestickj mantled in a sort of super- 
cilious hypocrisy, was, in this man’s face, elevated and 
yet darkened by genuine and undoubting fanaticism. It 
was imxx)ssible to behold him without imagination plac- 
ing him in some strange crisis, where religious zeal was 
the ruling principle. A martyr at the stake, a soldier in 
the field, a lonely and banished wanderer consoled by 
the intensity and supposed purity of his faith under 
every earthly privation ; perhaps a persecuting inquis- 
itor, as teriinc in power as unyielding in adversity ; any 
of these seemed congenial charaucters to this personage. 
With these high traits of energy, there was something in 
the affected precision and solemnity of his deportment 
and discourse, that bordered upon the ludicrous ; so 
tha*L according to the mood of the spectator’s mind, and 
the light under which Mr GilfiUan presented himself one 
might have feared, admired, or laughed at him. His 
dress was that of a west-country peasant^ of better 
materials indeed than that of the lower rank, bnt in no 
respect affecting either the mode of the age, or of the 
Scottish gentry at any period. His arms were a broad- 
sword and pistols, which, from the antiquity of their 
appearance, might have seen the rout of Pentland, or 
BothweHBi^. 

As he came up a few steps to meet Major Melville, and 
touched solemnly, but slightly, his huge and overbrimmed 
blue bonnet, in answer to the Major who had courteously 
raised a small triangular gold-laced hat, Waverley was 
irresistibly ii^ressed with the idea that he beheld a 
leader of the ifoundheads of yore, in conference with one 
of Marlborough’s captains. 

The group of about thirty armed men who followed 
this girted commander, was of a motley desertion. 
They were in ordinary Lowland dresse^ of different 
colours, which, contrasted with the arms they bore, gave 
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tkena an irregular and mobbish app^rance ; so mucb 
is the eye accustomed to connect uniformity of dress 
with the military character. In front were a few who 
apparently part^k of their leader’s enthusiasm ; men 
obviously to be feared in a combat where their natural 
courage was exalted by religious zeal. Others puffed and 
strutted, filled with the importance of carrying arms, 
and all the novelty of their situation, while the rest, 
apparently fati^ed with their march, dragged their 
limbs listlessly ^ong, or straggled from their companions 
to procure such refreshments as the neighbouring cot- 
tages and alehouses aflTorded. — Six grenadiers ox iig- 
omer’s, thought the Major to himself as his mind reverted 
to his own military experience, would have sent all these 
fellows to the right about. 

Greeting, however, Mr Gilfillan civilly, he requested to 
know if he had received the letter he had sent to him 
upon his march, and could undertake the charge of the 
state prisoner whom he there mentioned, as far as Stirling 
Castle.* Yea,” was the concise reply of the Cameronian 
leader, in a voice which seemed to issue from the very 
penetralia of his person. 

But your escoi^ Mr Gilfillan, is not so strong as I 
expected,” said Major Melville. 

*Some of the people,” replied Gilfillan, “hungered and 
were athirst by the way, and tarried until their poor souls 
were refreshed with the word.” 

“I am sorry, sir,” replied the Major, “ you did not trust 
to your refreshing your men at Caimvreckan ; whatever 
my house contains is at the command of persons employed 
in the service.” 

“It was not of creature-comforts I spake.” answered 
ihe Coveimnter, regarding Major Melville with something 
like a sxnile of contempt ; “nowbeit^ I th«.-nlr you ; but 
people remained waiting upon the precious Mr Jabesh 
Rentowel, for the out-pouriug of the afternoon exhorta- 
tion.” 

“ And have you, sir,” said the Major, when the rebels 
are about to spread themselves tnrough this country, 
actually left a great part of your oominand at a ffeld- 
pimching f ” 

G i lfi llan again smiled scornfully as he made this in - 
direct answer, — ^^Etven thus are the child m u of this world 
wimrm their generation than the children of light ?” 

However,^ sir,” smd the Majon “ as you are to take 
charge of this gentleman to Stirling, and deliver him. 
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with these papers, into the hands of Governor Blakeney, 
I beseech you to observe some rules of military discipline 
upon your march. For example, I would advise you to 
keep your men more closely together, and that each, in 
his march, should cover his file-leader, instead of strag- 
gling like geese upon a common ; and, for fear of surprise, 
i further recommend to you to form a small advance- 
party of your best men, with a single vidette in front of 
the whole march, so that when you approach a village or 
a wood ” — (Here the Major interrupted himself) — “ But as 
I don't observe you listen to me, MTr Gilfillan, I suppose I 
need not ^ve myself the trouble to say more upon the 
subject. You are a better judge, unquestionably, than I 
am, of the measures to be pursued ; but one thing I would 
have you well aware of, that you are to treat this gentle- 
man, your prisoner, with no rigour nor incivility, and 
are to subject him to no other restraint than is necessary 
for his security.” 

“ I have looted into my commission,” said Mr Gilfillan, 
“ subscribed hy a worthy and professing nobleman, Wil- 
liam, Earl of Glencaim ; nor do I find it therein set down 
that I am to receive any charges or commands anent my 
doings from Major William Melville of Caimvreckan.” 

Major Melville reddened even to the well-powdered ears 
which appeared beneath his neat military side-curls, the 
more so as he observed Mr Morton smile at the same 
moment. “ Mr Gilfillan,” he answered, wdth some asi>erity, 

I beg ten thousand pardons for interfering with a person 
of your importance. I thought, however, that as you 
have been bred a grazier, if I mistake not, there might be 
occasion to remind you of the difference between High- 
landers and Highland cattle ; and if you should hapMn 
to meet with any gentleman who has seen service, and is 
disposed to speak upon the subject, I should still imamne 
that listening to him would do you no sort of harm. But 
I have done, and have only once more to recommend this 
gentleman to your civility, as well as to your custody. — 
Mr Waverley, I am truly sorry we should part in this 
way ; but I trust, when you are again in this country, I 
may have an opportunity to render Caimvreckan more 
agreeable than circumstances have permitted on this 
oc(^»4sion.” 

So saying, he shook our hero by the hand. Morton 
also took an affectionate farewell, and Waverley, having 
mounted his horse, with a musketeer leading it by the 
bridle^ and a file upon each side to prevent his escape, set 
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forward tipon the march with Gilfillan and his party. 
Through the little village they were accompanied with 
the shouts of the children, who cried out, Eh 1 see to the 
Southland gentleman, that’s gaun to be hanged for shoot- 
ing lang Jo^ Mucklewrath, the smith I ” 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 

An Incident. 

The dinner hour of Scotland Sixty Years since was 
two o’clock. It was therefore about four o’clock of a 
delightful autumn afternoon that Mr GiMllan commenced 
his march, in hopes, although Stirling was eighteen miles 
distanh he might be able, by becoming a borrower of the 
night tor an hour or two, to reach it that evening. He 
therefore put forth his strength, and marched stoutly 
along at the head of his followers, eyeing our hero from 
time to time, as if he longed to enter into controversy 
with him. At length, unable to resist the temptation, he 
slackened his pace till he was alongside of his prisoner’s 
horse, and after marching a few steps in silence abreast 
of him. he suddenly asked, — ‘^Can ye say wha the carle ^ 
was wr the black coat and the mousted* head, that was 
wi’ the Eaird of Cairn vreckan ?” 

“ A Presbyterian clergyman,” answered Waverley. 

** Presbyterian ! ” answered Gilfillan contemptuously ; 
wretched Erastian, or rather an obscured Prelatist, — 
a favourer of the black Indulgence \ ane of thae dumb 
dogs that canna bark : the;^ tell ower a clash o’ terror and 
a clatter o’ comfort in their sermons, without ony sense, 
or savour, or life — ^Ye’ve been fed in siccan a farud,® be- 
like?” 

“ Ho : I am of the Church of England,” said Waverley. 

“And they’re, just neighbour-like,” replied the Cove- 
nanter ; “ and nae wonder they gree sae weel. Wha wad 
hae thought the goodly structure of the Kirk of Scotland, 
built up our fathers in 1642, wad hae been defaced by 
carnal ends and the corruptions of the time ; — ay, wha 
wad hae thought the carved work of the sanctuary would 
hae been sae soon cut down ! ” 

To this lamentation, which one or two of the assistants 
chomsfi^ with a deep groan, our hero thought it un- 
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necessary to make any reply. Whereupon Mr Gilfillan, 
resolving that he should be a hearer at least, i£ not a 
disputant, proceeded in his Jeremiade. 

^^And now is it wonderful, when, for lack of exercise 
anent the call to the service of the altar and the duty of 
the day, ministers fall into sinful compliances with pat- 
ronage, and indemnities, and oaths, and bonds, and other 
corruptions, — is it wonderful, I say, that you, sir, and 
other sic-like unhappy persons, should labour to build! up 
your auid Babel of iniquity, as in the bluidy persecuting 
saint-killing times ? I trow, gin ye werena blinded wi* 
the graces and favours, and services and enjoyments, and 
employments and inheritances, of this wicked world, I 
could prove to you, by the Scripture, in what a filthy rag 
ye put your trust ; and that your surplices, and your 
copes and vestment^ are but cast-oJff garments of the 
muckle harlot, that sitteth upon seven hills, and drinketh 
of the cup of abomination. But^ I trow, ye are deaf as 
adders upon that side of the head ; ajy, ye are deceived 
with her enchantments, and ye traffic with her mer- 
chandise, and ye are drunk with the cup of her forni- 
cation 1 ” 

How much longer this military theologist might have 
continued his invective, in which he spared nobody but 
the scattered remnant of hill~folk^ as he called them, is 
absolutely uncertain. His matter was copious, his voice 
powerful, and his memory strong; so that there was 
little chance of his ending his exhortation till the party 
had reached Stirling, had not his attention been attracted 
by a pedlar who had joined the march from a cross-road, 
and who sighed or groaned with great regularity at all 
fitting pauses of his homily. 

“ And what may ye be^ friend said the Gifted Gilfillan. 

“A puir pedlai^ that’s bound for Stirling, and craves 
the protection or your honour’s party in these kittle^ 
^mes. Ah I your honour has a notable faculty in search- 
ing and explaining the secret, — ay, the secret and obscure 
and incomprehensible causes of the backslidings of the 
land ; ay, your honour touches the root o’ the matter.” ^ 
Friend,” said Gilfillan, with a more complacent voice 
than he hstd hitherto used, “ honour not me. I do not go 
out to p€y*k-dikes, and to steadings, and to market-towns, 
to have herds and cottars, and burghers pull cxff their 
bonnets to me as they do to Major Melville o’ Caam- 
vrecfam, and ca’ me laird, or captain, or honour ; — no ; my 
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sma’ means, whilk are not aboon twenty thousand merk,^ 
have had the blessing of increase, but the pride of my 
heart has not increased with them ; nor do 1 delight to 
be called captain, though I have the subscribed com- 
mission of that gospel-searching nobleman, the Earl of 
Glencairn, in whiik: 1 am so designated. While I live, I 
am and will be called Habakkuk Gilfillan, who will stand 
up for the standards of doctrine agreed on by the ance- 
famous Kirk of Scotland, before she trafficked with the 
accursed Achan, while he has a plack^ in his purse, or a 
drap o* bluid in his body.” 

“Ah,” said the pedlar, “I have seen your land about 
Maucblin — a fertile spot ! your lines have fallen in 
pleasant places ! — ^And siccan a breed o’ cattle is not in 
ony laird’s land in Scotland.” 

Ye say right, — ye say right, friend,” retorted Gilfillan 
eagerly, for he was not inaccessible to fiattery upon this 
subject, — “Ye say right; they are the real Lancashire, 
and there’s no the like o’ them even at the Mains of 
Kilmaurs;” and he then entered into a discussion of their 
excellences, to which our readers will probably be as 
indifferent as our hero. After this excursion, the leader 
returned to his theological discussions, while the pedlar- 
less profound upon those mystic pointi% contented himself 
with groaning, and expressing his edincation at suitable 
intervals. 

“What a blessing it would be to the puir blinded 
popish nations among whom I hae sojourned, to have 
siccan a light to their paths I I hae been as far as 
Muscovia in my sma’ trading way, as a travelling mer- 
chant; and I hae been through France, and the Low 
Countries, and a’ Poland, and maist feck^ o’ Germany, 
and O 1 it would grieve your honour’s soul to see tne 
murmuring, and the singing, and massing, that’s in the 
kirk, and the piping thats in the quire, and the heathen- 
ish dancing and dicn^ upon the Sabbath ! ” 

This set Gilfillan off upon the Book of Sports and the 
Covenant, and the Engagers, and the Protesters, and the 
Wffiggamore’s Baid, and the Assembly of Diymes at West- 
minster, and the Longer and Shorter Catechism, and the 
l^communication at Torwood^ and the slaughter of Aixih- 
bishop Sharp. This last topic, again, led Mm into the 
lawfulness of defensive arms, on which subject he uttered 
much more sense than could have been expected from 

^ Scottish coin of the Talue of thirteen pence andl oxte-third of a penny. 

* Scottish coin, me-third of a p«any. » Most part. 
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some other parts of his harangue, and attracted even 
Waveriey’s attention, who had hitherto been lost in his 
own sad reflections. Mr Gilfillan then considered the 
lawfulness of a private man’s standing forth as the avenger 
of public oppression, and as he was labouring with great 
earnestness, the cause of Mas James Mitchell, w^ho flred 
at the Archbishop of St Andrews some years before 
the prelate’s assassination on Magus Muir, an incident 
occurred which interrupted his harangue. 

The rays of the sun were lingering on the very verge of 
the horizon, as the party ascended a hollow and somewhat 
steep path, which led to the summit of a rising ground. 
The country was unenclosed, being part of a very extensive 
heath or common ; but it was far from level, exhibiting 
in many places hollows filled with furze and broom ; in 
others, little dingles of stunted brushwood. A thicket of 
the latter description crowned the hill up which the party 
ascended. The foremost of the band, being the stoutest 
and most active, had pushed on, and, having surmounted 
the ascent, were out or ken for the present. Gilfillan, with 
the pedlar, and the small party who were Waveriey’s more 
immediate guard, were near the top of the ascent,^ and the 
remainder straggled after them at a considerable interval. 

Such was the situation of matters, when the pedlar, 
missing, as he said, a little doggie which beloiiged to him, 
began to halt and whistle for the animal. This signal, 
repeated more than once, gave offence to the rigour of his 
companion, the rather because it appeared to indicate in- 
attention to the treasures of theological and controversial 
knowledge which was pouring out for his edification. He 
therefore signified gruflly. that he could not waste his 
time in waiting for an useless cur. 

“ But if your honour wad consider the case of Tobit” 

Tobit r exclaimed Gilfillan, with great heat ; “ Tobit 
and his dog baith are altogether heathenish and apocryphal, 
and none but a prelatist or a papist would draw them 
into question, I doubt I hae been mista’en in you, friend.” 

**Very likely,” answered the pedlar, with great com- 
poemre ; “ but ne’ertheless, I shall take leave to whistle 
again iwon puir Bawty.” 

This l^t signal was answered in an unexpected manner ; 
for six or eight stout Highlanders, who lurked among the 
copse and brushwood, sprung into the hollow way. and 
began to lay about them with their claymores. Gilfillan, 
unappalled at this undesirable apparition, cried out man- 
fully, *** The sword of the Lorn and of Gideon I” and, 
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drawing Ms broadsword, would probably have done as 
much credit to the good old cause as any of its doughty 
champions at Drumclog, when, behold ! the pedlar, 
snatching a musket from the person who was next him, 
bestowed the butt of it with such emphasis on the head of 
his late instructor in the Cameronian creed, that he was 
forthwith levelled to the ground. In the confusion which 
ensued the horse wMch bore our hero was shot by one of 
Gilfillan's party, as he discharged his firelock at .random. 
Waverley fell with, and indeed under, the animal, and 
sustained some severe contusions. But he was almost 
instantly extricated from the fallen steed by two High- 
landers, who, each seizing him by the arm, hurried him 
away from the scuffle and from tne Mgh-road. They ran 
with great speed, half supporting and half dragging our 
hero, who could, however, distinguish a few dropping 
shots fired about the spot wMch he had left. TMs, as he 
afterwards learned, proceeded from GilfiUan’s party, who 
had now assembled, the stragglers in front and rear 
having joined the others. At their approach the High- 
landers drew off, but not before they had rifled Gilfilian 
and two of his people, who remained on the spot grievous- 
ly wounded. A few shots were exchanged betwixt them 
and the Westlanders; but the latter, now without a 
commander, and apprehensive of a second ambush, did 
not make any serious effort to recover their prisoner, 
judging it more wise to proceed on their journey to 
Stirling, carrying with them their wounded captain and 
comrades. 


CHAPTEB XXXVIL 

Waverley is still in Distress. 

The velocit5% and indeed violence, with wMch Wayer- 
ley was hurried along, nearly deprived Mm of sensation ; 
for the injury he had received from his fall prevented 
Mm from aiding Mmself so effectually as he might other- 
wise have done. When this was observed by his conduc- 
tors, they called to their aid two or three othem of the 
party, and swathing our hero’s body in one of their plaids, 
divided his weight by that means among them, aud ixans- 
ported Mm at the same rapid rate as before without any 
exertion of his own. They spoke little, and that in Gaelic ; 
and did not slacken their pace till they had run nearly 
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two mile^ when they abated their extreme rapidity, but 
continued still to walk very fast, relieving each other 
occasionally. 

Onr hero now endeavoured to address them, but was 
only answered with “ Cha rCeil BeurV agwm^^ Le. “ I have 
no English,’' being, as Waverley well knew, the constant 
reply of a Highlander, when he either does not under- 
stand, or does not choose to reply to, an Englishman or 
Ijowlander. He then mentioned the name of Vich Ian 
Yohrj concluding that he was indebted to his friendship 
for ms rescue from the clutches of Gifted Gilfillan ; but 
neither did this produce any mark of recognition from 
his escort. 

The twilight had given place to moonshine when the 
party halted upon the brink of a precipitous glen, which, 
as partly enli^tened by the moonbeama seemed full ot 
trees and tangled brushwood. Two of the Highlanders 
dived into it by a small foot-path, as if to explore its 
recesse^ and one of them returning in a few minutes, said 
something to his companions, who instantly raised their 
burden, and bore him, with great attention and care, 
down the narrow and abrupt descent. Notwithstanding 
their precautions, however, Waverl^s person came more 
than once into contact, rudely enough, with the projecting 
stumps and branches which overhung the pathway. 

At the bottom of the descent^ and, as it seemed, by the 
side of a brook, (for Waverley heard the rushing of a con- 
siderable body of water, although its stream was invisible 
in the darkness,) the party again stopped before a small 
and rudely-construct^ hovel. The door was open, and 
the inside of the premises appeared as uncomfortable and 
rude as its situation and exterior foreboded. There was 
no appearance of a floor of any kind ; the roof seemed 
rent m several places : the walls were composed of loose 
stones and turf, and the thatch of branches of trees. The 
fire was in the centre, and filled the whole wigwam with 
smoke, which escaped as much through the door as by 
means of a circular aperture in the roof. An old High- 
land sibyl, the only inhabitant of this forlorn mansion, 
apnearea busy in the preparation of some food. By the 
light which the fire aflorded, Waverley could discover 
that Ms attendants were not of the clan of Ivor, for 
Fejrgus was particularly strict in requiring from Ms 
followers that they should wear the tartan striped in the 
inode peculiar to their race; a mark of distinction an- 
ciently general through the Highlands, and still main- 
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tained by those Chiefs who were proud of their lineage, or 
jealous of their separate and exclusive authority, 

Edward had lived at Glennaquoich long enough to be 
aware of a distinction which he had repeatedly heard 
noticed, and now satisfied that he had no interest with 
his attendants, he glanced a disconsolate eye around the 
interior of the cabin. The only furniture, excepting a 
washing-tub, and a wooden press, called in Scotland an 
amhryy sorely decayed, was a large wooden bed, planked, 
as is usual, all around, and opening by a sliding panel. In 
this recess the Highlanders deposited Waverley, after he 
had by signs declined any refreshment. His slumbers 
were broken and unrefreshing ; strange visions passed 
before his eyes, and it required constant and reiterated 
efforts of mind to dispel them. Shivering, violent head- 
ache, and shooting pains in his limbs, succeeded these 
symptoms; and in the morning it was evident to his 
Highland attendants or guard for he knew not in which 
light to consider them, that Waverley was quite unfit to 
travel. 

After a long consultation among themselvei^ six of the 
party left the hut with their arms, leaving behind an old 
and a young man. The former addressed Waverley, and 
bathed the contusions, which swelling and livid colour 
now made conspicuous. His own portmanteau, which the 
Highlanders had not failed to bring off, supplied him with 
linen, and, to his great surpiise, was, with all its un- 
diminished contents, freely resigned to his use. The bed- 

S of his couch seemed clean and comfortably and his 
_ attendant closed the door of the bed, for it had no 
curtain, after a few words of Gaelic, from which Waver- 
ley gatnered that he exhorted him to repose. So behold 
our hero for a second time the patient of a Highland 
Esculapius, but in a situation much more uncomfortable 
than when he was the guest of the worthy Tomanrait, 

The symptomatic fever which accompanied the injuries 
he had sustained, did not abate till the third day, when it 
gave way to the care of his attendants and the strength 
of his constitution, and he could now raise himself in his 
bed, though not without pain. He obseiwed, however, 
that there was a great dismelinatioy on the part of the 
old woman who acted as his nurse, as well as on that of 
the elderly Highlander, to permit the door of bed to 
be left open, so that he might amuse himself with observ- 
ing their motions ; and at length, after Waverley had 
repeatedly drawn open, and they had as frequently shut. 
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the hatchway of his cage, the old gentleman put an end 
to the contest, by securing it on the outside with a nail 
so effectually, that the door could not be drawn till this 
exterior impediment was removed. 

While musing upon the cause of this contradictory 
spirit in persons whose conduct intimated no purpose of 

E lunder, and who, in all other points, appeared to consult 
is welfare and his wishes, it occurred to our hero, that, 
during the worst crisis of his illness, a female figure’ 
younger than his old Highland nurse, had appeared to 
flit around his couch. Of this, indeed, he had but a very 
indistinct recollection, but his suspicions were confirmed 
when, attentively listening, he often heard, in the course 
of the day, the voice of another female conversing in 
whispers with his attendant. Who could it be? And 
why should she apparently desire concealment? Fancy 
immediately roused herself and turned to Flora Mac-Ivor. 
But after a short conflict between his eager desire to 
believe she was in his neighbourhood, guarding, like an 
angel of mercy, the couch of his sickness, Waverley was 
compelled to conclude that his conjecture was altogether 
improbable ; since, to stmpose she had left her compara- 
tively safe situation at Oiennaquoich to descend into the 
Low Country, now the seat of civil war, and to inhabit 
such a lurking-place as this, was a thing liardly to be 
imagined. Yet nis heart bounded as he sometimes could 
distinctly hear the trip of a light female step glide to or 
from the door of the hut, or the suppressed sounds of a 
female voice, of softness and delicacy, hold dialogue with 
the hoarse inward croak of old J anet, lor so he understood 
his antiquated attendant was denominated. 

Having nothing else to amuse his solitude, he employed 
himself in contriving some plan to gratify his curiosity, 
in despite of the sedulous caution <3 Janet and the old 
Highland Janizary, for he had never seen the young 
fellow since the first morning. At length, upon accurate 
examination, the infirm state of his wooden prison-house 
appeared to supply the means of gratifying nis curiosity, 
for out of a spot which was somewhat decayed he was 
able to extract a nail. Through this minute aperture he 
could perceive a female form, wrapped in a plaid, in the 
act of conversing with Janet, But, since the days of our 
grandmother Eve, the gratification of inordinate curiosity 
has generally borne its penalty in disappointment. The 
form was not that of Flor% nor was the face visible ; and, 
to crown his vexation, while he laboured with the nail to 
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enlarge the hole, that he might obtain a more complete 
view, a slight noise betrayed his purpose, and the object 
of ms curiosity instantly disappeared ; nor, so far as he 
could observe, did she again revisit the cottage. 

All precautions to blockade his view were from that 
time abandoned, and he was not only permitted, but 
assisted, to rise, and quit what had been, in a literal sense, 
his couch of confinement. But he was not allowed to 
leave the hut ; for the young Highlander had now re- 
joined his senior, and one or other was constantly on the 
watch. Whenever Waverley approached the cottage door, 
the sentinel upon duty civilly, but resolutely, placed him- 
self against it and opposed his exit, accompanying his 
action with signs which seemed to imply there was danger 
in the attempt, and an enemy in the neighbourhood. Old 
Janet appeared anxious and upon the watch ; and 
Waverley, who had not yet recovered strength enough to 
attempt to take his departure in spite of the opposition 
of his hosts, was imder the necessity of remaining patient, 
His fare was, in every point of view, better than he could 
have conceived ; for poulti^ and even wine, were no 
strangers to his table. The Highlanders never presumed 
to eat with him, and, unless in the circumstance of watch- 
ing him, treated him with great respect. His sole amuse- 
ment was gazing from the window, or rather the shapeless 
aperture which was meant to answer the purpose of a 
window, upon a large and rough brook, which r^ed and 
foamed through a rocky channel, closely canopied with 
trees and bush^ about ten feet beneath the site of his 
house of captivity. 

Upon the sixth day of his confinement, Waverley found 
himself so well, that he began to meditate his escape from 
thm dull and miserable prison-house, thinking any risk 
which he might incur in the attempt preferable to the 
stupifying and intolerable uniformity of Janet’s retire- 
ment. The question indeed occurred, whither he was to 
direct his course when again at his own disposal. Two 
schemes seemed practicable, yet both attended with 
danger and difficulty. One was to go back to Glenna- 
quoich, and join Fergus Mac-Ivor, by whom he was sure 
to be kindly received ; and in the present state of his 
mind, the ngour with which he had been treated fully 
absolved him, in his own eyes, from his alliance to the 
existing government. The other project was to end^vour 
to attain a Scottish seaport, and thence to take shipping 
for England. His mind wavered between these plans, 
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and probably, if he had effected his escape in the manner 
he proposed, he would have been finally determined by 
the comparative facility by which either might have been 
executed. But his fortune had settled that lie was not to 
be left to his option. 

Upon the evening of the seventh day the door of the 
hut suddenly opened, and two Highlanders entered, whom 
Waverley recognised as having been a part of his original 
escort to this cottage. They conversed for a short time 
with the old man and his companion, and then made 
Waverley understand, by very significant signs, that he 
was to prepare to accompany them. This was a joyful 
communication. What had already passed during his 
confinement made it evident that no personal injury was 
designed to him ; and his romantic spirit, having recovered 
during his repose much of that elasticity which anxiety, 
resentment, disappointment, and the mixture of unpleasant 
feelings excited by his late adventures had for a time 
subjugated, W'as now wearied with inaction. His passion 
for the wonderful, although it is the nature of such 
dispositions to be excited by that degree of danger which 
merely gives dignity to the feeling of the individual 
exposed to it, had sunk under the extraordinary and 
apparently insurmountable evils by which he appeared 
environed at Cairnvreckan. In fact, this compound of 
intense curiosity and exalted imagination forms a peculiar 
species of courage, which somewhat resembles the light 
usually carried by a miner, — sufficiently competent, indeed, 
to afford him guidance and comfort during the ordinary 
perils of his labour, but certain to be extinguished should 
he encounter the more formidable hazard of earth-damps 
or pestiferous vapours. It was now, however, once more 
rekindled, and with a throbbing mixture of hope, awe, 
and anxiety, Waverley watched the group before him, as 
those who were just arrived snatched a hasty meal, and 
the others assumed their arms, and made brief prepara- 
tions for their departure. 

As he sat in the smoky hut, at some distance from the 
fire, around which the others were crowded, he felt a 
gentle pressure upon his arm. He looked round — It was 
Alice, the daughter of Donald Bean Lean. She showed 
him a packet of papers in such a manner that the motion 
was remarked by no one else, put her finger for a second 
to her and passed on, as if to assist old Janet in 
packing Waverley^s clothes in his portmanteau. It was 
obviously her wish that he should not seem to recognise 
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her ; yet she repeatedly looked back at Mm, as an oppor- 
tunity occurred of doing so unobserved, and when she 
saw that he remarked what she Md, she folded the 
packet with great address and speed in one of his shirts, 
which she deposited in the portmanteau. 

Here then was fresh food for conjecture. Was Alice 
his unknown warden, and was this maiden of the cavern 
the tutelar genius that watched his bed during his sick- 
ness ? Was he in the hands of her father ? and if so, what 
was his purpose ? Spoil, his usual object, seemed in tMs 
case neglected i for not only Waverley’s property was 
restore^ but his purse, wMcn might have tempted this 
professional plxmderer, had been ^ all along suffered to 
remain in Ms possession. All this perhaps the packet 
might explain ; but it was plain from Alice^ manner that 
she desired he should consult it in secret. Hor did she 
again seek Ms eye after she had satisfied herself that her 
mancBUvre was observed and understood. On the con- 
trary, she shortly afterwards left the hut. and it was only 
as ^e tript out from the door, that, lavoured by the 
obscurity, she gave Waverley a parting smile and nod of 
significance, ere she vanished in the dark glen. 

The young Highlander was repeatedly despatched by 
his comrades as if to collect intelligence. At length, 
when he had returned for the tMrd or fourth time, the 
whole party arose, and made signs to our hero to 
accompany them. Before his departure, however, he 
shook hands with old Janet, who had been so sedxilous in 
Ms behalf, and added substantial marks of his gratitude 
for her attendance. 

God bless you ! God prosper you, Captain Waverley ! 
said Janet^ in good LfOwmnd Scotch, though he had never 
hitherto heard her utter a syllable, save m Gaelic. But 
the impatience of Ms attendants prohibited Ms asking 
any explanation. 


CHAPTEB XXXVIII. 

A ^c^etumal Adventure. 

Thebe was a moment’s pause when the whole party 
had got out of the hut ; and the Highlander who assumed 
the command, and who, in Waverley’s awakened recollec- 
tion, seemed to be the same tall figure who had acted as 
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Donald Bean Lean's lieutenant^ by wMs^rs and sims 
imposed tbe strictest silence. He delivered to Edward a 
sword and steel pistol, and, pointing up the track, laid 
his hand on the hilt of his own claymore, as if to make 
him sensible they might have occasion to use force to 
make good their passage. He then placed himself at the 
head of the P^rt^ who moved up the pathway in single 
or Indian hie, Waverley being placed nearest to their 
leader. He moved with great precaution, as if to avoid 
giving any alarm, and halted as soon as he came to the 
verge of the ascent. Waverley was soon sensible of the 
reason, for he heard at no great distance an English 
sentinel call out All's well.” The heavy sound sunk on 
the night-wind down the woody glen, and was answered 
by the echoes of its banks. A second, third, and fourth 
time the signal was repeated fainter and fainter, as if at 
a greater and greater distance. It was obvious that a 
party of soldiers were near, and upon their guard, though 
not suflaciently so to detect men skilful in every art of 
predatory warfare, like those with whom he now watched 
their ineffectual precautions. ^ 

When these soxinds had died upon the silence of the 
night, the Highlanders began their march swiftly, yet 
with the most cautious silence. Waverley had little time, 
or indeed disposition, for observation, and could only 
discern that they passed at some distance from a large 
building, in the windows of which a light or two yet 
seemed to twinkle. A little farther on, the leading High- 
lander snuffed the wind like a setting spaniel, and then 
made a signal to his party again to halt. He stooped 
down upon all fours, wrapped up in his plaid, so as to be 
scarce distinguishable from the heathy ground on which 
he moved, and advanced in this posture to reconnoitre. 
In a short time he returned, and dismissed his attendants 
excepting one ; and, intimating to Waverley that he must 
imitate his cautious mode of proceeding, all three crept 
forward on hands and knees. 

After proceeding a ^eater way in this inconvenient 
manner than was at all comfortable to his knees 
shins, Waverley perceived the smell of smoke, which 
probably had been much sooner distinguished by the 
more acute nasal organs of Ms guide. It proceeded from 
the comer of a low and ruinous sheep-fold, the walls or 
which were made of loose stones, as is usual in Beotian d- 
Close by this low wall the Highlander guided Waverley, 
and, in order probably to make him sensible of his 
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danger, or perhaps to obtain the full credit of his own 
dexterity, he intimated to him, by sign and example, that 
lie might raise his head so as to peep into the sheep-fold. 
Waverley did so, and beheld an out-post of four or five 
soldiers lying by their watch-fire. They were all asleep, 
except the sentinel, who paced backwards and forwards 
with his firelock on his shoulder, which glanced red in the 
light of the fire as he crossed and re-crossed before it in 
hS shoii) walk, casting his eye frequently to that part of 
the heavens from which the moon, hitherto obscured by 
mist, seemed now about to make her appearance. 

In the course of a minute or two, by one of those 
sudden changes of atmosphere incident to a mountainous 
country, a breeze arose, and swept before it the clouds 
which had covered the horizon, and the night planet 
poured her full effulgence upon a wide and blighted 
heath, skirted indeed with copsewood, and stunted trees 
in the quarter from which they had come, but open and 
bare to the observation of the sentinel in that to which 


their course tended. The wall of the sheep-fold indeed 
concealed them as they lay, but any advance beyond its 
shelter seemed impossible without certain discovery. 

The Highlander eyed the blue vault, but far from 
blessing the useful light with Homer’s or rather Pope’s 
benighted peasant, he muttered a Gaelic curse upon the un- 
seasonable splendour of Mac-Farlane^s huat (i. e. lantern^). 
He looked anxiously around for a few minutes, and then 
apparently took his resolution. Leaving his attendant 
with Waverley^ after motioning to Edward to remain 
quiet, and giving his comrade directions in a brief 
whis;^r, he retreated, favoured by the irregularity of the 
ground, in the same direction ana in the same manner as 
they had advanced. Edward, turning his head after him, 
could perceive him crawling on all fours with the dex- 
terity of an Indian, availing himself of every bush and 
inequality to escape observation, and never passing over 
the more exposed parts of his track until the sentinel’s 
back was turned from him. At length he reached the 
thickets and underwood which partly covered the moor 
in that directio n and probably extended to the verge of 
the glen where Wayerley had been so long an inhabitant. 
The Highlander disappeared, but it was only for a few 
minutes, for he suddenly issued forth from a different 

g art of the thicker and advancing boldly upon the open 
eath, as if to invite discovery, he levelled his piece, and 

* Kote 11^. lf4sic-F«rlan«*A X>axxtc«n. 
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Donald Bean Lean’s Heutenai^ by wMspei^ and 
imposed tbe strictest silence. He delivered to Edwi. 
sword and steel pistol, and, pointing np the track, laid 
his hand on the hilt of his own claymore, as if to make 
him sensible they might have occasion to use force to 
make good their passage. He then placed himself at the 
head of the par ty, who moved up the pathway in single 
or Indian file, Vvaverley being placed nearest to their 
leader. He moved with great precaution, as if to avoid 
giving any alarm, and halted as soon as he came to the 
verge of the ascent. Waverley was soon sensible of the 
reason, for he heard at no great distance an English 
sentinel call out “ All’s well.” The heavy sound sunk on 
the night- wind down the woody glen, and was answered 
by the echoes of its banks. A second, third, and fourth 
time the signal was repeated fainter and fainter, as if at 
a greater and greater distance. It was^ obvious that a 
party of soldiers were near, and upon their guard, though 
not sufficiently so to detect men skilful in every art of 
predatory warfare, like those with whom he now watched 
their inefiectual precautions. 

When these sounds had died upon the silence of the 
night, the Highlanders began their march swiftly, yet 
with the most cautious silence. Waverley had little time, 
or indeed disposition, for observaticm, and could only 
discern that they passed at some distance from a large 
building, in the windows of which a light or two yet 
seemed to twinkle. A little farther on, the leading High- 
lander snuffed the wind like a setting spani^ and then 
made a signal to his party again to h^t. He stooped 
down upon all fours, wrapped up in his plaid, so as to be 
scarce distinguishable from the heathy ground on which 
he moved, and advanced in this posture to reconnoitre. 
In a short time he returned, and dismissed his attendants 
excepting one ; and, intimating to Waverley that he must 
imitate his cautious mode of proceeding, all three crept 
forward on hands and knees. 

After proceeding a neater way in this inconvenient 
manner than was at ^ comfortable to his knees and 
shins, Waverley perceived the smell of smoke, which 
probably had been much sooner distinguished by the 
more acute nasal organs of his guide. It proceeded from 
the comer of a low and ruinous sheep-fold, the walls of 
which were made of loose stones, as is usual in Scotland. 
Clc^ by this low wall the Highlander guided Waverley, 
and, in order probably to make him sensible of his 
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dianger, or perhaps to obtain the £pll credit of his own 
dexterity, he intimated to him, by sign and example, that 
lie might raise his head so as to peep into the sheep-fold. 
Waverley did so, and beheld an out-post of four or five 
soldiers lying by their watch-fire. They were all asleep, 
except the sentinel, who paced backwards and forwards 
with his firelock on his shoulder, which glanced red in the 
light of the fire as he crossed and re-crossed before it in 
his short walk, casting his eye frequently to that part of 
the heavens from which the moon, hitherto obscured by 
mist, seemed now about to make her appearance. 

In the course of a minute^ oi' two, by one of those 
sudden changes of atmosphere incident to a mountainous 
country, a breeze arose, and swept before it the clouds 
which had covered the horizon, and the night planet 
poured her full effulgence upon a wide and blighted 
heath, skirted indeed with copsewood, and stunted trees 
in the quarter from which they had come, but open and 
bare to the observation of the sentinel in that to which 
their course tended. The wall of the sheep-fold indeed 
concealed them as they lay, but any advance beyond its 
shelter seemed impossible without certain discovery. 

The Highlander eyed the blue vault, but far from 
blessing the useful light with Homer^s or rather Pope’s 
benighted peasant, he muttered p. Gaelic curse upon the un- 
seasonable splendour of Mac-Farlanis huat {Le. lantern^). 
He looked anxiously around for a few minutes, and then 
apparently took his resolution. Leaving his attendant 
with Waverley^ after motioning to Edward to remain 
quiet, and giving his comrade directions in a brief 
whisper, he retreated, favoured by the irregularity of the 
ground, in the same direction ana in the same manner as 
they had advanced. Edward, turning his head after him, 
could perceive him crawling on all fours with the dex- 
terity of an Indian, availing himself of every bush and 
inequality to escape observation, and never passing over 
the more exposed parts of his track until tlie sentinel's 
back was turned from hi m . At length he reached the 
thickete and underwood which partly covered the moor 
in that direction, and probably extended to the verge of 
the glen where Waverley had been so long an inhabitant. 
The Highlander disappeared, but it was only for a few 
minutes, for he suddenly issued forth from a different 

g art of the thicker and advancing boldly upon the open 
eath, as if to invite discovery, he levelled his piece, and 

* Hote 15. Mac-Fiar3aii«’a I»antera. 
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iired at the sentinel. A wound in the arm proved a 
disagreeable interruption to the poor fellow's meteorologi- 
cal observations, as well as to the tune of Nancy Dawson 
which he was whistling. He returned the fire in- 
effectually, and his comrades, starting up at the alarm 
advanced alertly towards the spot from which the first 
shot had issued. The Highlander, after giving them a 
full view of his person, dived among the thickets, for Ms 
ruse de guerre had now perfectly succeeded. 

While the soldiers pursued the cause of their disturbance 
in one direction, Waverley, adopting the hint of his 
remaining attendant, made the best of his speed in that 
which his guide originally intended to pursue, and which 
now (the attention of the soldiers being drawn to a 
different quarter) was unobserved and unguarded. When 
they had run about a q^uarter of a mile, the brow of a 
rising ground, which they had surmounted, concealed 
them from further risk of observation. They still heard, 
however, at a distance, the shouts of the soldiers as they 
hallooed to each other upon the heath, and they could 
also hear the distant roll of a drum beating to arms in 
the same direction. But these hostile sounds were now 
far in their rear, and died away upon the breeze as they 
rapidly proceed^. 

When they had walked about half an hour, still along 
open and waste ground of the same description, they 
came to the stump of an ancient oak, which, from its 
relics, appeared to have been at one time a tree of very 
large size. In an adjacent hollow they found several 
Highlanders, with a horse or two. They had not joined 
them above a few minutes, which Waverley 's attendant 
employed, in all probability, in commimicating the cause 
of their delay, (for the words “Duncan Duroch” were 
often repeated,) when Duncan himself appeared^ out of 
breath indeed, and with all the symptoms of having run 
for his life, but laughing, and in high spirits at the 
success of the stratagem by which he had baffled his 
pursuers- This inde^ Waverley could easily conceive 
might be a matter of no great difficulty to the active 
mountaineer, who was perfectly acquainted with the 
ground, and traced his course with a firmness and con- 
fidence to which his pursuers must have been strangers. 
The alarm which he excited seemed still to continue, for 
a dropping shot or two were heard at a great distance, 
which seemed to serve as an addition to the mirth of 
Duncan and his comrades. 
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Tlie mountaineer now resumed the arms with which he 
had intrusted our hero, giving him to understand that 
the dangers of the journey were happily surmounted. 
Waverley was then mounted upon one oi the horses, a 
cfiange which ^the fatigue of the ^mgh^and his recent 

they^ set forward at a round pace, accompanied by their 
escort. No other incident marked the course of that 
niglit’s Journey, and at the dawn of morning they attained 
the banks of a rapid river. The country around was at 
once fertile and romantic. ^ Steep banks of wood were 
broken by corn fields, which this year presented an 
abundant harvest, already in a great measure cut down. 

On the opposite bank of the river^and partly surrounded 
by a wincfing of its stream, stood a large and massive 
castle, the half -ruined turrets of which were already 
glittering in the first rays of the sun. ^ It was in form an 
oblong square, of siae sufficient to contain a large court 
in the centre. The towers at each angle of the square 
rose higher than the walls of the builcGng, and were in 
their turn surmounted by turrets, differing in height, and 
irregular in shape. Upon one of these a sentinel watched, 
whose bonnet and plaid, streaming in the wind, declared 
him to be a Highlander, as a broad white ensign, which 
floated from another tower, announced that the garrison 
was held by the insurgent adherents of the House 
of Stewart. 

Passing hastily through a small and mean town, where 
their appearance excite neither surprise nor curiosity in 
the few peasants whom the labours of the harvest began 
to summon from their repos^ the party crossed an ancient 
and narrow bridge of several arches, and turning to the 
left, up an avenue of huge old sycamores, Waverley found 
himself in front of the ^oomy yet picturesque structure 
which he had admired at a distance. A huge iron-grated 
door, which formed the exterior defence of the gateway, 
was already thrown back to receive them ; and a second, 
heavily constructed of oak, and studded thickly with iron 
nails, being next opened, admitted fiiem into the interior 
eonrthyard. A gentleman, dressed in the Highland garb, 
and having a white cockade in his bonnet^ asM^ 
Waverley to dismount from Ms horse, and with much 
courtesy bid him welcome to the castle. 

The governor, for so we must term Mm, having con- 

' Note 16 . OasUe of 
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ducted Waverley to a half-ruinous apartment, where 
however, there was a small camp-bed, and having ofiere<i 
him any refreshment which he desired, was then about 
to leave him. 

“Will you not add to your civilities,” said Waverley 
after having made the usual acknowledgment, by 
having the kindness to inform me where I am, and 
whether or not I am to consider myself as a prisoner?” 

“ I am not at liberty to be so explicit upon this subject 
as I could wish. Briefly, however, you are in the Castle 
of Doune, in the district of Menteith, and in no danger 
whatever.” 

“And how am I assured of that ?” 

“By the honour of Donald Stewart, governor of the 

f arrison and lieutenant-colonel in the service of his Boyal 
Eighness Prince Charles Edward.” So saying, he hastily 
left the apartment, as if to avoid further discussion. 

Exhausted by the fatigues of the night, our hero now 
threw himself upon the bed, and was in a few minutes 
fast asleep. 


CHAPTEE XXXIX. 

The Journey is continued. 

Befosb Waverley awakened from his repose, the day 
was far advanced, and he b^an to feel that he had passed 
many hours without food. This was soon supplied in form 
of a copious breakfast, but Colonel Stewart, as if wishing 
to avoid the queries of his guest, did not again present 
himself. His compliments were, however, deliver^ by a 
servant, with an oflfer to provide anything in his power 
that could be useful to Captain Waverley on his journey, 
which he intimated would be continued that evening. 
To Waverley 's further inquiries, the servant opposed the 
impenetrable barrier of real or affected ignorance and 
stupidity. He removed the table and provisions, and 
Waverley was again consigned to his own meditations. 

As he contemplated the strangeness of Ms fortune^ 
which seemed to delight in placing him at the disposal of 
others, without the power of directing his own motions, 
Edward^s eye suddenly rested upon his portmanteau, 
which had b^n deposited in his apartment during his 
sleep. The mysterious appearance of Alice, in the cottage 
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of tlie glen, immediately mshed upon Ms mind, and he 
was about to secure and examine the packet which she 
had deposited among his clothes, when the servant of 
Colonel Stewart again made his appearance, and took up 
the portmanteau upon his shotdders. 

‘‘May I not take out a change of linen, my friend V’ 

“ Your honour sail get ane o^ the Colonel^ ain ruffled 
sarks, but this maun gang in the baggage-cart.” 

And so saying, he very coolly carried offl the portman- 
teau, without waiting further remonstrance, leaving our 
hero in a state where disappointment and indignation 
struggled for the mastery. In a few minutes he heard a 
cart rumble out of the rugged court-yard, and made no 
doubt that he was now dispossessed, for a space at least, 
if not for ever, of the only documents which seemed to 
promise some light upon the dubious events which had 
of late influenced his destiny. With such melancholy 
thoughts he had to beguile about four or five hours of 
solitude. 

When this space was elapsed, the trampling of horse 
was heard in the court-yard, and Colonel Stewart soon 
after made his appearance to request his guest to take 
some further refreshment before ms departure. The offer 
was accepted, for a late breakfast had by no means left 
our hero incapable of doing honour to dinner, which was 
now presented. The conversation of his host was that of 
a plain country gentleman, mixed with some soldier-like 
sentiments ana expressions. He cautiously avoided any 
reference to the military operations or civil politics of the 
time ; and to Waverley^s direct inquiries concerning some 
of these pointy replied, that he was not at liberty to speak 
upon such topics. 

When dinner was finished, the governor arose, and, 
wishing Edward a good journey, said, that having been 
informed by Waveriey^s servant that Ms baggage had 
b^n sent forward, he had taken the freedom to supply 
him with such changes of linen as he might find neces- 
sary, till he was ^am possessed of his own. With this 
compliment he disappeared. A servant acquainted Wa- 
verley an instant afterwards, that his horse was ready. 

Upon this hint he descended into the court-yard, and 
found a trooper holding a saddled horse, on which he 
mounted, and sallied from the portal of Doune Castle, 
attended by about a score of armed men on horseback. 
These had I^s the appearance of regular soldiers than of 
individuals who had suddenly assumed arms from some 
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pressing motive of unexpected eme^eiic 
form, which was blue and red, an a^ct 
that of French chasseurs, was in many 3 

and sate awkwardly upon those wore 
eye, accustomed to look at seinli 


— v/4t 4ui.uu.ii*&uuen or grooms 

rather than of troopers. The horses were not trained to 
the regular pace so necessary to execute simultaneous 
and combined movements and formations ; nor did they 
seem bitted (as it is technicaUy expressed) for the use of 
the sword. The men, however, were stout, hardy-looking 
fellows, and might be individually formidable as irregular 
cavalry. The commander of this small party was 
mounted upon an excellent hunter, and although aressed 
in uniform, his ch^ge of apparel did not prevent Waver- 
iey from recognising his old acquaintance, Mr Falconer 
of Balmawhapple. 

Now, although the terms upon wliich Edward had 
parted with this gentleman^ were none of the most 
friendly, he wotild nave sacrificed every recollection of 
their foolish quarrel, for the pleasure of enjoying once 
more the social intercourse of question and answer, from 
which he had been so long secluded. But apparently the 
remenabrance of his defeat by the Baron of Bradwardine, 
of which Edward had been the unwilling cause, still 
rankled in the mind of the low-bred, and yet proud laird. 
He carefully avoided giving the least sign of recognition, 
riding doggedly at the head of his men, who, though 
scarce equal in numbers to a sergeant’s party, were deno- 
minated Captain Falconer’s troop, being preceded by a 
trumpet, which sounded from time to time, and a stan- 
dartl borne by Cornet Falconer, the laird’s younger 
brother. The lieutenant, an elderly man, had much the 
air of a low sportsman and boon companion ; an expres- 
sion of dry humour predominated m his countenance 
over features of a vulgar cast, which indicated habitual 
intemperance. His cocked hat was set knowingly upon 
one side of his head, and while he whistled the ‘^Boo of 
Bumblain,” under the influence of half a mutchkin of 
brandy, he seemed to trot merrily forward, with a happy 
indifference to the state of the country, the conduct of 
the party, the end of the journey, and all other sublunary 
matters whatever. 
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From this wight, who now and then dropped alongside 
of his horse, Wavefley hoped to acquire some information, 
or at least to beguile the way with talk. 

“ A fine evening, sir/’ was Edward’s salutation. 

‘"Ow, ay, sir ! a bra’^ night,” replied the lieutenant, in 
broad Scotch of the most vulgar description. 

“ And a fine harvest, apparently,” continued Waverley, 
following up his first attack. 

‘"Ay, the aits^ will be got bravely in : but the farmers, 
deil burst them, and the corn-mongers, will make the 
aifid price gude against them as has horses till keep.” 

“ You perhaps act as quarter-master, sir ? ” 

Ay, quarter-master, riding-master, and lieutenant ” 
answered this officer of all wo:&. “ And, to be sure, wha’s 

fitter to look after the breaking and the keeping of the 
poor beasts than mysell, that bought and sold every ane 
o’ them ? ” 

“And pray, sir, if it be not too great a freedom, may I 
beg to know where we are going just now ? ” 

“A fule’s errand, I fear,” answered this communicative 
personage. 

“ Im that case,” said Waverley, determined not to spare 
civility, “I should have thought a person of your appear- 
ance would not have been found on the road.^’ 

“Vera true, vera true, sir,” replied the officer, “but 
every why has its wherefore. Ye maun ken,® the laird 
there bought a’ thir beasts frae me to munt his troop, 
and agreed to pay for them according to the necessities 
and prices of the time. But then he hadna the ready 
penny, and I hae been advised his bond will not be worth 
a boddle^ against the estate, and then I had a’ my dealers 
to settle wi’ at Martinmas ; and so as he very kindly 
offered me this commission, and as the auld Fifteen^ wad 
never help me to my siller for sending out naigs against 
the government, why, conscience 1 sir, I thought my best 
chance for payment was e’en to gae out^ mysell ; and ye 
may judge, sir, as I hae dealt a’ my life in halters, I 

^ SpleodM. * Oats. * Know. * Small copper coin. 

® The Jndg^ of the Sapreme Court of Session in Scotland are paxiTerbiallj 
termed^ among the country people^ the Fifteen. 

^ To ffo &uf, or to fyoKB out, in Scotland, was a conv^itional phrase similar 
to that of tlw! Irish respecting a man having been up, both having reference to an 
individual who had bew ^gaged in insurrection. It was accounted ill -breeding? 
in Scotland, about forty years since, to use the phrase rebellion or rebel, which 
might be interpreted by some of the x>arties present as a personal insult. It was 
also esteemed more polite even for staunch Whigs to denominate Charles Edwaixi 
the Chevalier, than to speak of him as the Pretender, and this kind of accom- 
modating courtesy was usually observed in society where individuals of each 
party mixed on friendly terms. (a> 



284 


WAVEEIET. 


in peril of a St 
profession a soldier?” said 

T T CU V ^J. 

“Na, na: thank God,” answered this douffhtv narf-ism 
“Iwasna bred at sae short a tether; I wlrbrluefc 
to hack and manger I ^as bred a ^ horse-coS sir^ 
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Hamilton’s White-Foot,” «fec. &c. &c. ^ ^ 

was entered full sail, upon the pedigree 
of l^lmawhapple s mare, having already got as far «« 
peat-gran(^me and great-grand?dam, ani wMle wlver 
watching for an opportunity to obtain from him 
intelligence of more interest, the noble captain checked 
his horse until they came up, and then, witnout directlv 

f*<PP6S.nnflr tlO notice 'Rdwo.l’/l — j._ -LI ^ 


tnat no one should speak to the prisoner ?” 

and horse-deafer was silenced of course, 

t rear, where he consoled himself by enter- 

dispute upon the price of ha/ with a 
reluctantly followed his laird to the 

fuit’S'niSd*^®^^® '^l^ereof the lease had 

-i ^v®rley was therefore once more con- 
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C^e“rf time, the party were near the 

w^ battlements the union flag 
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* Much. « Throat 
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reaches to and surrounds the rock upon which the fortress 
is situated. 

With a mind more at ease, Waverley could not have 
faded to admire the mixture of romance and beauty 
which renders interesting the scene through which he 
was now passing — the field which had been the scene of 
the tournaments of old — the rock from which the ladies 
beheld the contest, while each made vows for the success 
of some favourite knight — ^the towers of the Gothic 
church, where these vows might be paid — and, surmount- 
ing all, the fortress itself, at once a castle and palace, 
where valour received the prize from royalty, and knights 
and dames closed the evening amid the revelry of the 
dance, the song, and the feast. All these were objects 
fitted to arouse and interest a romantic imagination. 

But Waverley had other objects of meditation, and an 
incident soon occurred of a nature to disturb meditation 
of any kind. Balmawhapple, in the pride of his heart, as 
he wheeled Ms little body of cavalry round the base of 
the castle, commanded his trumpet to sound a fiourish, 
and his standard to be displayedu This insult produced 
apparently some sensation ; for when the cavalcade was 
at such distance from the southern battery as to admit of 
a giin being depressed so as to bear upon them, a fiash of 
fire issued from one of the embrasures upon the rock ; 
and ere the report with wMch it w-as attended could be 
heard, the ruAdng sound of a cannon-ball passed over 
Balmawhapple’s head, and the bullet, burying itself in 
the ground at a few yards’ distance, covered him with the 
earth which it drove up. There was no need to bid the 
party trudge. In fact, every man acting upon the im- 
pulse of the moment, soon brought Mr Jmker’s steeds to 
show their nettle, and the cavaliers, retreating with more 
speed than regularity, never took to a trot^ as the lieu- 
tenant afterwards ob^rved, until ^ intervening eminence 
had secured them from any repetition of so undesirable a 
compliment on the part of Stirling Castle. I must do 
Balmawhapple, however, the justice to say, that he not 
only kept the rear of Ms troop, and laboured to main- 
tain some order among them, but, in the height of Ms 
gallantry, answered the fire of the castle by discharging 
one of his horse-pistols at the battlements ; although, the 
distance being nearly half a mile, I could never learn 
that this measure of retaliation was attended with any 
particular eflfect* 

The travellers now passed the memorable field of Ban- 
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nockbum, and reached the Tor’s^ood, a place glorious or 
terrible to the recollections of the Scottish peasant, as the 
feats of Wallace, or the cruelties of Wude Willie Grime, 
predominate in his recollection. At Falkirk, a town 
formerly famous in Scottish history, and soon to be again 
distinguished as the scene of military events of impor- 
tance, Balmawhapple proposed to halt and repose for the 
evening. This was performed with very little regard to 
military discipline, his worthy quarter-master being 
chiefly solicitous to discover where the best brandy might 
be come at. Sentinels were deemed unnecessary, and the 
only vigils performed were those of such of the party as 
comd procure liquor. A few resolute men might easily 
have cut off the detachment ; but of the inhabitants some 
were favourable, many indifferent, and the rest overawed. 
So nothing memorable occurred in the course of the 
evening, except that Waverley’s rest was sorely inter- 
rupted by the revellers hallooing forth their Jacobite 
songs, without remorse or mitigation of voice. 

Early in the morning they were again mounted, and on 
the road to Edinburgh, though the pallid visages of some 
of the troop betrayed that they had spent a night of 
sleepless d^auchery. They halted at Einlithgow, dis- 
tinguished by its ancient palace, which. Sixty Years since, 
was entire and habitable, and whose venerable ruins, not 
quite Sixty Years siThce^ very narrowly escaped the un- 
worthy fate of being converted into a barrack for French 
prisoners. May repose and blessings attend the ashes of 
the patriotic statesman, who, amongst his last services to 
Scotland, interposed to prevent this profanation ! 

As they approached the metropolis of Scotland, through 
a champaign and cultivated country, the sounds of war 
began to be heard. The distant, yet distinct report of 
heavy cannon, fired at intervals, apprized Waverley that 
the work of destruction was going forward. Even Bal- 
mawhapple seemed moved to take some precautions, by 
sending an advanced party in front of his troop, keeping the 
main body in ^lerable order, and moving steadily forward. 

Marching in this manner they speedily reached an 
eminence, from which they could view Edinburgh stretch- 
ing alongthe ridgy hill which slopes eastward from the 
Castle. The latter, being in a state of siege, or rather of 
block^e, by the northern insurgents, who had already 
occupied the town for two or three days, fired at intervals 
upon such parties of Highlanders as exposed themselves, 
either on the main street or elsewhere in the vicinity of 
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the fortress. The morning being calm and fair, the eflPect 
of this topping fire was to invest the Castle in wreaths 
of smoke, the edges of which dissipated slowly in the air, 
while the centr^ veil was darkened ever and anon by 
fresh clouds poured forth from the battlements ; the 
whole giving, by the partial concealment, an appearance 
of grandeur and gloom, rendered more terrific when 
Waverley reflected on the cause by which it was produced, 
and that each explosion might ring some brave man's knell. 

Ere they approached the city, the partial cannonade 
had wholly ceased. Balmawhapple, however, having in 
his recollection the unfriendly greeting which his troop 
had received from the battery at Stirling, had apparently 
no wish to tempt the forbearance of the artillery of the 
Castle. He therefore left the direct road, and sweeping 
considerably to the southward so as to keep out of the 
range of the cannon, approached the ancient palace of 
Holyrood, without having entered the walls of the city. 
He then drew up his men in front of that venerable pile, 
and delivered Waverley to the custody of a guard of 
Highlanders, whose officer conducted him into the interior 
of the building. 

A long, low, and ill -proportioned gallery, hung with 
pictures, affirmed to be the portraits of kings, who, if 
they ever flourished at all, lived several hundred years 
before the invention of painting in oil colours, served as 
a sort of guard chamber, or vestibule, to the apartments 
which the adventurous Charles Edward now occupied in 
the palace of his ancestors. Officers, both in the Highland 
and Lowland garb, passed and repassed in haste, or 
loitered in the hall, as if waiting for orders. Secretaries 
were engaged in making out passes, musters, and returns. 
All seemed busy, and earnestly intent upon something of 
importance ; but Waverley was suffered to remain seat^ 
in the recess of a window, unnoticed by any on^ in 
anxious reflection upon the crisis of his fate, which 
seemed now rapidly approaching. 


CHAPTER XL. 

An Old aTid a New Acqwaintance, 

WmiiE he was deep sunk in lus_ reverie, the rustle of 
tartans was heard behind him, a friendly arm clasped his 
shoulders, and a friendly voice exclaimed. 
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“Said the Highland prophet sooth? Or must second- 
sight go for nothing ? 

\Yaverley turned, and was warmly embraced by Fergus 
Mac-Ivor. “A thousand welcomes to Holyrood, once 
more possessed by her legitimate sovereign ! Did I not 
say we should prosper, and that you would fall into the 
hands of the Philistines if you parted from us ? ” 

“ Dear Fergus 1 ” said W averley, eagerly returning his 
greeting, “ it is long since I have heard a friend’s voice. 
Where IS Flora?” 

“ Safe, and a triumphant spectator of our success.” 

“ In this place ? ” said Waverley. 

“Ay, in this city at least,” answered his friend, “and 
you snail see her ; but*^rst you must meet a friend whom 
you little think of, who has been frequent in his inquiries 
after you.” 

Thus saying, he dragged Waverley by the arm out of 
the guard chamber, and, ere he knew where he was con- 
ducted. Edward found himself in a presence room, fitted 
up witix some attempt at royal state.^ 

A young man, wearing his own fair hair, distinguished 
by the dignity of his mien and the noble expression of 
his well-formed and regular features, advanced out of a 
circle of military gentlemen and Highland chiefs, by 
whom he was surrounded. In his easy and graceful 
manners Waverley afterwards thought he could have 
discovered his high birth and rank, although the star on 
his breast, and the embroidered garter at his knee, had 
not appeared as its indications. 

“Let me present to your Royal Highness,” said Fergus, 
bowing profoundly 

“ The descendant of one of the most ancient and loyal 
families in England,” said the young Chevalier, interrupt- 
ing him. “ I beg your pardon for interrupting you, my 
dear Mac-Ivor ; but no master of ceremonies is necessary 
to present a Waverley to a Stewart.” 

Thus saying, he extended his hand to Edward with the 
utmost courtesy, who could not, had he desired it, have 
avoided rendering him the homage which seemed due to 
his rank, and was certainly the right of his birth. “ I am 
sorry to understand, Mr Waverley, thatj owing to circum- 
stances which have been as yet but ill ex^ained, you 
have suffered some restraint among my followers in 
Perthshire, and on your march here ; but we are in 
such a situation that we hardly know our friend^ and 
I am even at this moment uncertain whether I can 
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have the pleasure of considering Mr Waverley as among 

He then paused for an instant; but before Edward 
could adjust a suitable reply, or even arrange his ideas 
as to its purport, the Prince took out a paper, and then 
proceeded : — “ I should indeed have no doubts upon this 
subject, if I could trust to this proclamation^ set forth by 
the friends of the Elector of Hanover, in which they rank 
Mr Waverley among the nobility and gentry who are 
menaced with the pains of high-treason for loyalty to 
their legitimate sovereign. But I desire to gain no ad- 
herents save from affection and conviction ; and if Mr 
Waverlejy inclines to prosecute his journey to the south, 
or to join the forces of the Elector, he shall have my 
passport and free permission to do so ; and I can only 
regret, that my present power will not extend to protect 
him against the probable consequences of such a 
measure. — But,” continued Charles Edward, after another 
short pause, ‘^if Mr Waverley should, like his ancestor. 
Sir Nigel, determine to embrace a cause which has little 
to recommend it but its justice and follow a prince who 
throws himself upon the affections of his people to recover 
the throne of his ancestors, or perish in the attempt, I can 
onlv say, that among these nobles and gentlemen he will 
find worthy associates in a gallant enterprise, and will 
follow a master who mav be unfortunate, but, I trust, 
will never be un^ateful.’^ 

The politic Chieftain of the race of Ivor knew his 
advant^e in introducing Waverley to this personal 
interview with the royal Adventurer. Unaccustomed to 
the address and manners of a polished court^ in which 
Charles was eminently skilfuL his words and his kindness 
penetrated the heart of our hero, and easily outweighed 
all prudential motives. To be tnus personally solicited 
for assistance by a Prince, whoi^ form and manners, as 
well as the spirit which he displayed in this singular 
enterprise, answered his ideas ox a hero of romance ; to 
be courted by him in the ancient halls of Ms paternal 
palace, recovered by the sword which he was already 
bending towards other conquests, gave Edward, in Ms 
own eyes, the dignity and importance wMch he had 
ceased to consider as his attributes. Bejected, slandered, 
and threatened upon the one side, he was irr^istibly 
attracted to the cause wMch the prejudices of education, 
and the political principles of ms family, had already 
recommended as the most just. These thoughts rushed 
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through his mind like a torrent, sweeping before them 
eyery consideration of an op^site tendency, — the time, 
besides, admitted of no d^beration, — and Waverley, 
kneeling to Charles Edward, devoted his heart and sword 
to the vindication of his rights ! 

The Prince (for, although unfortunate in the faults and 
follies of his forefathers, we shall here, and elsewhere, 
give him the title due to his birth) raised Waverley from 
the ground, and embraced him with an expression of 
thanks too warm not to be genuine. He also thanked 
Fergus Mac-Ivor repeatedly for having brought him such 
an adherent, and presented Waverley to the various 
noblemen, chieftains, and officers who were about his 
person, as a young gentleman of the highest hopes and 
prospects, in whose bold and enthusiastic avowal of his 
cause they might see an evidence of the sentiments of the 
English families of rank at this important crisis.^ Indeed, 
this was a point much doubted among the adherents of 
the house oi Stewart ; and as a well-founded disbelief in 
the co-operation of the English Jacobites kept many 
Scottish men of rank from his standard^ and diminished 
the courage of those who had joined it, nothing could 
be more seasonable for the Chevalier than the open 
declaration in his favour of the representative of the 
house of Waverl^-Honour, so long known as cavaliers 
and royalists. This Fergus had foreseen from the 
begmning. He really loved Waverley, because their 
fe^ngs and projects never thwarted each other; he 
hoped to see him united with Flora, and he rejoiced that 
they were effectually engaged in the same cause.^ But 
as we before hinte(J, he also exulted as a politician in 
beholding secured to his party a parti^n of such 
consequence; and he was far from being insensible to 
the personal importance which he himseS gained with 
the rrin<^ from having so materially assisted in making 
the acquisition. 

ChaHes Edward, on his part, seemed eager to show his 

» The JaceMte senttoiaoits were K^neral among the western counties, and in 
Bnt althongh the great families of the Wynnes, the Wyndhams, and 
others, had ©ome tinder an actual ohligaUon to Join Fitnce Charles If he shonld 
laxidt they had dmm so tinder the exiaress stipulation, that he should he assisted 
hy an auxfllaiy army of French, Without which they foresaw the enterprise would 
be desperate. Wishing well to his caose, therefore, and watching an opportunity 
to Jdkt him, tibey did not, nevertheless, ^Ink th^selves bound in. honour to do 
®o,as 1» was only supported by a body of wild mountaineers, speaking an uncouth 
dialect, and wearing a singular di-ess. The race up to Derby struck them with 
mere dread than admiration. But it was difficult to say what the effect might 
have been* had either the battle of Preston or Falkirk been fought and won during 
the advance into Englaxid. <S.) 
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attendants the value which hje attached to Ms new 
a&ereni^ by entering immediately, as in confidence, upon 
the circnmstances of his situation. ‘‘You have been 
secluded so much from intelligence, Mr Waverley, from 
causes of which I am but indistinctly informed^ that I 
presume you are even yet unacquainted with the import- 
ant particulars of my present situation. You have, 
however, heard of my landing in the remote district or 
Moidart, with only seven attendants, and of the numerous 
cMefs and clans whose loyal enthusiam at once placed a 
solitary adventurer at the head of a gallant army. You 
must sdso, I think, have learned, that the commander-in- 
chief of the Hanoverian Elector, Sir John Cope, marched 
into the Highlands at the head of a numerous and well- 
appointed military force, with the intention of giving us 
battle, but that his courage failed him when we were 
within three hours’ march of each other, so that he fairly 
gave us the slip, and marched northward to Aberdeen, 
living the Low Country open and undefended. Not to 
lose so favourable an opportunity, I marched on to this 
metropolis, driving before me two regiments of horse, 
Gardiner’s and Hamilton’s, who had threatened to cut to 
pieces every EQgMander that should venture to pass Stir- 
ling ; and while discussions were carrying forward among 
the magistracy and citizens of Edinburgh, whether they 
should defend themselves or surrender, my good friend 
Lochiel (laying Ms hand on the shoulder of that gallant 
and accompliSied cMeftain) saved them the trouble of 
farther deliberation, entering the gates with five 
hundred Camerons. Thus far^ therefore, we have done 
well ; but, in the meanwhile, this doughty geneml’s nerves 
being braced by the keen air of Aberdeen, he has taken 
sMpping for Dunbar, and I have just received certain 
information that he Iwded there yesterd^. His purpose 
must unquestionably be, to march towarcfc us to recover 
possession of the capital. Now there are two opinions in 
my council of war : one, that being inferior probably in 
numbers, and certainly in discipline and military appoint- 
ments, not to mention our total want of artillery, and the 
weakness of our cavalry, it will be safest to mil back 
towards the mountains, and there protract the war until 
fresh succours arrive from France, and the whole body of 
the Highland clans shall have taken arms in our favour. 
The opposite opinion maintain^ that a retrograde move- 
ment^ in our circumstance is certain to tMrow utter 
discr^t on our arms and undertaMng; and, far firom 
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gaining us new partisans, will be the means of dishearten- 
ing those who have joined our standard. The officers who 
use these last arguments, among whom is your friend 
Fergus Mac-Ivor, maintain, that if the Highlanders are 
strangers to the usual military discipline of Europe, the 
soldiers whom they are to encounter are no less strangers 
to their peculiar and formidable mode of attack : that the 
attachment and Courage of the chiefs and gentlemen are 
not to be doubted ; arid that as they will be in the midst 
of the enemy, their clansmen will as surely follow them ; 
in fine, that having drawn the sword we should throw 
away the scabbard, and trust our cause to battle and to 
the God of Battles. Will Mr Waverley favour us with 
his opinion in these arduous circumstances 

Waverley coloured high betwixt pleasure and modesty 
at the distmction implied m this question, and answered, 
with equal spirit and readiness, that he could not venture 
to offer an opinion as derived from military skill, but that 
the counsel would be far the most acceptable to him which 
should first afford him an opportunity to evince his zeal 
in his Boyal Highness’s service. 

Spoken like a Waverley I” answered Charles Edward ; 
“ and that you may hold a rank in some degree correspond- 
ing to your name, allow me, instead of the captain’s 
commission which you have lost, to offer you the brevet 
rank of major in my service, with the advantage of acting 
as one of my aides-de-camp until you can be attached to 
a regiment, of which I nope several will be speedily 
embodied.” 

‘'Your Royal Highness wdll forgive me,” answered 
Waverley, (for his recollection turned to Balmawhapple 
and his scanty troop,) “if I decline accepting any rsSik 
until the time and place where I may have interest 
enough to raise a sufficient bo^ of men to make my com- 
mand u^ful to your Royal Mighness’s service, in the 
meanwhile, I hope for your permission to serve as a 
volunteer under my friend Fergus Mac-Ivor.” 

“ At least,” said the Prince, who was obviously pleased 
with this proposal, “allow me the pleasure of armmg you 
after the Highland fashion.” With these words, he 
unbuckled the broadsword which he wore, the belt of 
which was plated with silver, and the steel basket-hilt 
richly and curiously inlaid. “ The blade,” said the Prince, 
“ is a genuine Andrea Ferrara ; it has been a sort of heir- 
loom in our family ; but I am convinced I put it into 
better han<^ than my own, and will add to it pistols of 
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the same workmanship. — Colonel Mac-Ivor, yon mnst 
have mnch to say to your friend ; I will detain yon no 
longer from your private conversation ; but remember, 
we expect yon both to attend ns in the evening. It may 
be perhaps the last night we may enjoy in these halls, and 
as we go to the field with a clear conscience, we will spend 
the eve of battle merrily.” 

Thus licensed, the Chief and Waverley left the presence- 
chamber. 


CHAPTEE XLL 

T/ie Mystery begins to be cleared up. 

“ How do yon like him was Fergus’s first question, as 
they descended the large stone staircase. 

“A prince to live and die under,” was Waverley’s 
enthusiastic answer. 

“ I knew yon would think so when you saw him, and I 
intended yon should have met earlier, but was prevented 
by your sprain. And yet he has his foibles, or rather he 
has difficult cards to play, and his Irish Officers,^ who are 
much about him, are but sorry advisers, — ^they cannot 
discriminate among the numerous pretensions that are 
set up. Would you think it— I have been obliged for the 
present to suppress an earl’s patent, granted mr services 
rendered ten years ago, for fear of exciting the jealousy, 

forsooth, of U and M . But you were very 

right, Edward, to refuse the situation of aide-de-camp. 
There are two vacant, indeed, but Clanronald and Lochim, 
and almost all of ns, have requested one for young Aber- 
challader, and the Eowlanders and the Irim party are 
equally desirous to have the other for the Master of 

F . Now, if either of these candidates were to be 

superseded in your favour, you would make enemies. 
And then I am surprised that the Prince should have 

1 Diyisioits early showed themselTes in the CheraHer*s little army, not only 
amongst the independent chieftains, who were far too proud to t»eok sul^Jectimi 
to each other, hut betwixt the Scotch, and Charles’s governor O’Sulliran, an Irish- 
man by birth, who, with some of his countrymen bred in the Irish-Brigade in the 
service of the King of Prance, had an infloence with the Adventurea*, much resented 
by the Highlanders, who were sensible tliat their own clans made the chief or 
rather the only strength of his enterprise. There was a feud, also, between Lord 
George Murray, and John Murray of Broughton, the Prince’s secretary, whose 
disunion, greatly embarrassed the affairs of the Adventurer. In general, a 
thousand different pretensions divided their little army, and finally contributed In 
no small degree to its ovei-throw. <S-> 
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offered you a majority, when he knows very well that 
nothing short of lieutenant-colonel will satisfy others 
who cannot bring one hundred and fifty men to the field. 
‘ But patience, cousin, and shufile the cards ! ’ It is all 
very well for the present, and we must have you properly 
equipped for the evening in your new costume ; for, to 
say truth, your outward man is scarce fit for a court,” 
Why,” said Waverley, looking at his soiled dress, “ my 
shooting jacket has seen service since we parted ; but 
that, probably, you, my friend, know as well or better 
than 1.” 

“You do my second-sight too much honour,” said 
Fei^s. “We were so bu^, first with the scheme of 
giving battle to Cope, and afterwards with our operations 
in the Lowlands, that I could only give general directions 
to such of our people as were left in Perthshire to respect 
and protect you, should you come in their way. But let 
me hear the full story of your adventures, for they have 
reached us in a very partial and mutilated manner.” 

Waverley then detailed at length the circumstances 
with which the reader is already acquainted, to which 
Fergus listened with great attention. By this time they 
had reached the door of his quarters, which he had taken 
up in a small paved court, retiring from the street called 
the Canongate, at the house of a buxom widow of forty, 
who seemed to smile very graciously upon the handsome 
young Chief, she being a person with whom good looks 
and good-humour were sure to secure an interest, what- 
ever might be the party^s political opinions. Here CaBum 
received them with a smile of recognition. “ Callum,” 
said, the Chie^ “call Shemus an Snachad,” (James of the 
USTeedle.) This was the hereditary tailor of Vich Ian Yohr. 
“ Shemus, Mr Waverley is to wear the cath dathy (battle 
colour, or tartan ;) his trews must be ready in four hours. 
You know the measure of a well-made man ; two double 

nails to the small of the leg ” 

“ Eleven from haimch to heel, seven round the waist — 
I give your honour leave to hang Shemus, if there’s a pair 
of sheers in the Highlands that has a baulder sneck^ ^an 
heFs ain at the cumadh aft truaisy^^ (shape of the trews.) 

“ €fet a plaid of Mac-Ivor tartan, and sash,” continued 
the Chieftain, “ and a blue bonnet of the Prince’s pattern, 
at Mr Mouat’s in the Crames. My short green coat, with 
silver lace and silver buttons, will fit him exactly, and I 
have never worn it. Tell Ensign Maccombich to pick out 

Certain click witk the sciasors , 
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a handsome target from among mine. The Prince has 

g iven Mr Waverley broadsword and pistols, I will famish 
im with a dirk and purse j add but a pair of low-heeled 
shoes, and then, my dear Edward, (turning to imn,) you 
will be a complete son of Ivor.” 

These necessary directions given, the Chieftain resumed 
the subject of Waverley’s adventures. ‘‘It is plain,” he 
said, “ tnat you have been in the custody of Donald Bean 
I/can. You must know that when I marched away my 
clan to join the Prince, I laid my injunctions on that 
worthy member of society to perform a certain piece of 
service, which don^ he was to join me with all the force 
he could muster. But instead of doing so, the gentleman, 
finding the coast clear, thought it better to make war on 
his own account, and has scoured the country, plunder- 
ing, I believe, both friend and foe, under pretence oi 
levjdng black mail, sometimes as if by my authority, and 
sometimes (and be cursed to his consummate impudence) 
in his own great name ! Upon my honour, if 1 live to 
see the cairn of Benmore again, I shall be tempted to 
hang that fellow ! I recognise his hand particularly in 
the mode of your rescue from that canting rascal 
GilfiUan, and I have little doubt that Donald himself 
played the part of the pedlar on that occasion ; but how 
he should not have plundered you, or put you to ransom, 
or availed himself in some way or other of your captivity 
for his own advantage passes my judgment.*^ 

“When and how did you hear the intelligence of my 
confinement ? ” asked Waverley. 

“The Prince himself told me,” said Fergu^ “and 
inquired very minutely into your history. He then 
mentioned your being at that moment in the power of 
one of our northern parties — ^you know I could not ask 
him to explain particulars — ^and requested my opinion 
about disposing of you. I recommended that you should 
be brought here as a prisoner, because I did not wish fa 
prejudice you farther with the English government, in 
case you |>ursued your purpose of going southv^ardL I 
knew nothing, you must recollect, of the charge brought 
against you of aiding and abetting high treason^ which, I 
piesum^ had some share in changing your original plan. 
That sullen, good-for-nothing brut^ Balmawhapple, w^ 
sent fa escort you from Doune, with what he calls his 
troop of horse. As to his behaviour, in addition fa Ms 
natiiral antipathy fa everything that resembles a gentle- 
man, I presume his adventure with Bradwardine rankle 
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in his recollection, the rather that I daresay his mode of 
telling that story contributed to the evil reports which 
reached your quondam regiment.*' 

‘‘Very likely," said Waverley ; “but now surely, my 
dear Fergus, you may find time to tell me somethinR of 
Flora.” 

“Why,” replied Fer^s, “I can only tell you that she 
is well, and residing for the present with a relation in 
this city. I thought it better she should come here, as 
since our success a good many ladies of rank attend our 
military court ; and I assure you, that there is a sort of 
consequence annexed to the near relative of such a 
person as Flora Mac-Ivor, and where there is such a 
lustling of claims and requests, a man must use every 
fair means to enhance his importance.” 

There was something in this last sentence which grated 
on Waverley's feelings. He could not bear that Flora 
should be considered as conducing to her brother's prefer- 
ment, by the admiration which she must unquestionably 
attract ; and although it was in strict correspondence 
with many points of Fer^s's character, it shock^ him as 
selfish, and unworthy of his sister's high mind and his 
own independent pnde. Fer^s, to whom such manoeu- 
vres were familiar, as to one Drought up at the French 
court, did not observe the unfavourable impression which 
he had unwarily made upon his friend's mind, and con- 
cluded by saying, “that they could hardly see Flora 
before the evening, when she would be at the concert and 
ball, with which the Prince's party were to be enter- 
tained. She and I had a quarrel about her not appearing 
to take leave of you. I am unwilling to renew it, by 
soliciting her to receive you this morning ; and perhaps 
my doing so might not only be ineffectual, but prevent 
your meeting this evening.” 

While thus conversing, Waverley heard in the court, 
before the windows of tne parlour, a well-known voice. 
“I aver to you, my worthy friencij” said the speaker, 
“ that it is a tol^ dereliction of mihtary discipline ; and 
were you not as it were a tt/ro, yoyac purpose would 
deserve strong reprobation. For a prisoner ox war is on 
no account to be coerced with fet^r^ or debinded in 
ergmtmlo, m would have been the case had you put this 
gentleman into the pit of the peel-house at Balma- 
whapple. I granh indeed, that such a prisoner may for 
security be coerced in carcercy that is, in a public prison.” 

The gijowling voice of Bsdmawhapple was heard as 
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taking leave in displeasure, but the word, “ land-louper,” 
alone was distinctly audible. He had disappeared before 
Waverley reached the house, in order to greet the worthy 
Baron of Bradwardine. The uniform in which he was 
BOW attired, a blue coat, namely, with gold lace, a scarlet 
waistcoat and breeches, and immense jack-boots, seemed 
to have added fresh stiffness and rigidity to his tail, per- 
pendicular figure ,* and the consciousness of military 
command and authority had increased, in the same 
proportion, the self-importance of his demeanour, and 
dogmatism of his conversation. 

tie received Waverley with his usual kindness, and 
expressed immediate anxiety to hear an explanation of 
the circumstances attending the loss of his commission in 
Gardiner’s dragoons ; “ not,” he said, “ that he had the 
least api>rehension of his young friend having done 
aught which could merit such ungenerous treatment as 
he had received from government, but because it was 
right and seemly that the Baron or Bradwardine should 
bes in point of trust and in point of power, fully able to 
refute all calumnies against the heir or Waverley -Honour, 
whom he had so much right to regard as his own son.” 

Fergus Mac-Ivor, who had now joined them, went 
hastily over the circumstances of Waverley’s story, and 
concluded with the flatteri^ reception he had met from 
the young Chevalier. The Baron listened in silence; and 
at the conclusion shook Waverley heartily by the hand, 
and coimratulated him upon entering the service of his 
lawful iTince. “Fon” continued he, "although it has 
been justly held in all nations a matter of scandal and 
dishonour to infringe the sojcramentum militare^ and that 
whether it was taken by each soldier singly, whilk the 
Bomans denominated per conjurationem^ or by one soldier 
in name of the rest, yet no one ever doubted tlmt the 
aUegianoe so sworn was dischaiged by the dimissm. or 
discharging of a soldier, whose case would be as hard as 
that of colliers, salters, and other adscripti glebm, or slav^ 
of the soil, were it to be accounted otherwise. This is 
something like the brocard expressed by the learned 
Sanchez m his work I>e Jm'e-^rand4>,^ which you have 
questionless consulted upon tms occasion. As for those 
who have calumniated you by leasii^-making, I protest 
to Heaven I think they have justly incurred the penalty 
of the Memrionia mso called Lex Bhemnu^^hich is 
prelected upon by Tullius in his oration Tn, Verrem. I 
should have deemed, however, Mr Waverley, that before 
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destining yourself to any special service in the army of 
the Princes ye might have inquired what rank the old 
Bradwardine held there, and whether he would not have 
been peculiarly happ^ to have had your services in the 
regiment of horse which he is now about to levy.” 

Edward eluded this reproach by pleading the necessity 
of giving an immediate answer to the Pnnce’s propo^, 
and his uncertainty at the moment whether Ms mend 
the Baron was with the army, or engaged upon service 
elsewhere. 

This punctilio being settled, Waverley made inquiry 
after Miss Bradwardine, and was informed she had come 
to Edinburgh with Flora Mac-Ivor, under guard of a 
party of the Chieftain’s men. This step was indeed 
necessary, TuUy-Veolan having become a very implea- 
sant, and even dangerous place of residence for an 
unprotected young lady, on account of its vicinity to the 
Highlands, and also to one or two large villages, wMcb, 
from aversion as much to the Caterans as zeal for presby- 
tery, had declared themselves on the side of government, 
and formed irregular bodies of partisans, who had 
frequent skirmishes with the mountaineers, and some- 
times attacked the houses of the Jacobite gentry in the 
braes, or frontier betwixt the mountain and plain. 

“I would propose to you,” continued the Baron, ‘‘to 
walk as far as my quarters in the liuckenbooths, and to 
admire in your pass^e the High Street^ whilk is, beyond 
a shadow of dubitatioin finer than any street, whether in 
Bondon or Paris. But Ilose, poor thing, is sorely discom- 
posed with the firing of the Castle, though I have proved 
to her from Blondel and Coehorn, that it is imj^ssible a 
buUet can reach these buildings; and, besides, I have it 
in charge from his Royal Highness to go to the camp, or 
leaguer of our army, to see that the men do c(yn4damare 
wts€U that is, truss up their bag and baggage for to- 
morrow’s inarch.” 


“ That will be easily done by most of ,us,” said Mac-Ivor, 
laugMng. 

“ Craving your i^ardon. Colonel Mac-Ivor, not quite so 
easil y as ye seem to opine. I grant most of your mlk left 
the Highlands, expedited as it werej and from the 
incumbrance of baggage ; but it is unspeakable the 
quantity of useless sprechery ^ which they nave collected 
on their march. I saw one fellow of yours (craving your 
pardon once more) with a pier-glass upon his back.” 


» Plunder. 
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‘‘Ay,” said Fergus, still in good-hnmonr, “he would 
have told you, if you had questioned him, a ganging'^ foot 
is aye getting, — But come, dear Baron, you know as 
well as I, that a hundred Uhlans, or a single troop of 
Schmirschitz’s Pandqurs, would make more havoc m a 
country than the knight of the mirror and all the rest of 
our clans put together.” 

“ And that is very true likewise,” repKed the Baron ; 
“ they are, as the heathen author says,^ ferociores in aspectu, 
mitiores in actu^ of a horrid and grim visage, but more 
benign in demeanour than their physiognomy or aspect 
might infer. — But I stand . here talking to you two 
youngsters, when I should be in the King's Park.” 

“But you will dine with Waverley and me on your 
return ? I assure you, Baron, though I can live like a 
Highlander when needs must, I remember my Paris 
education, and understand perfectly faire la meilletcre 
chere” 

“ And wha the deil doubts it,” quoth the Baron, laugh- 
ing, “ when ye bring only the cooke^, and the gude toun 
must furnish the materials f — ^Weel, X have some business 
in the toun too : But I’ll join you at three, if the vivers ^ 
can tarry so long.” 

So saying, he took leave of his friends, and went to look 
after the charge which had been assigned him. 


CHAPTEB XLIL 

A. Soldi&r^s JDinner, 

James op the Hebdus was a man of liis word, when 
whisky was no party to the contract \ and upon this 
occasion Galium Beg, who still thought himself in 
Waverley's debt, since he had declined accepting <pm- 
pensation at the expense of mine Host of the Candlestick’s 
person, took the opportunity of discharging ^e obl%atiom 
by mounting guard over tne hereditary tailor of sSiocha 
nan Ivor ; and, as he expressed himself “targed him 
tightly ” ^ till the finishing of the job. To rid himself of 
this restraint, Shemus’s needle fl.ew through iXxe tartan 
like lightning ; and as the artist kept chanting some 
dreadful skirmish of Fin Macoul, he accomplisned at 
least three stitches to the death of every hero. The 

» Ofsliig. * Victuals. * Kept him la crder- 
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dress was, therefore, soon ready, for the short coat fitted 
the wearer, and the rest of tne apparel required little 
adjustment. 

Our hero having now fairly assumed the “ garb of old 
Gaul/^ well calculated as it was to ^ve an appearance of 
strength to a figure, which, though tall ana well-made, 
was rather elegant than robust, I hope my fair readers 
will excuse him if he looked at himself in the mirror 
more than once, and could not help acknowledging that 
the refiection seemed that of a veiy handsome young 
fellow. In fact, there was no disgmsing it. His light- 
brown hair, — ^for he wore no periwig, notwithstanmng 
the universal fashion of the time, — ^became the bonnet 
which surmounted it. His person promised firmness 
and agility^ to which the ample folds of the tartan 
added an air of dignity. His blue eye seemed of that 
kind, 

"Which, melted in love, and which kindled in war ; ’* 

and an air of bashfulness, wliich was in reality the 
effect of want of habitual in^rcourse with the world, 
gave interest to his features, without injuring their grace 
or intelligence. 

“ He’s a pratty man — a very pratty man,” said Evan 
Dhu (now Ensign Maccombich) to Fergus’s buxom land- 
lady. 

‘‘He’s vera week” said the Widow Flockhart, “but no 
naething sae weel-iar’d ^ as your colonel, ensign.” 

“I wasna comparing them,” quoth Evan, “nor was I 
speaking about his being weel-ravoured ; but only that 
Mr Waverley looks clean-made and deliver^ and like a 
lad o’ his quarters, that will not cry barlev in a 
brume.® And, indeed, he^s gleg* aneuch at the broad- 
sword and tai^et. I hae played wi’ him mysell at Glen- 
naquoich, and sae has Vicn Ian Vohr, often of a Sunday 
afternoon.” 

“ Lord f orgie ye. Ensign Maccombich,” said the alarmed 
Presbyterian ; “ Fm sure the colonel wad never do the 
like that I” 

“ Hout I hout 1 Mrs Flockhart,” replied the ensign, 
“ we’re young blude, ye ken ; and young saints, aula 
deils.” 

“But will ve fight wi’ Sir John Cope the mom, Ensign 
Maccombich f ” demanded Mrs Flockhart of her guest. 

“Troth Fse ensure him, an hell bide us, Mrs Flockhart,” 
repEed the Gfeel. 

> WeO favonrofi. » Agile, ® Bmwl. 


Expect. 
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‘^And will ye face thae tearing cMeids, the dragoons, 
Ens^n Maccombioh ? again inquired the landlady. 

“ Claw for claw, as Conan said to Satan, Mrs Flockhart, 
and the deevii tak the shortest nails.” 

“ And will the colonel venture on the bagganets him- 
seU?” 

‘‘Ye may swear it, Mrs Flockhart ; the very first man 
will he be, by Saint Phedar.” 

“ Merciful goodness ! and if he’s killed amang the red- 
coats 1 ” exclaimed the soft-hearted widow. 

“ Troth, if it should sae befall, Mrs Flockhart, I ken ane 
that will no be living to we^ for him. But we maun a’ 
live the day, and have our dinner ; and there’s Tich Ian 
Yohr has packed his dorlach^ and Mr Waverley’s wearied 
wi’ majormg yonder afore the muckle pier-glass ; and 
that grey auld stoor carle,^ the Baron o’ Bradwardine, 
that shot young Bonald of Ballenkeirocfc, he’s coming 
down the close wi’ that drc^hling coghling bailie body 
they ca’ Macwhupple, just bke the Laird o’ Edttlegaba 
French cook, wi’ ms turnspit doggie trindling ahint him, 
and I am as hungry as a gled,® my bonny oow ; sae Mu 
Kate set on the broo,^ and do you put on your pinners,® 
for ye ken Yich Ian Yohr winna sit down till ye be at 
the head o’ the table ; — and dinna forget the pint bottle 
o’ brandy, my woman.” 

This hunt produced dinner. Mrs Flockhart^ smiling in 
her weeds like the sun through a mist, took the head of 
the table, thinking within herseb^ perhaps, that she 
^red not how long the rebellion lasted that brought her 
into company so much above her usu^ associates. She 
was supported by Waverley and the Baron, with the 
advantage of the Chieftain The men of wace 

and of war, that is, Bailie Macwheeble and Ensign Mac- 
combich, after many profound cong^ to their superiors 
and each other^ took their places on each side of the 
Chieftain. Their fare was excellent, time, place, and cir- 
cumstances considered, and Fergus’s spirits were extra- 
vagantly high. Begardless of danger, and sanguine from 
temper, youth, and ambition, he saw in imagination aH 
his prospects crowned with succei^ and was totally in- 
different to the probable alternative of a soldier’s grave. 
The Baron apologb^ slightly for bringing MacwheeWe. 
They had been providing, ne said, for the expenses of the 
campaign. “And, by my &dth,” said the old man, “as I 
think this will be my last, so I just end where I b^fan— 

* nagger. » Ais«t«aremiua. ® Hawlc, BrcH^ * flowii^ 
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I hae evermore found the sinews of war, as a learned 
author calls the caisse militaire^ mair difficult to come by 
than either its flesh, blood, or bones/’ 

‘‘ What ! have you raised our only ejSScient body of 
cavalry, and got ye none of the louis-d’or out of the 
Douteli^to help you ? ” ^ 

“ No, Glennaquoich ; cleverer fellows have been before 
me/’ 

“That’s a scandal,” said the young Highlander; “but 
you will share what is left of my subsidy : It will save 
you an anxious thought to-night^ and will be all one 
to-morrow, for we sh^ all b e p rovided for, one way or 
other, before the sun sets.” Waverley, blushing deeply, 
but with great earnestness, pressed the same request. 

“ I thank ye baith, my good lads,” said the Baron, “ but 
I will not inmnge upon your pecjaHum. Bailie Macwheeble 
has provided the sum which is necessary.” 

Here the Bailie shifted and fidgeted about in his seah 
and appeared extremely uneasy. At length, after several 
preliminary hems, and much tautological expression of 
his devotion to his honour’s servic^ by night or day. 
living or dead, he began to insinuate, “that the Banks h^ 
removed a’ their ready cash into the Castle ; that, nae 
doubt^ Sandie Gk>ldie, the silversmith, would do mickle 
for his honour; but there was little time to get the 
wadset® made out; and, doubtless, if his honour Glen- 
naquoich, or Mr Wauverley, could accommodate ” 

“Let me hear of no such nonsense, sir,” said the Baron, 
in a tone which rendered Macwheeble mute, “ but proceed 
as we accorded before dinner, if it be your wish to remain 
in my service.” 

To this peremptory order the BaOie, though he felt as if 
condemned to suffer a transfusion of blood from his own 
veins into those of the Baron, did not presume to make 
any reply. After fidgetii^ a little while longer, however, 
he admc^sed himself to Glenn^uoich, and told him, ii 
his honour had mair ready siller than was sufficient 
for his occasions in the field, he could put it out at use for 
his honour in safe hands, and at great profit, at this time. 

At this proposal Fergus laughed heartily, and answered, 
whm he had recovered his breath, — “Many thanks, 
BaOie : but you must know, it is a general custom among 
us scddiers to make our landlady our banker. — ^Here, Mrs 
Flockhart^” said h^ taking four or five broad pieces out 

* The Pcmtc^e wm an veaaelt which brought a amalt supply of money imai 

arms frma Francelbr the use of the insurgents. (S.> * Bond. 
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of a well-filled purse, and tossing the pnrse itself, with its 
remaining contents, into her apron, ‘^these will serve my 
occasions ; do you take the rest : be my banker if I live, 
and my executor if I die ; but take care to give something 
to the Highland cailliachs^ that shall cry the coronach 
loudest for the last Yich Ian Yohr.” 

“It is the testamentum militare^^ quoth the Baron, 
“whilk, amang the Homans, was privilegiate to be 
nuncupative.” But the soft heart of Mrs Flockhart was 
melted within her at the Chieftain’s speech ; she set up a 
lamentable blubbering, and positively refused to touch 
the bequest, which Fergus was therefore obliged to resume. 

“ then,” said the Chief, “ if I fall, it will go to the 
grenadier that knocks my brains out, and I shall take 
care he works hard for it.’^ 

Bailie Macwheeble was again tempted to put in his 
oar ; for where cash was concerned, he did not willingly 
remain silent- “ Perhaps he had better carry the gowd 
to Miss Mac-Ivor, in case of mortality, or accidents of 
war. It might tak the form of a Tnortis cmisa donation 
in the yoxmg leddie’s favour, and wad cost but the scrape 
of a pen to mak it out.” 

“ The young lady,” said Fergus, “ should such an event 
happen, will nave other matters to think of than these 
wretched louis-d’or,” 

“ True — ^undeniable — ^there’s nae doubt o’ that ; but 
your honour kens that a full sorrow ” 

“ Is endurable by most folk more ^siiy than a hungry 
one? — True, Bailie, very true; and I brieve there may 
even be some who would be consoled by such a refiection 
for the loss of the whole existing generation. But there 
is a sorrow which knows neither hunger nor thirst ; and 

poor Flora” He paused, and the whole company 

sympathised in his emotion. 

The Baron’s thoughts naturally reverted to the un- 
protected state of his daughter, and the b% tear came 
to the veteran’s eye. “ If I fall, Macwheeble, you have all 
my papers and know all my afifairs ; be Just to Bc^a” 

The Bailie was a man of earthly moulcl after all : a 
good deal of dirt and dross about Mm, undoubtedly, but 
some kindly and just feelings he had, especially where the 
Baron or his young mistress were concerned. He set up 
a lamentable* howd. “If that doldful day should come, 
while Duncan Macwheeble had a boddle^ it should be Miss 

» OM womm» m wliwnn devolved tlie doty of laowilteg tor t3m dead, witicli 
the Iriati call (S.) 
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Rose’s. He wald scroll for a i>lack^ the sheet, or she 
kenn’d what it was to want ; if indeed a’ the bonnie 
baronie o' Bradwardine and Tully-Veolan, with the 
fortalice and manor-place thereof, (he kept sobbing and 
whining^ at every pause,) tofts, crofts, mosses, muirs— 
outfield, intieid — buildings — orchards — dovecots — with the 
right of net and coble in the water and loch of Veolan — 
teinds, parsonage and vicarage-^annexis, connexis — rights 
of pasturage — fuel, feal, and divot — parts, pendicles, and 
pertinents whatsoever-Hhere he had recourse to the end 
of his long cravat to wipe his eyes, vrhich overflowed, in 
spite of him, at the ideas which this technical jargon 
conjured up)— all as more fully described in the proper 
evidents and titles thereof— ^ana l:^ig within the parish 
of Bradwardine, and the shire of I^erth — if, as aforesaid, 
they must a’ pass from my master's child to Inch-Grabbit, 
wha’s a Whig and a Hanoverian, and be managed by his 
doer, Jamie Howie, wha's no fit to be a birlieman, ^ let be 
a bailie.” 

The beginning of this lamentation really had something 
affecting, but the conclusion rendered laughter irresistible. 

Never mind, Bailie,” said Ensign Maccombich, “for the 
gude auld times of rugging and riving (pulling and 
tearing) are come back again, an' Sneckus Mac-Snackus, 
(meaning probably, aiinexis, connexis,) and a' the rest of 
your friends, maun gie place to the langest claymore.” 

“And that claymore shall be ours. Bailie,” said the 
Chieftain, who saw that Macwheeble looked very blank at 
this intimation. 

i We’ll give them the metal our mountain affords, 

Liillibulero, ‘bullen a la. 

And in place of broad-pieces, -well pay witlr broadswords, 

Lero, lero, &c. 

With duns and with debts we willrsoon clear our score, 

JLillibulero, dsc. 

For the man that s thus pidd will crave payment no more, 
liCro, lero,' &c. ® 

But come, Bailie, be not cast down ; drink your wine 
with a joyous heart ; the Baron shall return safe and 
victorious to Tully- Veolan, and unite Eallancureit's laird- 
ship with his own, since the cowardly half-bred swine 
will not turn out for the Prince like a gentleman.” 

“To be sure, they lie maist ewest, ^ said the Bailie, 
wiping his eye% “ and should naturally fa' under the same 
factory.” 

» Fenny. » Petty bui^h officer. 

® These lirM^ or something like them, occur In an old Magazine of the period. (S.) 

♦ Contiguous. 
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^'Andl/’ proceeded the Chieftain, “ shall take care of 
myself, too ; for you must know, I have to complete a 
good work here, by bringing Mrs Flockhart into the 
bosom of the Catholic church, or at least half way, and 
that is to your Episcopal meeting-house. O Baron I if 
you heard her fine counter-tenor admonishing Kate and 
Matty in the morning, you, who understand music, 
would tremble at the idea of hearing her sliriek in the 
psalmody of Haddo’s Hole,” 

“ Lord forgie you, colonel, how ye rin on I But I hope 
your honours will tak tea before ye gang to the palace, 
and I maun gang and mask it for you.^' 

So saying, Mrs Flockhart left the gentlemen to their 
own conversation, which, as might be supposed, turned 
chiefiy upon the approaching events of the campaign. 


CHAPTER XLm. 

Tke Ball. 

Ensign Maccombich having gone to the Highland 
camp ui^n duty, and Bailie Macvmeeble having retired to 
digest his dinner, and Evan Dhu's intimation of martial 
law, in some blind change-house, Waveriey, with the 
Baron and the Chieftain, proceeded to Holyrood-House. 
The two last were in full tide of spirits, and the Baron 
rallied in his way our hero upon the handsome figure 
which his new dress displayed to advantage. ^*If you 
have any design upon the heart of a bonny ^otch lassie, 
I would premonish yom when you address her, to remem- 
ber and quote the words of Virgilius : — 

* Nunc insanus amor dnii me Martis in aimis. 

Tela inter media atque adversos detinet hostesi’ 

Whilk verses Robertson of Struan, Chief of the Clan 
Donnochy, (unless the claims of Lude ought to be pre- 
ferred primo loco,) has thus el^antly rendered : 

‘For cruel love has gartan’d low my leg, 

And clad my hurdies in a p^ijaabeg,' 

Although, indeed, ye wear the trews, a garment whilk I 
approve maist of the twa^ as mair ancient and seemly.” 

‘‘ Or rather,” said Feigus, “ hear my song : 

‘ She wadim hae a Lowland laird, 

Nor he an English lady; 

But bhe*s away with Duncan Grseme^ 

And ho's mw’d her in his plaidy.**’ 
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By this time they reached the palace of Holyrood, and 
were announced respectively as they entered the apart- 
ments. 

It is but too well known how many gentlemen of rank, 
education, and fortune, took a concern in the ill-fated 
and desperate undertaking of 1*745. The ladies, also, of 
Scotland very generally espoused the cause of the gallant 
and handsome young Prince, who threw himself upon 
the mercy of his countrymen, rather like a hero of 
romance than a calculating politician. It is not, there- 
fore, to be wondered that Edward, who had spent the 

? greater part of his life in the solemn seclusion of Waver- 
ey-Honour, should have been dazzled at the liveliness 
and elegance of the scene now exhibited in the lon^- 
deserted halls of the Scottish palace. The accompani- 
ments, indeed, fell short of splendour, being such 
as the confusion and hurry of the time admitted * still, 
however, the general effect was striking, and, the 
rank of the company considered, might well be called 
brilliant. 

It was not long before the lover’s eye discovered the 
object of his attachment. Flora Mac-Ivor was in the ^t 
of returning to her seat, near the top of the room, with 
Rose Bradwardine by her side. Among much elegance 
and beauty, they had attracted a great degree of the 
public attention, being certainly two of the handsomest 
women present. The Prince took much notice of both, 
particularly of Flora, with whom he danced ; a preference 
which she probably owed to her foreign education, and 
command of the French and Italian languages. 

When the bustle attending the conclusion of the dance 
permitted, Edward, almost intuitively, followed Fei^us 
to the place where Miss Mac-Ivor was seated. The 
sensation of hope, with which he had nursed his affection 
in absence of the beloved object, seemed to vanish in her 
presence, and, like one striving to recover the particulars 
of a forgotten dream, he would have given the world at 
tliat moment to have recollected the grounds on which he 
had founded expectations which now seemed so delusive. 
He accompani^ Fergus with downcast eyes, tingling 
ears, and the feelings of the criminal, who, while the 
melancholy cart moves slowly through the crowds that 
have a^embled to behold his execution, receives no cleai 
sensation either from the noise which fills his ears, or the 
tumult on which he casts his wandering look- 

Floi'ai seemed a little — a very little — affected and dis- 
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composed at Ms approach. " I bring yoti an adopted son 
of Ivon” said Fergus. 

^‘Ana I receive him as a second brother,” replied Flora. 

There was a slight emphasis on the word, which would 
have escaped everj’- ear but one that was feverish with 
apprehension. It was, however, distinctly marked, and, 
combined with her whole tone and manner, plainly inti- 
mated, “I will never think of Mr Waverley as a more 
intimate connection.” Edward stopped, bowed, and 
looked at Fergus, who bit Ms lip ; a movement of anger, 
wMch proved that he also had put a sinister interpre- 
tation on the reception wMch his sister had given his 
friend. “ This, then, is an end of my day-dream I ” Such 
was Waverley's first thought, and it was so exqmsitely 
painful as to banish from Ms cheek every drop of blood. 

‘‘Good God!” said Bose Bradwardine, “he is not yet 
recovered ! ” 

These words, which she uttered with great emotion, 
were overheard by the Chevalier himself who stepped 
hastily forward, and, taking Waverley by the hand, 
inquired kindly after his health, and added, that he 
wished to speak with him. By a strong and sudden 
effort, wMch the circumstances rendered indispensable, 
Waverley recovered Mmself so far as to follow the 
Chevalier in silence to a recess in the apartment. 

Here the Prince detained him some time, asking 
various questions about the great Tory and Catholic 
families of England, their connections, their influence, 
and the state of their affections towards the house of 
Stewart. To these queries Edward could not at any time 
have given more than general answers, and it may be 
supposed that, in the present state of Ms feelings, Ms 
responses were indistinct even to confusion. The Cheva- 
lier smiled once or twice at the incongruity of his replies, 
but continued the same style of conversation, although 
he found himself obliged to occupy the princip^ share of 
it, until he perceived that Waverley had recovered his 
presence of mind. It is probable that this long audience 
was partly meant to further the idea which the Prinoe 
desired should be entertained among his follower^ that 
Waverley was a character of political influence. But it 
appeared, from his concluding expr^sions, that he had a 
different and good-natured motive, personal to omr hero, 
for prolonMng the conference. “I cannot resist the 
temptation/* he said, “ of boasting of my own discretion 
as a lady^s confident. You see, Mr Waverley, that I 
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know all, and I assure you I am deeply interested in the 
affair. But, my good young friend, you must put a more 
severe restraint upon your feelings. There are many 
here whose eyes can see as cleariy as mine, but the 
prudence of whose tongues may not be e<juaUy trusted.” 

So saying, he turned easily away, and joined a circle of 
officers at a few paces’ distance, leaving Waverley to 
meditate upon his parting expression, which, though not 
intelligible to him m its whole purport, was sufficiently 
so in the caution which the last word recommended. 
Making, therefore, an effort to show himself worthy of 
the interest whicn his new master had expressed, by 
instant obedience to his recommendation, he walked up 
to the spot where Flora and Miss Bradwardine were stiu 
seated, and having made his compliments to the latter, 
he succeeded, even beyond his own expectation, in enter- 
ing into conversation upon general topics. 

If, my dear reader, thou hast ever happened to take 

post-horses at v or at , (one at least of which 

blanks, or more probably both, you will be able to fill 
up from an inn near your own residence,) you must 
have observed, and doubtless with sympathetic pain, the 
reluctant agony with which the poor jades at first apply 
their galled necks to the collars of the harness. But 
when the irresistible arguments of the post-boy have pre- 
vailed upon them to proceed a mile or two, they wifi 
become callous to the first sensation ; and being warm in 
the harness, as the said post-boy may term it, proceed as 
if their withers were altogether unwrung. This simile 
so much corresponds wito the state of Waverley ’s 
feelings in the course of this memorable evening, that I 
prefer it (especially as being, I trust, wholly original) to 
any more splendid illustration, with which Byshe’s Art 
of Poetry might supply me. 

Exertion, like virtue, is its own reward : and our hero 
had, moreover, other stimulating motives for persevering 
in a display of affected composure and indifference to 
Flora’s obvious unkindness. Pride, which supplies its 
caustic as an useful, though severe, remedy for iffie 
wounds of affection, came rapidly to his aid. Distin- 
guished by the favour of a Prince ; destined, he had room 
to hope, to play a conspicuous part in the revolution 
which await^ a mighty kingdom ; excelling, probably, 
in mental acquirements, and equalling at least in personal 
accomplishments, most of t^e noble and distinguished 
’pemmm with whom he was now ranked ; young, wealthy, 
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and high-bom, — cotild he, or ought he, to droop beneath 
the frown of a capricious beauty ? 

O nymph, unrelenting and cold as thou art. 

My hosom is proud as thine own.” 

With the feeling expressed in these beautiful lines, 
(which, however, were not then written,) ^ Waverley 
determined upon convincing Flora that he was not to bo 
depressed by a rejection, in which his vanity whispered 
that perhaps she did her own prospects as much injustice 
as his. And, to aid this change of feeling, there lurked 
the secret and unacknowledged hope, that she might 
learn to prize his affection more highly, when she did not 
conceive it to be altogether within her own choice to 
attmct or repulse it. There was a mystic tone of en- 
couragement, also, in the Chevalier’s words, though he 
feared they only referred to the wishes of Fergus in favour 
of an union between him and his sister. But the whole 
circumstances of time, place, and incident, combined at 
once to awaken his imagination, and to call upon him for 
a manly and decisive tone of conduct, leaving to fate to 
dispose of the issue. Should he appear to be the only one 
sad and disheartened on the eve of battle, how greedilv 
would the tale be commented upon by the slander whicn 
had been already but too busy with his fame ? Never, 
never, he internally resolved, shall my unprovoked en- 
emies possess such an advantage over my reputation. 

Under the influence of these mixed sensations, and 
cheered at times by a smile of intelligence and approba- 
tion from the Prince as he pass*^ the group, Waverley 
exerted his powers of fancy, animation, and eloquence, 
and attracted the general admiration of the company. 
The conversation gradually assumed the tone best 
qualified for the display of his talents and acquisitions. 
The gaiety of the evening was exalted in character, rather 
than checked, by the approaching dangers of the morrow. 
All nerves were strung for the future, and prepared to 
enjoy the present. This mood of mind is highly favour- 
able for the exercise of the powers of imagmation, for 
poetry, and for that eloquence which is allied to poetry, 
waverley, as we have elsewhere observed, possessed at 
times a wonderful flow of rhetoric ; and, on the pr^jent 
occasion, he touched more than once the higher not^ of 
feeling, and then again ran off. in a wild voluntary of 
fanciful mirth. He was supported and excited by kindred 

» They occur to Mis» Sewiijni’s fine vesrses, Ix^limtos — 

*‘To thy JXKdfejs, stesrmy <S.) j 
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spirits, who felt the same impulse of mood and time ; and 
even those of more cold and calculating habits were 
hurried along by the torrent. Many ladies declined the 
dance, which still went forward, and, under various pre> 
fences, joined the party to which the “ handsome young 
Englishman ” seemed to have attached himself. He was 
presented to several of the first rank, and his manners, 
which for the present were altogether free from the bash- 
ful restraint by which, in a moment of less excitation, 
they were usually clouded, gave universal delight. 

Mora Mac-Ivor appeared to be the only female present 
who regarded him with a degree of coldness and reserve ; 
yet even she could not suppress a sort of wonder at talents, 
which, in the course of their acquaintance, she had never 
seen * with equal brilliancy and impressive 

effect, i do not know whether she might not feel a 
momentary regret at having taken so decisive a resolu- 
tion upon the addresses of a lover, who seemed fitted so 
well to fill a high place in the highest stations of society. 
Certainly she had hitherto accounted among the incurable 
deficiencies of Edward’s disposition, the mauvaise honte^ 
which, as she had been educated in the first foreign 
circles, and was little acquainted with the shyness of 
English manners, was, in her opinion, too near^ related 
to timidity and imbecility ot disposition. But if a 
passing wish occurred that Waverley could have rendered 
nimseli uniformly thus amiable and attractive, its influ- 
ence was momentary ; for circumstances had arisen since 
tliey met, which rendered, in her eyes, the resolution she 
had formed respecting him, flLnal and irrevocable. 

With opposite feelings, Rose Bradwardine bent her 
whole soul to listen. She felt a secret triumph at the 
public tribute paid to one, whose merit she had learned 
to priz^ too early and too fondly. Without a thought 
of jealousy, without a feeling of fear, pain, or doubt, and 
undisturbed by a single selfiSh consideration, she resigned 
herself to the pleasure of observing the general murmur 
of applause. When Waverley spoke, her ear was ex- 
clusively filled wdth his voice ; when others answered, 
her eye took its turn of observation, and seemed to watch 
his reply. Perhaps the delight which she experienced 
in the course of that evening, though transient, and 
followed by much sorrow, was in its nature the most pure 
and disinterested which the human mind is capable of 
enjoying. 

Baron,” said the Chevalier, “I would not trust my 
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mistress in the company of your young friend. He 
is really, though perhaps somewhat romantic, one of 
the most fascinating young men whom I have ever 
seen.” 

“And by my honour, sir,” replied the Baron, “the lad 
can sometimes be as dowff as a sexagenary like myself. 
If your Royal Highness had seen him dreaming and 
dozmg about the banks of TuUy-Veolan like an hypo- 
chondiiac person, or^ as Burton’s Anatomia hath it, a 

g hrenesiac or lethargic patient, you would wonder where 
e hath sae suddenly acquired all this fine sprack festivity 
and jocularity.” 

“ Truly,” ^id Fergus Mac-Ivor, “ I think it can only 
be the inspiration of the tartans ; for, though Waverley 
be always a young fellow of sense and honour, I have 
hitherto often found him a very absent and inattentive 
companion.” 

“We are the more obliged to him,” said the Prince, “for 
having reserved for this evening qualities which even 
such intimate friends had not discovered.— But come, 
gentlemen, the night advances, and the business of to- 
morrow must be early thought upon. Each take charge 
of his fair partner, and honour a small refreshment with 
your company.” 

He led the way to another suite of apartments, and 
assumed the seat and canopy at the head of a long range 
of tables, with an air of dignity mingled with courtesy, 
which well became his high birth and lofty pretensions. 
An hour had hardly flown away when the musicians 
plag^ the signal for parting, so well known in Scot- 

“Good night then,” said the Chevalier, rising ; “€kK>d 
night, and joy be with you ! — Gk)od night, fair ladies, who 
have so highly honoured a prc^ribed and banished Prince. 
— Good night, my brave friends ; may the happiness we 
have this evening experienced be an omen of our return 
to these our paternal naUs, speedily and in triumph, and 
of many and maiy future meetings of mirth and pleasure 
in the palace of Holyrood ! ” 

When the Baron of Bradwardine afterwards mentioned 
this adieu of the Chevalier, he never fedled to repeat^, in a 
melancholy tone, 

Audiit, et Fhoetous succedere partona 
Meate dcOit; part^na Tolacrea in aariisi;• ** 

• Wbicli is, or was wont to the old air ** Good night and joy he wl'' jrcm. 

ft’i” <S.> 
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“which,” as he added, “is weel rendered into English 
metre by my friend Bangotir : 

Ae half the prayer wl* Phoebus grace did find. 

The t’other half he whistled down the wind.’ ” 


CHAPTEB XLIV. 

The March. 

The conflicting passions and exhausted feelings of 
Waveriey had resigned him to late but sound repose. He 
was dreaming of Giennaquoich, and had transferred to the 
halls of Ian nan Chaistel the festal train which so lately 

g raced those of Holyrood. The pibroch too was distinctly 
eard ; and this at least was no delusion, for the “ proud 
step of the chief piper ” of the “ chlain Mac-Ivor ” was 
perambulating the court before the door of his Chieftain^s 
quarters, and, as Mrs Flockhart, apparently no friend to 
his minstrelsy, was pleased to observe, “garring^ the very 
stane-and-lime wa^s dingle wi’ his screeching.” Of course 
it soon became too powerful for Waveriey^ dream, with 
which it had at first rather harmonized. 

The sound of Callum’s brogues in his apartment (for 
Mac-Ivor had again assigned Waveriey to his care) was 
the next note of parting. “ Winna yere honour bang up % 
Vich Ian Vohr and ta Prince are awa to the lang green 
glen ahint the clachan, tat they ca^ the King’s PaA:/ and 
mony ane’s on his ain shanks the day that will be carried 
on ither folk’s ere night.” 

Waveriey sprung up, and, with Callum’s assistan<3e and 
instructions, adjusted his tartans in proper costume. 
OaUum told him also, “ tat his leather dorla^ wi’ the lock 
on her was come frae Doune, and she was awa again in 
the wain wi’ Yich Ian Vohr’s walise.” 

By this periphrasis Waverlw readily apprehended his 
portmanteau was intended. He thought upon the mys- 
terious packet of the maid of the cavern, which seemed 
always to escape him when within his very grasp. But 
this was no time for indulgence of curiosity ; and having 
declined Mrs Flockhart’s compliment of a morning, i.e, a 
matutinal dram, being probably the only man in the 

’ Oamixig. 

* Tte maka bofiy ef tituB BIghlaxid army encaxaped, or rather bivouacked, in that 
part of the King’s Park which lies towards the village of Uuddingston. (S.) 



WAVERLEY. 


313 


Chevalier’s army by whom such a courtesy would have 
been rejected, he made his adieus, and departed with 
Callum. 

Callum,” said he, as they proceeded down a dirty close 
to gain the southern skirts of the Canongate, “ what shall 
I do for a horse ?” 

“Ta den ane ye maun think o’,” said Callum. ^ “Yich 
Ian Vohr’s marching on foot at the head o’ his kin, (i^iot 
to say ta Prince, wha does the like^) wi’ his target on 
his shoulder ; and ye maun e’en be neighbour-like.” 

And so I will, Callum — ^ve me my target ; — so, there 
we are fixed. How does it look ?” 

‘‘Like the bra’ Highlander tat’s painted on the board 
afore the mickle change-house they ca’ Luckie Middle- 
mass’s, ” answered Callum ; meaning I must observe, a 
high compliment, for, in his opinion, Luckie Middlemass’s 
sign was an exquisite specimen of art. ^ Waverley, how- 
ever, not feeling the full force of this polite simile, 
asked him no farther questions. 

Upon extricating themselves from the mean and dirty 
suburbs of the metropolis, and emerging into the open air, 
Waverley felt a renewal both of health and spirits, and 
turned his recollection with firmness upon the events of 
the preceding evening, and with hope and resolution 
toward those of the approaching day. 

When he had surmounted a small craggy eminence, 
call St Leonard’s Hill, the King’s Park, or the hollow 
between the mountain of Arthur’s seat^ and the rising 
grounds on which the southern part of Edinburgh is now 
built, lay beneath him, and displayed a singular and 
animating prospect. It was occupied by the army of 
the Highlanders, now in the act of preparing for their 
march. Waverley had already seen somethmg of the 
kind at the hunting-match which he attended with 
Fergus Mac-Ivor ; but this was on a scale of much greater 
magnitude, and incomparably deeper interest. The rocks, 
which formed the back-ground of the scene, and the very 
sky itself, rang with the clang of the bagpi^r^ summon- 
ing forth, each with his appropriate pibroch, his chieftain, 
and clan. The mountaineers, rousing themselv^ from 
their couch under the canopy of heaven, with the hum 
and bustle of a confused and irr^ular multitude, like 
bees alarmed and arming in their hives, seemed to possess 
all the pliability of movement fitted to execute military 
manceuvres. Their motions appeared spontaneous and 
confused, but the result was order and regularity ; so that 
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a general must have praised the conclusion, though a 
martinet might have ridiculed the method by which it 
was attained. 

The sort of complicated medley created by the hasty 
arrangements of the various clans under their respective 
banners, for the purpose of getting into the order of 
march, was in itself a gay^ and lively spectacle. They 
had no tents to strike, having generally, and by choice, 
slept upon the open field, although the autumn was how 
waning, and the nights began to be frosty. For a little 
space, while they were getting into order, there was 
exhibited a changing, fluctuating, and confused appear- 
ance of waving tartans and floating plumes, and of 
banners displaying the proud gathering word of Clan- 
ronald, Ganion Coheriga — (Gainsay who dares); Lochr 
SloVy the watchword of the Mac-Farlanes ; Forth^ortune^ 
and fill t?i€ fetters, the motto of the Marquis of TuUibar- 
dine ; Bydand, that of Lord Lewis Gordon ; and the 
appropriate signal words and emblems of many other 
chieftains and clans. 

At length the mixed and wavering multitude arranged 
themselves into a narrow and dusky column of great 
length, stretching through the whole extent of the valley. 
In the front of the column the standard of the Chevalier 
was displayed, bearing a red cross upon a wliite groxmd, 
with the motto Tandem Triumphans, The few cavalry, 
being chiefly Lowland gentry, with their domestic ser- 
vants and retainers, formed the advanced guard of the 
army; and their standards, of which they had rather 
too many in respect of their numbers, were seen waving 
upon the extreme verge of the horizon. Many horsemen 
of this body, among whom Waverley accidentally re- 
marked Balmawhapple, and his lieutenant, Linker, (which 
last, however, had been reduced, with several others, by 
the advice of the Baron of Bradwardine, to the situation 
of what he called reformed officers, or rerormadoes,)^ded 
to the liveliness, though by no means to the regularity, of 
the scene, by galloping their horses as fast forward as the 
pr^s would, permit, to join their proper station in the 
van. The fascinations of the Circes of the High Street, 
and the potations of strength with which they had been 
drenched over night^had probably detained these heroes 
within the walls of Edinbui^h somewhat later than was 
consistent with their morning duty. Of such loiterers, 
the prudent took the longer and circuitous, but more open 
routi^ to attain their place in the march, by keeping at 
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some distance from the infantry, and making tlieir way 
through the enclosures to the right, at the expense of 
leaping over or pulling down the dry-stone fences. The 
irregular appearance and vanishing of these small parties 
of horsemen, as well as the confusion occasioned W those 
who endeavoured, though generally without ejBfect, to 
press to the front through the crowd of Highlanders, 
maugre their curses, oaths, and opposition, added to the 
picturesque wildness, what it took from the military 
regularity, of the scene. 

While Waverley gazed upon this remarkable spectacle, 
rendered yet more impressive by the occasional discharge 
of cannon-shot from the Castle at the Highland guards as 
they were withdrawn from its vicinity to join their main 
body, Galium^ with his usual freedom of interference, 
reminded him that Yich Ian Vohr’s folk were nearly at 
the head of the column of march which was still dist^t, 
and that “ they would gang very fast after the cannon 
fired-’' Thus admonished, Waverley walked briskly for- 
w'ard, yet often casting a glance upon the dai'ksome clouds 
of warriors who were collected before and beneath him, 
A nearer view, indeed^ rather diminished the efiPect im- 
pressed on the mind by the more distant appearance of 
the army The leading men of each clan were well armed 
with broadsword, target, and fusee, to which all added 
the dirk, and most the steel pistol. But these consisted 
of gentlemen, that is, relations of the chief, however 
distant, and who had an immediate title to bis counten- 
ance and protection. Finer and hardier men could not 
have been selected out of any army in Christendom ; while 
the free and independent habits which each possessed, 
and which each was yet so well taught to subject to the 
command of his chief, and the peculiar mode of discipline 
adopted in Highland warfare, rendered them equally for- 
midable by their individual courage and high spirit and 
from their rational conviction of the necessity of acting 
in unison, and of giving their national mode ot attack the 
fullest opportunity of success. 

But* in a lower rank to these, there were found indi- 
viduals of an inferior description, the common peasantry 
of the Highland country, who, although they did not 
allow themselves to be so called, and claimed often, with 
apparent truth, to be of more ancient descent than the 
masters whom they served, bore^ neverthel^^ the livery 
of extreme penury, being indifierently acooutr^ ana 
worse armed, half naked, stinted in growiih, and miserable 
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in aspect. Each important clan had some of those Helots 
attached to them ; — thus, the Mac-Couls, though tra 
their descent from Comhal, the father of Finn or Finga 
were a sort of Gibeonites, or hereditary servants to the 
Stewarts of Appine ; the Macbeths descended from the 
unhappy monarch of that name, were subjects to the 
Morays, and clan Donnochy, or Kobertsons of Athole ; 
and many other examples might be given, were it not for 
the risk of hurting any pride of clanship which may yet 
be left, and thereby drawing a Highland tempest into the 
shop of my publisher. Now these same Hmots, though 
forced into the field by the arbitrary authority of the 
chieftains under whom they hewed wood, and drew water, 
were, in general, very sparingly fed, ill-dressed, and w^orse 
armed. The latter circumstance was indeed owin§ chiefly 
to the general disarming act, which had been carried into 
effect ostensibly throu^ the whole Highlands, although 
most of the chieftains contrived to elude its influence, by 
retaining the weapons of their own immediate clansmen, 
and delivering up those of less value, which they collected 
from these inferior satellites. It followed, as a matter of 
course, that, as we have already hinted, many of these 
poor fellows were brought to the field in a very wretched 
condition. 

From this it happened, that, in bodies, the van of 
which were admirably well armed in their own fashion, 
the rear resembled actual banditti. Here was a pole-axe, 
there a sword without a scabbard ; here a gun without a 
lock, there a scythe set straight upon a pole ; and some 
had only their dirks, and bludgeons or stakes pulled out 
of hedges. The grim, uncombed, and wild appearance of 
these men, most of whom gazed with all the admiration 
of ignorance upon the most ordinary production of do- 
mestic art, created surprise in the Howlands, but it also 
created terror. So little was the condition of the High- 
lands known at that late period, that the character and 
appearance of their population, while thus sallying forth 
as military adventurers, conveyed to the south-country 
Lowlanders as much surprise as if an invasion of 
African Negroes, or Esquimaux Indians, had issued forth 
from the northern mountains of their own native 
country. It cannot therefore be wondered if Waverley, 
who had hitherto judged of the Highlanders generally, 
from the samples which the policy of Fergus had from 
time to time exhibit^ should have felt damped and 
astonished at the daring attempt of a body not then 
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exceeding four thousand men, and of whom not above 
half the number, at the utmost, were armed, to change 
the fate, and alter the dynasty, of the British kingdoms. 

As he moved along the column, which still remained 
stationary, an iron gun, the only piece of artillery 
possessed by the army which meditated so important a 
revolution, was fired as the signal of march. The Che- 
valier had expressed a wish to leave this useless piece of 
ordnance behind him ; but, to his surprise, the Highland 
chiefs interposed to solicit that it might accompany their 
march, pleading the prejudices of tlieir followers, who, 
Httle accustomed to artillery, attached a degree of absurd 
importance to this field-piece, and expected it would 
contribute essentially to a victory w^hich they could only 
owe to their own muskets and broadswords. Two or 
tliree French artillerymen were therefore appointed to 
the management of this militery engine, which was 
drawn along by a string of Highland ponies, and was, 
after all, only used for the purpose of firing signals^ 

No sooner was its voice heard upon the present occa- 
sion, than the whole line was in motion, A wild cry of 
joy from the advancing battalions rent the air, and was 
then lost in the shrill clangour of the bagpipes, as the 
sound of these, in their turn, was partially drowned by 
the heavy treaa of so many men put at once into motion. 
The banners glittered and shook as they moved forward, 
and the horse hastened to occupy their station as the 
advanced guard, and to push on reconnoitring parties to 
ascertain and rep ort the motions of the enemy. They 
vanished from Waverley’s eye as they wheeled round the 
base of Arthurs Seat, under the remarkable ridge of 
basaltic rocks which fronts the little lake of Duddingston. 

The infantry followed in the same direction, regulating 
their pace by another body which occupied a road more 
to the southward. It cost Edward some exertion of 
activity to attain the place which Ferguses followers 
occupi^ in the line of march. 


CHAPTER XLY. 

An Incident gives rise to unavailing Me^ciions, 

When Waverley reached that part of the column which 
was filled by the clan of Mac-Ivor, they halted, formed, 

^ Note 17. Field-piece tii tli© IBgbimd army. 
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and received Mm with a triumphant flourish upon the 
bagpipes, and a loud shout of the men, most of whom 
knew Mm personally, and were delighted to see him in 
the dress of their country and of their sept. “ You shout,” 
said a Highlander of a neighbouring clan to Evan Dhu, 
as if the Chieftain were just come to your head.” 

Mar e Bran is e a hrathair, If it be not Bran, it is 
Bran’s brother,” was the proverbial reply of Maccom- 
hichJ- 

“ O, then, it is the handsome Sassenach Duinhe-wassel, 
that is to be married to Lady Flora ? ” 

“ That may be, or it may not be ; and it is neither your 
matter nor mine, Gregor.” 

Fergus advanced to embrace the volunteer, and afford 
Mm a warm and hearty welcome ; but be thought it 
necessary to apologize for the diminished numbers of Ms 
battalion, (which did not exceed three hundred men,) by 
observing, he had sent a good many out upon parties. 

The real fact, however, was, that the defection of 
Donald Bean Lean had deprived him of at least tMrty 
hardy fellows, whose services he had fully reckoned upon, 
and that many of Ms occasional adherents had been 
recalled by their several chiefs to the standards to wMch 
they most properly owed their allegiance. The rival 
chief of the ^eat northern branch also of his own clam 
had mustered his people, although he had not yet declared 
either for the government or for the Chevalier, and by' his 
intrigues had in some degree diminished the force with 
wMch Fergus took the field. To make amends for these 
disappointments, it was universally admitted that the 
followers of Yich Ian Vohr, in point of appearance, equip 


Edward. Old Ballenkeiroch acted as his major: and, 
with the other officers who had known Waverley when at 
Glennaquoic]^ gave our hero a cordial reception, as the 
sharer of their future dangers and expected honours. 


mon post«*road betwixt Edinburgh and Btaddington, until 
they crcM»ed the Esk, at Musselbtirgh, when, msteaji of 
keeping the low grounds towards the sea, they turned 
more inland, and occupied the brow of the eminence 
called Oarbrnry Hill, a place already distinguished in 

» Bran, w^-lcncmn dog of Fins^ is oftm Uie tbeme of Highland proverh 
as widl as aong. Ca) 



WAVERLEY. 


319 


Scottish history, as the spot where the lovely Mary 
siirrendered herself to her insurgent subjects. This 
direction was chosen because the Chevalier had received 
notice that the army of the government, arriving by sea 
from Aberdeen, had landed at Dunbar, and quartered the 
night before to the west of Haddington, with the inten- 
tion of falling down towards the sea-side, and approacliing 
Edinburgh by the lower coast-road. By keeping the 
height, which overhung that road in many places, it was 
hoped the BLighlanders might find an opportunity of 
attacking them to advantage. The army therefore halted 
upon the ridge of Carberry Hill, both to refresh the 
soldiers, and as a central situation, from which their 
march could be directed to any point that the motions of 
the enemy might render most advisable. While they 
remained in this position, a messenger arriyed in haste fx) 
desire Mac-Ivor to come to the Prince, adding, that their 
advanced post had had a skirmish with some of the 
enemy’s cavalry^ and that the Baron of Bradwardine had 
sent in a few prisoners. 

Waverley walked forward out of the line to satisfy his 
curiosity, and soon observed five or six of the troopers, 
who, covered with dust, had galloped in to announce that 
the enemy were in full march westward along the coast. 
Passing still a little farther on, he w-as struck with a 
groan which issued from a hoveL He approached the 
spot, and heard a voice, in the provincial English of his 
native county, which endeavoured, though frequently 
interrupted by pain, to repeat the Lord’s Prayer. The 
voice of distress always mund a ready answer in our 
hero’s bosom. He entered the hovel, which seemed to be 
intended for what is called, in the pastoral counties of 
Scotland, a smearing-hou&e / and in its obscurity Edward 
could only at first discern a sort of red bundle ; for those 
who had stripped the wounded man of his arms, and part 
of his clothes, Jhad left him the dragoon-cloak in which he 
was enveloped. 

‘‘For the love of God,” said the wounded man, as he 
heard Waverley ’s step, “ Give me a single drop of water I ” 

“ You shall have it,” answered Waverley, at the same 
time raising him in his arms, bearing him to the door of 
the hut, and giving him some drink from his fiask. 

“ I should know that voice,” s^d the man ; but, looking 
on Waverley ’s dress with a bewildered look, — “ no, this is 
not the young squire I ” 

This was the common phrase by which Edward was 
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distinguished on the estate of Waverley -Honour, and 
the sound now thrilled to his heart with the thousand 
recollections which the well-known accents of his native 
country had already contributed to awaken. “ Houghton ! ” 
he said, gazing on the ghastly features which death was 
fast disfiguring, “ can this be you ? ” 

“ I never thought to hear an English voice again,” said 
the wounded man ; “ they left me to live or die here as I 
could, when they found I would say nothing about the 
strength of the regiment. But, O squire 1 how could you 
stay from us so long, and let us be tempted by that fiend 
of the pit, Ruffin ? — ^we should have followed you through 
flood and fire, to be sure.” 

“ Ruffin ! I assure you, Houghton, you have been vilely 
imposed upon.” 

“I often thought so,” said Houghton, “though they 
showed us your very seal : and so Timms was shot, and 1 
was reduced to the ranks.*’ 

“ Do not exhaust your strength in speaking,” said 
Edward ; I will get you a surgeon presently,” 

He saw Mac-Ivor approaching, who was now returning 
from head-quarters, where he had attended a council of 
war, and hastened to meet him. “ Brave news ! ” shouted 
the Chief ; “ we shall be at it in less than two hours. The 
Prince has put himself at the head of the advance, and, 
as he drew his sword, called out, ‘My friends, I have 
thrown away the scabbard. * Come, Waverley, we move 
instantly.” 

“A moment, — a moment ; this poor prisoner is dying ; — 
where shall I find a surgeon % ” 

“Why, where should you? We have none, you know, 
but two or three French fellows, who, I believe, are little 
better than gar^gons a^thicaires. 

“ But the man will bleed to death.” 

“ Poor fellow ! ” said Fergus, in a momentary fit of 
compassion ; then instantly added, “ But it will be a 
thousand men’s fate before night ; so come along.” 

“ I cannot : I tell you he is a son of a tenant of my 
uncle’s.” 

“O, if he’s a follower of yours, he must be looked to ; 
I’ll TOnd Callum to you ; but dicwul I — ceade millia 
moUighmTt^ continued the impatient Chieftain, — “ what 
made an old soldier, like Bradwardine, send dying men 
here to cumber us % ” 

Callum came with his usual elertness ; and, indeed, 
Waverley rather gained than lost in the opinion of the 
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HigManders, by Ms anxiety about the wounded man. 
They would not have understood the general philanthropy, 
wMch rendered it almost impossible for Waverley to have 
passed any person in such distress ; but, as apprehending 
that the sufferer was one of Ms following^ they un- 
animously allowed that Waverley's conduct was that of 
a kind and considerate cMeftain, who merited the 
attachment of Ms people. In about a quarter of an hour 
poor Humphrey breathed his last, praying Ms young 
master, when he returned to Waverley-Honour, to be kina 
to old Job Houghton and Ms dame, and conjuring him 
not to fight with these wild petticoat-men against old 
England. 

When Ms J^t breath was drawn, Waverley, who had 
beheld with sincere sorrow and no slight tinge of remorse, 
the final agonies of mortality, now witnessed for the first 
time, commanded Callum to remove the body into the 
hut, TMs the young Highlander performed, not without 
examining the pockets of the defunct, which, however, he 
remarked, had been pretty well spung’d. He took the 
cloak, however, and proceeding with the provident caution 
of a spaniel Moing a bon^ concealed it among some furze, 
and carefully marked tne spot, observing, that if he 
chanced to return that w^, it would be an excellent 
rokelay for his auld mother EJjspat. 

It was by a considerable exertion that they regained 
their place in the marching column, which was now 
moving rapidly forward to occupy the Mgh grounds 
above the village of Tranent, between wMch and the 
sea lay the purposed march of the opposite army. 

TMs melancholy interview with his late sergeant forced 
many unavailing and painful refiections upon Waverley's 
mind. It was clear, from the confession of the man, that 
Colonel Gardiner's proceedings had been strictly war- 
lantedj and even rendered indispensably by the steps 
taken m Edward's name to induce the soldiers of his troop 
to mutiny. The circumstance of the seal, he now, for the 
first time, recollected, and that he had lost it in the cavern 
of the robber. Bean Lecan. That the artful villain had 
secured i^ and used it as the means of carrying on an 
intrigue in the regiment for his own purpose was suf- 
ficiently evident ; and Edward had now little doubt that 
in the packet placed in Ms portmanteau by Im daughter, 
he should find farther light upon Ms proceedmgs. In the 
meanwhile, the repeated expostulaticm of Houghtcui, — 

» JSeotii€€ for fijUowars. (S.) 
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“ Ah, squire, why did you leave us ? rung like a knell in 
his ears. 

Yes,’^ he said, “I have indeed acted towards you with 
thoughtless cruelty. I brought you from your paternal 
fields, and the protection of a generous and kind landlord, 
and when I had subjected you to all the rigour of military 
discipline, I shunned to bear my own share of the burden, 
and wandered from the duties I had undertaken, leaving 
alike those whom it was my business to protect, and my 
own reputation, to suffer under the artifices of villainy. 
O, indolence and indecision of mind I if not in yourselves 
vices, to how much exquisite misery and mischief do you 
frequently prepare the way ! ” 


OHAPTEB XLVI. 

The Bve of Battle, 

Although the Highlanders marched on very fast, the 
sun was declining when they arrived upon the brow of 
those high pounds which command an open and extensive 
plain stretching northward to the sea, on which are situ- 
ated, but at a considerable distance from each other, the 
small villages of Seaton and Cockenzie, and the larger 
one of Preston. One of the low coast-roads to Edinburgh 
passed through this plain, issuing upon it from the 
enclosures of Seaton-house, and at the town or village of 
Preston again entering the defiles of an enclosed country. 
By this way the English general had chosen to approach 
the metropolis, both as most commodious for his cavaliy, 
and being probably of opinion that, by doing so, he would 
meet in front with the Highlanders advancing from 
Edinburgh in the opposite direction. In this he was 
mistaken ; for the sound iudgment of the Chevalier, or of 
those to whose advice he listened, left the direct passage 
free, but occupied the strong ground by which it was 
overlooked and commanded. 

When the Highlanders reached the heights above the 
plain described, they were immediately formed in array 
of battle along the brow of the hilL Almost at the same 
instant the van of the English appeared issuing from 
among the tre^ and enclosures of Seaton, with the 
purpc^ of occupying the level plain between the high 
ground and the sea ; the space which divided the armies 
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being only about half a mile in breadth. Waverley could 
plainly see the squadrons of dr^oons issue, one after 
another, from the defiles, with their videttes in front, and 
form u^n the plain, with their front opposed to that 
of the Frince’s army. They were followed by a train of 
field-pieces, which, when they reached the flank of the 
dragoons, were also brought into line, and pointed against 
the heights. The march was continued oy three or four 
regiments of infantry marching in open columru their 
fixed bayonets showing like successive hedges or steeL 
and their arms glancing like lightning, as, at a signal 
given, they also at once wheeled up, and were placed in 
direct opposition to the Highlanders. A second train of 
artillery, with another regiment of horse, closed the long 
march, and formed on the left flank of the infantry, the 
whole line facing southward. 

While the En^ish army went through these evolutions, 
the Highlanders showed equal promptitude and zeal for 
battle. As fast as the clans came upon the ridge which 
fronted their enemy, they were formed into Mne, so that 
both armies got into complete order of battle at the same 
moment. When this was accopaplished, the Highlanders 
set up a tremendous yell, which was re-echoed by the 
heights behind them. The re^lars, who were in high 
spirits, returned a loud shout of defiance, and fired one or 
two of their cannon upon an advanced post of the High- 
landers. The latter displayed great earnestness to pro- 
ceed instantly to the attack, Evan Dhu uiging to Fergus, 
by way of argument, that the sidier roy was tottering 
like an egg upon a stafl^ and that they had a’ the vantage 
of the onset, for even a haggis (Gkid bless herl) could 
charge down hill.” 

But the ground through which the mountaineers must 
have descended although not of great extent^ was 
impracticable in its character, being not only marshy, 
but intersected with walls of diy ston^ and traversed In 
its whole length by a very broad and deep ditch, circum- 
stances which must have given the musketry of the 
regulars dreadful advantages, before the mountaineers 
could have used their swords, on which they were tawht 
to rely. The authority of the commanders was therefore 
interposed to curb the imi>etuosity of the Highlanders, 
and only a few marksmen were sent down ibe descent to 
skirmish with the enemy^s advanced posts, and to recon- 
noitre the ground. 

Here then was a military spectadb of no ordinary 
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interest, or usual occurrence. The two armies, so dif- 
ferent in aspect and discipline, yet each admirably 
trained in its own peculiar mode of war, upon whose 
conflict the temporary fate at least of Scotland appeared 
to depend, now faced each other like two gladiators in 
the arena, each meditating upon the mode of attacking 
their enemy. The leading officers, and the general’s staff 
of each army, could be distinguished in front of their 
lines, busied with spy-glasses to watch each other’s 
motions, and occupied in despatching the orders and 
receiving the intelligence conveyed by the aides-de-camp 
and orderly men, who gave life to the scene by galloping 
along in different directions, as if the fate of the day 
depended upon the speed or their horses. The space 
between the armies was at times occupied by the partial 
and irregular contest of individual sharp-shooters, and a 
hat or bonnet was occasionally seen to faU. as a wounded 
man was borne off by his comrades. These, however, 
were but trifling skirmishes, for it suited the views ot 
neither party to advance in that direction. From the 
neighbouring hamlets, the peasantry cautiously showed 
themselves, as if watching the issue of the expected 
engagement ; and at no great distance in the bay were 
two square-rigged vessels, bearing the English flag, 
whose tops and yards were crowded with less timia 
spectators. 

When this awful pause had lasted for a short time, 
Fergus, with another chieftain, received orders to detach 
their clans towards the village of Preston, in order to 
threaten the right flank of Cope’s army, and compel him 
to a change of position. To enable him to execute these 
orders, the Chief of Glennaquoich occupied the church- 
yard of Tranent, a commandmg situation, and a conven- 
ient place, as Evan Dhu remarked, for any gentleman 
who m%ht have the misfortune to be killed, and chanced 
to be cuidous about Christian burial,” To check or 
dislodge this party, the English general detached two 
guns, escorted by a strong party of cavalry. They 
approached so near, that Waverley could plainly recog- 
nise the standard of the troop he had formerly com- 
mand^ and hear the trumpets and kettle-drums sound 
the signal of advance, which he had so often obeyed. 
He c^uld hear, top, the well-known word given in the 
English dialect^ by the equally well-distinguished voice 
of the commanding officer, for whom he had once felt 
so much r^pect. it was at that instant, that, looking 
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around him, he saw the wild dress and appearance of his 
Highland associates, heard their whispers in an uncouth 
and unknown language, looked upon his own dress, so 
unlike that which he had worn from his infancy, and 
wished to awake from what seemed at the moment a 
dream, strange, horrible, and unnatural. Good God 1 ” 
he muttered, “am I then a traitor to my country, a rene- 
gade to my standard, and a foe, as that poor dying 
wretch expressed himself, to my native England 1 ” 

Ere he could digest or smother the recollection, the tall 
military form of his late commander came full in view, 
for the purpose of reconnoitring. “I can hit him now*^ 
said C^um, cautiously raising his fusee over the wall 
under which he lay couched, at scarce sixty yards’ dis- 
tance. 

Edward felt as if he was about to see a parricide 
commitl^ in his presence; for the venerable grey hair 
and striking countenance of the veteran recalled the 
almost paternal respect wdth which his officers universally 
regarded him. But ere he could s^ “Hold!” an aged 
Bbghlander, who lay beside Callum Beg, stopped his arm. 
“Spare your shot,” said the seer, “his hour is not yet 
come. Sut let him beware of to-morrow — 1 see nis 
winding-sheet high upon his breast.” 

Callum, flint to other considerations, was penetrable to 
superstition. He turned pale at the words of the 
Taiskatr^ and recovered his piece. Colonel Gardiner, 
unconscious of the danger he had escaped, turned his 
horse round, and rode ^owly back to the front of his 
regiment. 

By this time the regular army had assumed a new line, 
with one flank inclined towards the sea„ and the other 
resting upon the village of Preston ; ami, as similar diffi- 
culties occurred in attacking their new position, Fergus 
and the rest of the detachment were recalled to their 
former post. This alteration created the necessity of a 
corresponding change in General Cope’s army, which was 
again brought into a line parallel with that of the ffigh- 
landers. In these mancBUvres on both sides the day-light 
was nearly consumed, and both armies prepared to rest 
upon their arms for the night in the fines which they 
respectively occupied. 

*^There will be nothing done to-night,” said Feijgus to 
his friend Waverley; “ere we wrap ourselves in our 
plaids, let us go see what the Baron is doing in the imr 
of the line.” 
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When they approached Ms post, they found the good 
old careful ofhcer, after having sent out his night patrols, 
and posted his sentinels, engaged in reading the Evening 
Service of the Episcopal Church to the remainder of Ms 
troop. His voice was loud and sonorous, and though Ms 
spectacles upon his nose, and the appearance of Saunders 
Sanderson, in military array, performing the functions of 
clerk, had something ludicrous, yet the circumstances of 
danger in which they stood, the military costume of 'the 
audience, and the appearance of their horses, saddled and 
picquetted behind them, gave an impressive and solemn 
eifect to the office of devotion. 

“ I have confessed to-day, ere you were awake,” 
whispered Fergus to Waverley ; “ yet I am not so strict 
a Catholic as to refuse to join in tMs good man^s 
prayers.” 

Edward assented, and they remained till the Baron had 
concluded the service. 

As he shut the book, “ Now, lads,” said he, “ have at 
them in the morning, with heavy hands and light con- 
sciences.” He then kindly greeted Mac-Ivor and Wayer- 
ley, who requested to know his opinion of their situation. 
‘‘Why, you Know Tacitus saith, ^In rebm bellicis maocirm 
dominatur Fortuna^ wMch is eq^uiponderate with our 
vernacular adage, ‘Luck can maist in the mellee.' But 
credit me, gentlemen, yon man is not a deacon o' his 
craft. He damps the spirits of the poor lads he com- 
mands, by keepmg them on the defensive, whilk of itself 
implies inferiority or fear. Now will they lie on their 
arms yonder, as anxious and as ill at ease as a toad under 
a harrow, while our men will be quite fresh and blithe for 
action in the morning. Well, good night. — One thing 
troubles me, but if to-morrow goes well off, I will consult 
you about it, Glennaquoich.” 

“ I could almost apply to Mr Bradwardine the charac* 
ter which Henry gives of Fluellei^” said Waverley, as Ms 
friend and he walked towards their bivouac .- 

** TliauiRli it appc^trs a little oat of fashion, 

Tijere is mnch care and valour in this ‘Scotchman.’ ” 

“He has seen much service,” answered Fergus, “and 
one is sometimes astonished to find how much nonsense 
and reason are mingled in his composition. I wonder 
what can be troubling his mind — ^probably something 
about Bose. — Hark I the English are setting their watch.^' 

The roll of the drum and shrill accompaniment of the 
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fifes swelled up the hill — died away — resumed its thunder 
— ^and was at length hushed. The trumpets and kettle- 
drums of the cavalry were next heard to perform the 
beautiful and wild point of war appropriated as a signal 
for that piece of nocturnal duty, and then finally sunk 
upon the wind with a shrill and mournful cadence. 

The friends, who had now reached their posi^ stood 
and looked round them ere they lay down to rest. The 
western sky twinkled with stars, but a frost-mist, rising 
from the ocean, covered the eastern horizon, and rolled in 
white wreaths along the plain where the adverse army 
lay couched upon their arms. Their advanced Msts were 
pushed as far as the side of the great ditch at the bottom 
of. the descent, and had kindled large fires at dififerent 
intervals, gleaming with obscure and hazy lustre through 
the hea^ fog which encircled them with a doubtrul 
halo. 

The Highlanders, thick as leaves in Valumbrosa,*^ lay 
stretched upon the ridge of the hill, buried (excepj^g 
their sentinels) in the most profound repose, ‘^ow 
many of these brave fellows will sl eep more soundly 
before to-morrow nighty Fergus ! ” said Waverley, with an 
involuntary sigh. 

“ You must not think of that.” answered Fergus, whose 
ideas were entirely military. “ You must only think of 
your sword, and by whom it was given. All other reflec- 
tions are now too iate.” 

With the opiate contained in this undeniable remark, 
Edward endeavoured to lull the tumult of his conflicting 
feelings. The Chieftain and he, combining their |>laids, 
made a comfortable and warm couch. <%llum, sitting 
down at their head, (for it was his duty to watch upon 
the immediate wrson of the Chief began a long mourn- 
ful song in Qa^c, to a low and uniform tuna which, like 
the sound of the wind at a distance soon lulled them to 
sleep. 


CHAJPTEB XLYIL 

The {jcmfiict. 

When Fergus Mac-Ivor and Ms fidmd had slept for a 
^w hours, they were awakened, and summoned to attond 
the Fi^ce. xoa distant village-dock was heard to tdi 
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three as they hastened to the place where he lay. He 
w^ already surroiinded by his principal officers and the 
chiefs of clans. A bundle of pease-straw, which had heen 
lately his couch, now served for his seat. Just as Fergus 
reached the circle, the consultation had broken up. 
“ Courage, my brave friends ! said the Chevalier, “and 
each one put himself instantly at the head of his com- 
mand ; a faithful friend ^ has offered to guide us by a 
practicable, though narrow and circuitous route, which, 
sweeping to our right, traverses the broken ground and 
morass, and enables us to gain the firm and open plain, 
upon which the enemy are lying. This difficulty sur- 
mounted, Heaven and your good swords must do the rest.*" 

The proposal spread unanimous joy; and each leader 
hastened to get his men into order with as little noise as 
possible. The army, moving by its right from off the 
ground on which they had rested, soon entered the path 
through the morass, conducting their march with as- 
tonishing silence and great rapidity. The mist had not 
risen to the higher grounds, so that for some time they 
had the advantage of star-light. But this was lost as the 
stars faded before approaching day, and the head of the 
marching column, continuing its descent, plunged as it 
were into the heavy ocean of fog, which rolled its white 
waves over the whole plain, and over the sea by which it 
was bounded. Some difficulties were now to be encoun- 
tered, inseparable from darkness, a narrow, broken, and 
marsny path, and the necessity of preserving union in 
the marM. These, however^ were less inconvenient to 
Highlanders, from their habits of life, than they would 
have been to any other troops, and they continued a 
steady and swift movement. 

As the clan of Ivor approached the firm gn^und, follow- 
ing the track of those who preceded them, the challenge 
of a patrol was heard through the mist, though they 
could not see the dragoon by whom it was made — “ Who 
goes there 

“ Hus^” cried Fergus, “ hush ! Let none answer, as he 
valu^ his life — Pr^s forward ; ^ and they continued their 
march with silence and rapidity. 

The patrol fired his carbine upon the body, and the 
report was instantly followed by me clang of his horse's 
fe^ as he galloped off ^^Mylax in limine latrat” said the 
Baron of Bradwardine, who heard the shot ; “ that loon* 
will give the alarm.” 

* Koto 18. Jiauiienan of WliaiKixg]]. 
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The clan of Fergus had now gained the firm plain, 
which had lately borne a large crop of com. But* the 
harvest was gathered in, and the expanse was unbroken 
by tree, bush, or interruption of any kind. The rest of 
tne army were following fast, when they heard the drums 
of the enemy beat the general. Surprise, however, had 
made no part of their plan, so they were not disconcerted 
by this intimation that the foe was upon his ^ard and 
prepared to receive them. It only hastened their disposi** 
tions for the combat, which were very simple. 

The Highland army, which now occupied the eastern 
end of the wide plain, or stubble field, so often referred 
to, was drawn up in two lines, extending from the morass 
towards the sea. The first was destined to charge the 
enemy, the second to act as a reserve. The few horse, 
whom the Prince headed in person, remained between the 
two lines. The Adventurer nad intimated a resolution to 
charge in person at the head of his first line: but his 
purpose was deprecated by all around him, ana he was 
with difficulty induced to abandon it. 

Both lines were now moving forward, the first prepared 
for instant combat. The clans, of which it was composed, 
formed each a sort of separate phalanx, narrow in front, 
and in depth ten, twelve, or fift^n files, according to the 
strength of the following. The best-armed and best-bom, 
for the words were synontroo^ were placed in front of 
each of these irr^Hrular subffivisions. The others in the rear 
shouldered forward the fronts and by their pressure added 
both physical impulse, and additional ardour and confi- 
dence, to those who were first to encounter the da^er. 

“Down with your plai^ Waverlw,” cried Fergus, 
throwing off his own ; “well win silks for our tartans 
before tne sun is above the sea.” 

The clansmen on every side stript their plaid% pre* 
pared their arma and there was an awful pause of about 
three minutes, auiing which the men, pulling off their 
bonnets, raised their to heaven, and uttered a short 
prayer ; then pulled their bonnets over iheir l^rowa and 
D^an to move forward at first slowly. WaveHey felt his 
heart at that moment throb as it would have burst from 
his bosom. It was not fear, it was not aardouTj^ — it was a 
compound of both, a new and deep y energetic impulse, 
that with its first emotion chillea and astounded, then 
fevered and maddened his mind. The sounds around Mm 
combined to exalt Ms enthusiasm ; the pipes played, and 
the clans rushed forward, each in m own diu*k column. As 
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they advanced they mended their pace, and the muttering 
sounds of the men to each other began to swell into a 
wild cry. 

At this moment, the sun, which was now risen above 
the horizon, dispelled the mist. The v^ours rose like a 
curtain, and showed the two armies in the act of closing. 
The line of the regulars was formed directly fronting the 
attack of the BQghlanders ; it glittered with the appoint- 
ments of a complete army, and was flanked by cavalry 
and artillery. But the sight impressed no terror on the 
assailants. 

“Forward, sons of Ivor,’’ cried their Chief, “or the 
Camerons will draw the first blood I ” — They rushed on 
with a tremendous yell. 

The rest is well known. The horse, who were com- 
manded to charge the advancing Highlanders in the 
flank, received an irregular fire from their fusees as they 
ran on, and, seized with a disgraceful panic, wavered, 
halted, disbanded, and galloped from the fielci. The 
artillerymen, deserted by the cavalry, fled after discharg- 
ing their pieces, and the Highlanderii who dropped their 

f uns when fired, and drew their broadswords, rushed with 
eadlong fury against the infantry. 

It was at this moment of confusion and terror, that 
Waverley remarked an English officer, apparently ot high 
rai^ standing alone and unsupported by a field-piece, 
which, after the flight of the men by whom it was 
wrought, he had himself levelled and discharge against 
the clan of Mac-Ivor, the nearest group of Highlanders 
within his aim. Struck with his tall, martial fi gu re, and 
eager to save him from inevitable destructioi^ Waverley 
outstripped for an instant even the speediest of the 
warriors, and, reaching the spot first, called to him to 
surrender. The officer replied by a thrust with Ms 
sword, wMch Waverley received in his target, and in 
turning it aside the Englishman’s we*yon broke. At the 
same time the battle-axe of Dugald Mahony was in the 
act of descending upon the officers head. Waverley 
intercepted and prevented the blow, and the officer, per- 
ceiving further resistance unavailing, and struck with 
Edward’s generous anxiety for Ms safety, res ig ned the 
fragment of Ms sword, and was committed by Waverley 
to Dugal^ with strict cha^e to use him well, and not to 
pillage his person, promising Mm, at the same time, full 
indemnification for the spoil. 

On Edward’s right the battle for a few minutes raged 
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fierce and thick. The English infantry, trained in the 
wars in Flanders, stood their ground with great courage. 
But their extended files were pierced and broken in many 
places by the close masses of the clans ; and in the per- 
sonal struggle which ensued, the nature of the High- 
landers’ weapons, and their extraordinary fierceness and 
activity, gave them a decided superiority over those who 
had been accustomed to trust much to their array and 
discipline, and felt that the one was broken and the other 
useless. Waverley, as he cast his eyes towards this scene 
of smoke and slaughter, observed Colonel Gardiner, 
deserted by his own soldiers in spite of all his attempts to 
rally them, yet spurring his horse through the fi^d to 
take the command of a small body of infantry, who, with 
their backs arranged against the wall of his own park, 
(for his house was close by the field of battle,) continued 
a desperate and unavailing resistance. Waverley could 
perceive that he had already received many wounds, his 
clothes and saddle being marked with blood. To save 
this good and brave man, became the instant object of his 
most anxious exertions. But he could only witness his 
fall. Ere Edward could make his way among the High- 
landers, who, furious and eager for spoil, now thronged 
upon each other, he saw his former commander brought 
from his horse by the blow of a scythe, and beheld him 
receive, while on the ground, more wounds than would 
have let out twenty lives. When Waverley came up, how^ 
ever, perception h^ not entirely fled. The dying warrior 
seemed to recognise Edward, for he fixed his eye upon Mm 
with an upbraiding, yet sorrowful look, and appeared to 
struggle for utterance. But he felt that death was dealing 
closely with Mm, and resigning his purpose, and folding 
Ms hands as if in devotion, he gave up Ms soul to Ms 
Creator, The look with which he regarded Waverley in 
Ms dying moments, did not strike Mm so deeply at that 
crisis of hurry and confusion, as when it recurred to his 
imagination at the distance of some time.^ 

Loud shouts of triumph now echoed over the whole fi^d. 
The battle was fought and won, and the whole 
artillery, and military stores of the regular army remained 
in poiSsession of the victors. Never was a victory more 
complete. Scarce any escaped from the Mtttle, excepting 
the cavalry, who had left it at the very onset, and even 
these were broken into different parties and scattered all 
over the country. So far as our tme is concerned, we have 

* Note 10. JOeath of Cokwnsi 
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only to relate the fate of Balmawhapple, who, mounted 
on a horse as headstrong and stiff-necked as his rider, 
pursued the flight of the dragoons above four miles from 
the field of battle, when some dozen of the fugitives took 
heart of grace, turned round, and, cleaving his skull with 
their broadswords, satisfied the world that the unfortunate 
gentleman had actually brains, the end of his life thus 

g iving proof of a fact greatly doubted during its progress. 

is death was lamented by tew. Most of those ^oknew 
Mm agreed in the pithy ooservation of Ensim Maccom- 
bich, -^at there “was mair tint (lost) at Sheriff-Muir.” 
His friend. Lieutenant Jinken bent his eloquence only to 
exctilpate nis favourite mare rrom any share in contiibut- 
ing to the catastrophe. “He had tauld the laird a 
thousand times,” he said, “ that it was a burning shame 
to put a martingale upon the puir thing, when he would 
needs ride her wi’ a curb of half a yard Tang ; and that he 
could na but bring Mmsell (not to say her) to some mis- 
chief, by flinging her down, or otherwise ; whereas, if he 
had had a wee bit rinnin ring on the snaffle, she wad ha* 
rein*d as cannily as a cadger^ pownie.** 

Such was the elegy of tne Laird of Balmawhapple.^ 


CHAPTER XLVIIL 

An uneccpected Embarrassment, 

When the battle was oven and all things coming into 
order, the Baron of Bradwardine, returning from the duty 
of the day, and having disposed those under Ms command 
in their proper stations, sought the CMeftain of Glen- 
naquoich and his friend Edward Waverley. He found 
the former busied in determining disputes among his 
clansmen about points of precedence ana deeds of valour, 
besides sundry h^h and doubtful questions concerning 
plunder. The most important of the last respected the 
property of a gold watch, which had once bmonged to 
some unfortunate English officer. The party against 
whom^ judgment was awarded, consoled himself by 
obs^rvizig^ watchu wMch he took for a 

Hving animal) died the very night Vich Ian Vohr gave 
her to Murdoch ; ” the machine having, in fact^ stopped 
for want dE winding up. 

< Note 20. lAlrd of Balmawlmpple. 
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It was jjist when this important qnestion was decided, 
that the Baron of Bradwardine, with a careful and yet 
important expression of countenance, joined the two 
young men. He descended from his reeking charger, the 
care of which he recommended to one of his grooms. ‘‘ I 
seldom ban, sir,” said he to the man ; “but if you play 
any of your hound’s-foot tricks, and leave i>uir Berwick 
betore he^s sorted, to rin after spuilzie,^ deil be wi’ me 
if I do not give your craig a thraw.”^ He then stroked 
with great compiacency the animal which had borne him 
through the fatipies of the day, and having taken a tender 
leave of him, — ‘^Weel, my good young friends, a glorious 
and decisive victory,” saicfhe ; “but these loons ® of troopers 
fled ower soon. I should have liked to have shown you 
the true points of the prcelium equestre, or equestrian 
combat^ whilk their cowardice has postponed, and which I 
hold to be the pride and terror of warfare. Weel, I have 
fought once more in this old q^uarrel, though I admit I 
could not be so far ben^ as you lads, being that it was my 
point of duty to keep together our handful of horse. And 
no cavalier ought m anywise to begrudge honour that 
befalls his companions, even though they are ordered 
upon thrice his danger, whilk, another time, by the 
blessing of Gk)d, may be his own case. — ^But, Glennaquoich, 
and you, Mr Waveriey, I pray ye to give me your best 
advice on a matter of mickle weight, and which deeply 
affects the honour of the house of Bradwardine. — crave 
your pardon. Ensign Maccombich, and yours, Inver- 
aughlin, and yours, Edderalshendrach, and yours, sir.” 

The last person he addressed was BaUeiikeiroch, who, 
remembering the death of his son, loured on him with a 
look of savage defiance. The Baron, qxdck as lighining 
at taking umbris^re, had already b^t his brow, when 
Glennaquoich dragged his major from the spot, and 
remonstrated with him, in the authoritative tone of a 
chieftain, on the madn^s of reviving a quarrel in such 
a moment. 

“The ground is cumbered with carcewsses,” said the old 
mountaineer, turning sullenly away ; “ <me more would 
hardly have been kennd upon it ; and if it wasam fcsr 
your^U, Yicb Ian Vohr, that one slmuM be &adwardine’s 
or mine.” 

The chief soothed while he huraded him avraiy : emd 
then returned to the Barcm. “ It is BaEmfemrodo,” he 
said, in an under and confidential voioe^ “father <m tbe 

I S|>o!l. * rhrofti & twist. ^ Eascwls. * « 
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young man who fell eight years since in the unlucky affair 
at the Mains.” 

‘‘ Ah I ” said the Baron, instantly relaxing the doubtful 
sternness of his features, “ I can take mickle frae a man 
to whom I have unhappily rendered sic a displeasure as 
that. Ye were right to apprise me, Glennaquoich ; he 
may look as black as midnight at Martinmas ere Cosmo 
Comyne Bradwardine shall say he does him wrang. Ah 1 
I have nae male lineage, ana I should bear with one I 
have made childless, though you are aware the blood-wit^ 
was made up to your ain satisfaction by assythmenh® 
and that I have since expedited letters of slains.^ — ‘WeeL 
as I have said, I have no male issue, and yet it is needfm 
that I maintain the honour of my house ; and it is on that 
score I prayed ye for your peculiar and private attention.” 

The two young men awaited to hear him, in anxious 
curiosity. 

“ I doubt na, lads,” he proceeded, “ but your education 
has been sae seen to, that ye understand the true nature 
of the feudal tenures ? ” 

Fergus, afraid of an endless dissertation, answered. 
“Intimately, Baron,” and touched Waverley, as a signal 
to express no ignorance. 

“And ye are aware, I doubt not, that the holding of 
the Barony of Bradwardine is of a nature alike honour- 
able and peculiar, being blanch, (which Craig opines 
ought to be liatinated hlancum, or rather a free 

holding,) jt>ro servitio detrahendiy seu eamendij caligas regis 
post hattalliam” Here Fergus turned his falcon eye 
upon Edward, with an almost imperceptible rise of his 
eyebrow, to which his shoulders corresponded in the 
same degree of elevation, “l^ow, twa pomts of dubita- 
tion occur to me upon this topic. First, whether this 
service, or feudal homage, be at any event due to the per- 
son nf the Prince, the words being, per expressum, caUgas 
BEGis, the boots of the king himself ; and I pray your 
opinion anent that particular before we proceed farther.” 

“ Why, he is Prince Kegent>” answered Mac-Ivor, with 
laudable composure of countenance ; “and in ine court 
of France all the honours are rendered to the person of 
the B^ent which are due to that of the King. Besides, 
were 1 to pull off either of their boots, I would render 
that service to the young Chevalier ten times more 
willingly than to his father.” 

^ Fine! paM fcr of blood. * Compensation. ^ ILietters, In case of 

siani^xfcer, fcHT tbe pardon of tbe offender. 
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‘‘Ay, blit I talk not of personal predilections. How- 
ever, your authority is of great weight as to the usages of 
the court of France : And doubtless the Prince, as alter 
ego^ may have a right to claim the homagium of the great 
tenants of the crown, since all faithful subjects are 
commanded, in the commission of regency, to respect him 
as the Edng^s own person. Far, therefore, be it from me 
to diminish the lustre of his authority, by withholding 
this act of homage, so peculiarly calculated to give it 
splendour ; for I question if the Emperor of Germany 
hath his boots taken off by a free baron of the empire. 
But here lieth the second difficulty — The Prince wears no 
booti^ but simply brogues and trews.’^ 

This last dilemma had almost disturbed Fergus's 
gravity. 

“Why," said he, “you know, Baron, the proverb teUs 
us, ‘ It's ill taking the breeks off a Mighlandman,' — and 
the boots are here m the same predicament." 

“The word caligce^ however^" continued the Baron, 
“though I admit, that, by family tradition, and even in 
our ancient evidents, it is explained lie Booxs^ means, in 
its primitive sense, rather sandal^ and Cams Caesar, 
the nephew and successor of Caius Tiberius^ received the 
agnomen of Caligula, a caligulis^ sive calt^is levuyrihus^ 
guihu8 adolescenttor 'tisits f'vuerat in eocerdtu Gerrnanict 
patris suL And the caligce were also proper to the 
monastic bodies ; for we read in an ancient Glossarium, 
upon the rule of St Benedici^ in the Abbey of St Amand, 
that caligce were tied with latchets " 

“ That will apply to the brogues," said Fergus. 

“ It wdll so, my dear Glennaquoich, and the words are 
express ; Caligce dictce sunt quia ligantur ; tmm Bocd non 
ligantur, sed tantum intrcym%WuntuT ^ that is, caiigce are 
denominated from the ligatures, wherewith they are 
bound ; whereas socci, which may be analc^ous to our 
mules, whilk the English denominate slippers, are only 
slipped upon the feet. The words of ike charter are also 
alternative, ecmerey seu detnzkere; that is, to mtdo^ as in 
the case of sandals or brogues ; and to jpm/ off^ as we say 
vernacularly, concerning boots. Yet 1 would we had 
more light ; but I fear there is Httie ch^ce of finding 
hereabout any erudite author, de re vesidariaJ* 

“I should doubt it very mucl^ S2dd the CMeffcaIn, 
looking around on the straggliM Highlandera who were 
returning loaded with spoils ot the slain, “though the 
res mesHaria itself seems to be in some request at present." 
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TMs remark coming within the Baron’s idea of jocu- 
larity, he honoured it with a smile, but immediately 
resumed what to him appeared very serious business. 

‘‘ Bailie Macwheeble indeed holds an opinion, that this 
honorary service is due, from its very nature, si petatur 
tantum ; only if his Boyal Highness shall require of the 
great tenant of the crown to perform that personal duty ; 
and indeed he pointed out the case in Dirleton’s Doubts 
and Queries, Grippit versus Spicer, anent the eviction of 
an estate oh non solutum canonem, that is, for non-pay- 
ment of a feu-duty of three pepper-corns a year, wmlk 
were taxt to be worth seven-eighths of a penny Scots, in 
whilk the defender was assoilzied. But I deem it safest, 
wi’ your good favour, to place myself in the way of 
rendering the Prince this service, and to proffer per- 
formance thereof ; and I shall cause the Bailie to attend 
with a schedule of a protest, whilk he has here prepare^ 
^king out a paper,) intimating, that if it shall be Ms 
Koyal Highness’s pleasure to accept of other assistance 
at pulling off his caligce, (whether the same shall be 
rendered boots or brogues,) save that of the said Baron 
of Bradwardine, who is in presence ready and willing to 
perform the same, it shall in nowise impinge upon or 
prejudice the right of the said Cosmo Corny ne Bradwar- 
dine to perform the said service in future ; nor shall it 
give any esquire, valet of the chamber, squire, or page, 
whose assistance it may please his Boyal Highness to 
employ, any right, title, or ground, for evicting from the 
said Cosmo Comyne Bradwardine the estate and barony 
of Bradwardine, and others held as aforesaid, by the due 
and faithful performance thereof.” 

Fergus highly applauded this arrangement j and the 
Baron took a friendly leave of them, with a smile of con- 
tented importance upon his visage. 

‘‘ Long live our dear friend, the Baron,” exclaimed the 
Chief, as soon as he was out of hearing, “for the most 
absura original that exists north of the Tweed ! I wish 
to heaven I had recommended him to attend the circle 
this evening with a boot-ketch under his arm. I think 
he jnight have adopted the suggestion, if it had been 
made with suitable gravity,” 

^ “ And how can you take pleasure in making a man of 
his worth so ridiculous ? ” 

^ “ Begging pardon, my dear Waverley, you are as 
ridiculous as he. Why, do you not see that the man’s 
whole mind is wrapped up in this ceremony? He has 
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heard and thought of it since infancy, as the most august 
pri^dlege and ceremony in the world; and I doubt not 
but the expected pleasure of performing it was a prin- 
cipal motive with him for taking up arms. Depend upon 
it, had I endeavoured to divert him from exposing him- 
self, he would have treated me as an ignorant, conceited 
coxcomb, or perhaps might have taken a fancy to cut my 
throat; a pleasure which he once proposed to himsefi 
upon some point of etiquette, not half so important, in 
his eyes, as this matter of boots or brogues, or whatever 
the caligm shall finally be pronounced by the learned. 
But I must go to head-quarters, to prepare the Prince for 
this extraordinary scene. My information will be well 
taken, for it will give him a hearty laugh at present, and 
put him on his guard against laughing when it might be 
very mal-d^propos. So, au revoir^ my dear Waverley.” 


CHAPTEE XDIX. 
jThe J^nglish Prisaner, 

The first occupation of Waverley, after he departed 
from the Chieftain, was to go in quest of the officer whose 
life he had saved. He was guarded, along with his com- 
panions in misfortune, who were very numerous, in a 
gentleman^s house near the field of battle. 

On entering the room, where they stood crowded 
together, Waverley easily recognised the object of his 
visik not only by the peculiar cEgnity of his appearance, 
but by the appendage of Dugald Mahony, with ms battle- 
ax^ who had stuck to him from the moment of his captivity, 
as if he had been skewered to his side. This ck^e attend- 
ance waa perhaps, for the purpose of securing his promised 
reward from Edward, but it also operat^ to save the 
English gentleman from being plundered in the scene of 
general confusion ; for DugaM sagaciously argued, that the 
amount of the salvage which he might be aBow^i, wouM 
be r^ulated by the state of the prisoner, when he should 
deliver him over to Waverley. He hastened to assure 
Waverley, therefore, with more words than he usually 
employed, that he had ‘^keepit ta sidi^ ro^ haiU, and 
that he wasna a plaek the waur since the mrj moment 
when Ms honour forbad her to gie Mm a Mt <damhewit 
wi* her Dochaber-axe.” 



338 


WAVEKLEY. 


Waverley assured Dugald of a liberal recompence, and, 
approaching the English officer, expressed his anxiety to 
do anything which might contribute to his convenience 
under his present unpleasant circumstances. 

‘‘ I am not so inexperienced a soldier, sir,” answered the 
Englishman, “ as to complain of the fortune of war. I 
am only grieved to see those scenes acted in our own 
island, which I have often witnessed elsewhere with com- 
parative indifference.” 

“Another such day as this,” said Waverley. “and I 
trust the cause of your regrets will be removed, and all 
will again return to peace and order.” 

The officer smiled and shook his head. “I must not 
forget my situation so far as to attempt a formal con- 
futation of that opinion; but, notwithstanding your 
success, and the valour which achieved it, you have 
undertaken a task to which your strength appears wholly 
inadequate. 

At this moment Fergus pushed into the press. 

“ Come, Edward, come along : the Prince has gone to 
Pinkie-house for the night ; and we must follow, or lose 
the whole ceremony or the caligce* Your friend, the 
Baron, has been guilty of a great piece of cruelty ; he 
has insisted upon dragging JBailie Macwheeble out to 
the field of battle. Now, you must know, the Bailie’s 
greatest horror is an armed Highlander, or a loaded gjm ; 
and there he stands, listening to the Baron’s instructions 
concerning the protest ; ducidng his head like a sea-gull 
at the report of every gun and pistol that our idle boys 
are firing upon the nelds; and undergoing, by way of 
penance, at every symptom of flinching, a severe rebuke 
from Ms patron, who would not admit the discharge of a 
whole battery of cannon, within point-blank distance, as 
an apology for n^lecting a discourse, in wMch the honour 
of his family is interested.” 

“ But how has Mr Bradwardine got him to venture so 
farl” said Edward. 

“ Why, he had come as far as Musselburgh, I fancy, in 
hopes of making some of our wills ; and the peremptory 
commands of the Baron dragged him forward to Pi^ston 
after the battle was over. He complains of one or two of 
our ragamuffins having put him in peril of his life, by 
presenting their pieces at him ; but as they limited his 
ransom to an English penny, I don’t think we need 
trouble the provost-martial upon that subject. — So, come 
Mong, Waverley ” 
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“ Waverley ! ” said the English officer, with great emo- 
tion; “the nephew of Sir Everard waverley, of — - 
shire ? 

‘‘The same, sir,” replied our hero, somewhat surprised 
at the tone in which he was addressed. 

“I am at once happy and grieved,” said the prisoner, 
“ to have met with you.” 

“I am ignorant, sir,” answered Waverley, “how I have 
deserved so much interest.” 

“Did your uncle never mention a friend called Tal- 
bot?” 

“I have heard him talk with great regard of such 
a person,” replied Edward; “a colonel, I believe, in the 
army, and the husband of Lady Emily Blandevule ; but 
I thought Colonel Talbot had been abroad.” 

“ I am just returned” answered the officer ; “and being 
in Scotland, thought it my duty to act where my services 
promised to be useful. Yes, Mr Waverley, I am that 
Colonel Talbot, the husband of the lady you have named ; 
and I am proud to acknowledge, that I owe alike my 
professional rank and my domestic happiness to your 
generous and noble-mind^ relative. Good God 1 that I 
should find his nephew in such a dress, and engaged in 
such a cause ! ” 

“ Sir,” said Fergus, haughtily, “ the dress and cause are 
those of men of birth and honour.” 

situation forbids me to dispute your assertiom” 
said Colonel Talbot; “otherwise it were no difficult 
matter to show, that neither coura g e nor pride of line^e 
can gild a bad cause. But, with Mr W averley^s permission, 
and yours, sir, if yours also must be askeA I would will- 
ingly speak a few words with him on afiairs connected 
with his own family,” 

“Mr Waverley, sir, r^ulates his own motions. — You 
will follow me, I supppose, to Pinki^” said Fergiis, turn- 
ing to Edward, “ when you have finished your discourse 
with this new acquaintance?” So saying, the Chief of 
Glennaquoich adjusted his plaid with rather more than 
his usu^ air of haughty assumption, and left the apart- 
ment 

The interest of Waverley readily procured for Colonel 
Talbot the freedom of adjourning to a large gardem 
belonging to Ms place of confinement. They walkea 
a few paces in silence, Colonel Talbot apparently study- 
ing how to open what he had to say ; at length he ad- 
dressed Edward. 
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“ Mr Waverlw, you have this day saved my life ; and 
yet I would to Goa that I had lost it, ere I had found you 
wearing the uniform and cockade of these men.’^ 

forgive your reproach, Colonel Talbot; it is well 
meant, and your education and prejudices render it 
natural. But there is nothing extraordinary in finding a 
manij whose honour has been publicly and unjustly 
assailed, in the situation which promised most fair to 
afford him satisfaction on his calumniators.^* 

“I should rather say, in the situation most likely to 
confirm the reports which they have circulated,” said 
Colonel Talbot^ following the very line of conduct 
ascribed to you. Are you aware, Mr Waverley, of the 
infinite distress, and even danger, which your present 
conduct has occasioned to your nearest relatives 
‘‘Danger !” 

“Yes, sir, danger. When I left England, your uncle 
and fattier had been obliged to find bail to answer a charge 
of treason, to which they were only admitted by the ex- 
ertion of the most powerful interest. I came down to 
Scotland, with the sole purpose of rescuing you from the 

f lf into which you have precipitated yourself ; nor can 
estimate the consequences to your family, of your hav- 
ing openly joined the rebeUipn, since the very suspicion 
of your intention was so perilous to them. Most deeply 
do 1 regret, that I did not meet you before this last and 
fatal error.” 

“I am really ignorant,” said Waverley, in a tone of 
reserve, “ why Colonel Talbot should have taken so much 
trouble on my account.” 

“ Mr Waverley,” answered Talbot* “ I am dull at appre- 
hending irony ; and therefore I shall answer your words 
according to their plain meaning. I am indebted to your 
uncle for benefits greater than those which a son owes to a 
father, I acknowledge to him the duty of a son ; ^d 
I know there is no manner in which I can requite his 
kindness so well as by serving you, I will serve you, if 
pebble, whether you will peraiit me or no. The personal 
obligation which you have this day laid me under, 
(al;&ough, in common estimation, as great as one human 
being can bestow on another,) adds nothing to my zeal on 
your behalf ; nor can that zeal be abated by any coolness 
with which you may please to receive it.” 

“Your intentions may be kind, sir,” said Waverley, 
drily ; “but your language is harsh, or at least peremptory. 
“ On my return to England,” continued Colonel Talbot, 
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“after long absence, I found your uncle, Sir Everard 
Waverley, in the custody of a king’s messenger, in con- 
sequence of the suspicion brought upon him by your 
conduct. He is my oldest friend— jhow often shall 1 repeat 
it — my best benefactor 1 he sacrificed his own views of 
happiness to mine — ^he never uttered a word, he never 
harboured a thought, that benevolence itself might not 
have thought or spoken. I found this man in confine- 
ment, rendered harsher to him by his habits of life, his 
natural dignity of feeling, and — forgive me, Mr Waverley, 
— by the cause through which this calamity had come 
upon him. I cannot disguise from you my feelings upon 
this occasion ; they were most painSully unfavourable to 
you. Having^ by my family interest, which you probably 
know is not mconsiderable, succeeded in obtaining Sir 
Everard’s release, I set out for Scotland. I saw Colonel 
Gardiner, a man whose fate alone is sufScient to render 
this insuirection for ever execrable. In the course of 
conversation with him, I found, that, from late circum- 
stances, from a re-examination of the persons engaged in 
the mutiny, and from his original good opinion of your 
character, he was much softened towards you ; and I 
doubted not, that if I could be so fortunate as to discover 
you, aU might yet be well. But this unnatural rebellion 
has ruined all. I have, for the fiLrst time, in a long and 
active miMtary life, seen Britons disgrace themselves by 
a panic flight, and that before a foe without either arms 
or discipline : And now I find the heir of my dearest 
friend — the son, I may say. of his affections — sharing a 
triumph, for which he ought the first to have blushed. 
Why should I lament Gardiner 1 his lot was happy, com- 
pared to mine I ” 

There was so much dignity in Colonel Talbot’s manner, 
such a mixture of military pride and manly sorrow^ and 
the news of Sir Everard’s imprisonment was told m so 
deep a tone of feeling, that Edward stood mortified, 
abashed, and distressed, in presence of the prisoner, who 
owed to him his life not many hours bef ora He was not 
sorry when Fergus interrupts their conference a second 
time. 

“ His Koyal H^hne^ commands Mr Waverleys attend- 
ance.” Colondi Talbot threw upon IMward a reproachful 
glanoa which did not ^cape the quick eye of the BKgh- 
land Chief. “His immediate attendancei,’’ he repmted, 
with considerable emphasis. Waverley turned again 
towards the Colonel. 
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We shall meet again,” he said ; “ in the meanwhile 
eve^ possible accommodation ” ’ 

‘‘ I desire none,” said the Colonel ; “ let me fare like the 
meanest of those brave men, who, on this day of calamity 
have preferred wounds and captivity to flight ; I woiud 
almost exchange places with one of those who have fallen, 
to know that my words have made a suitable impression 
on your mind.” 

“ Let Colonel Talbot be carefully secured,” said Fergus 
to the Highland officer, who commanded the guard over 
the prisoners ; “it is the Prince’s particular command; he 
is a prisoner of the utmost importance.” 

“ But let him want no accommodation suitable to his 
ran^” said Waverley, 

“ Consistent always with secure custody,” reiterated 
Fergus. The officer signified his acquiescence in lx>th 
commands, and Edwara followed Fergus to the garden*- 
gate, where Callum Beg, with three saddle-horses, awaited 
them. Turning his head, he saw Colonel Talbot re- 
conducted to his place of confinement by a file of High- 
landers ; he lingered on the threshold of the door, and 
made a signal with his hand towards Waverley, as if 
enforcing ^e language he had held towards Mm. 

“Horses,” said Fergus, as he mounted, “are now as 
plenty as blackberries ; every man may have them for 
the catching. Come, let Callum adjust your stirrups, and 
let us to Pinkie-house ^ as fast as these d-devant dragoon- 
horses choose to carry us.” 


CHAPTER L. 

Rather unimportant, 

“ I WAS turned back,” said Fergus to Edward, as they 
galloped from Preston to Pinkie-House, “by a message 
from the Prince. But, I suppose, you know the value of 
this most noble Colonel Talbot as a prisoner. He is held 
one of the best officers among the red-coats ; a special friend 
and favourite of the Elector Mmsel:^ and of that dreadful 
hero, the Duke of Cumberland, who has been summoned 
from his triumphs at Fontenoy, to come over and devour 
us poor Highlanders alive. Has he been telling you how 

' Charles Ediimrd took up his quarters altcor the battle at PiuMe-hotise, »4- 
lolniug to MuiraeXburgh. (S.) 
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the bells of St James’s ring ? Not Hum again, Whitting- 
ton,’ like those of Bow, in the days of yore ? ” 

Fergus ! ” said Waverley, with a r^roachful look. 

“Nay. I cannot tell what to make of you,” answered the 
Chief oi Mac-Ivor, “you are blown about with every wind 
of doctrine. Here have we gained a victory, unparalleled 
in history — and your behaviour is praised by every living 
mortal to the skies — and the Prince is eager to thank you 
in TOrson — and all our beauties of the White Bose are 
pulling caps for you, — and you, the preux chevalier of 
the day, are stooping on your horse’s neck like a butter- 
woman riding to market, and looking as black as a 
funeral ! ” 

“ I am sorry for poor Colonel Gardiner’s death : he was 
once very kind to me.” 

“Why, then, be sorry for five minutes, and then be glad 
again : nis chance to-d^ may be ours to-morrow ; and 
what does it signify ? Tne next l^t thing to victory is 
honourable death ; but it is a pisrallery and one would 
rather a foe had it than one’s self.” 

“ But Colonel Talbot has informed me that my father 
and uncle are both imprisoned by government on my 
account.” 

« put in bail, my boy ; old Andrew Ferrara ^ shall 
lodge his security ; and I should like to see him put to 
justify it in Westminster-Hall I ” 

“ Nay, they are already at liberty, upon bail of a more 
civic disposition.” 

“Then why is tl^ noble spirit cast dowm Edward f 
Dost think that the Elector’s ministers are sucn doves as 


to set their enemies at liberty at this critical moment, if 
they could or durst confine and punish them? Assure 
thyself that eithbr they have no chai^ against your 


old England. At any rate, you n€sed not be apprehensive 
upon Hieir account ; and we will find some means of 
conveying to them assurances of your safety.” 

Edward was silenced, but not satisfi^^ with these 
reasons. He had now been more than onm ahcxsked at 


the small d^r^ of sympathy which Fergim exhibited for 
the feeHngm even of those whom he love^ if ihey did not 
correspond with his own mood at the time, and more 
especially if they thwarted him while eam^t in a favour- 
ite pursuit. Fergus sometimes indeed ol»ervedf that he 


> AiuSrefi F«iixm. 
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had offended Waverley, but, alwajrs intent upon some 
favourite plan or project of his own, he was never suffi- 
ciently aware of the extent or duration of Ms displeasure, 
so that the reiteration of these petty offences somewhat 
cooled the volunteer’s extreme attachment to his officer. 

The Chevalier received Waverley with his usual favour, 
and paid him many compliments on Ms distinguished 
bravery. He then took him apart, made many mquiries 
concerning Colonel Talbot^ and when he had received aU 
the information which Edward was able to give concern* 
ing Mm and Ms connections, he proceeded, — “I cannot 
but think, Mr Waverley, that since tMs gentleman is so 
particularly connected with our worthy and excellent 
friend, Sir JEverard Waverley, and since Ms lady is of the 
house of BlandevOle, whose devotion to the true and 
loyal principles of the Church of England is so genersdly 
known, the Colonel’s own private sentiments cannot be 
unfavourable to u^ whatever mask he may have assumed 
to accommodate himself to the times ” 

“ If I am to judge from the langu£^ he this day held 
to m^I am under the necessity of differing widely from 
your Koyal Highness.” 

“Well, it is worth making a trial at least. I therefore 
intrust you with the charge of Colonel Talbot^ with 
power to act concerning him as you think most advisable; 
and I hope you will find means of ascertaining what are 
his real dispositions towards our Royal Father’s resto- 
ration,” 

“I am convinced,” said Waverley, bowingj “that if 
Colonel Talbot chooses to grant Ms parole, it may be 
securely dei>ended upon ; but if he refuses it, I trust your 
Royal Highness will devolve on some other person than 
the nephew of his friend, the task of laying Mm under 
the necessary restraint.” 

“I will trust him with no person but you,” said the 
Piince, smiling, but peremptorily repeating his mandate ; 
“it is of importance to my service that there shouM 
appear to be a good intelligence between you, even if you 
are unable to gain his confidence in earnest. ^ You will 
therefore receive Mm into your quarters, and in case he 
declines mving his parole, you must apply for a proper 
guardL 1 bw you will go about this direMy. We return 
to Edinburgh to-morrow.” ' 

BMng thus remanded to the vicinity of Preston, 
Waverley lost the Baron of Bradwardine’s solemn act of 
homage. So little, however, was he at this time in love 
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with vanity, that he had quite forgotten the ceremony in 
which Fergus had laboured, to engage his curiosity. jBut 
next day, a formal Gazette was circulated, containing a 
detailed account of the battle of Giadsmuir, as the 
Bhghlanders chose to denominate their victory. It con- 
cluded with an account of the Court afterwards held bjy 
the Chevalier at Pinkie-house^ which contained this 
among other high-flown descriptive paragraphs : 

“ Since that ratal treaty wmch annihilates Scotland as 
an independent nation, it has not been our happiness to 
see her princes receive, and her nobles discharge, those 
acts of feudal homage, which, founded upon the splen^d 
actions of Scottish valour, recall the memory of her 
early history, with the manly and chivalrous simplicity 
of the ties which united to the Crown the homage of the 
warriors by whom it w^ repeatedly upheld and de- 
fended But on the evening of the 20th, our memories 
were refreshed with one of those ceremonies which belong 
to the ancient days of Scotland’s glory. After the circle 
was formed Cosmo Comyne Bradwardine, of that ilk, 
colonel in the servic^ &c. &c. &c. came before the PnLnce, 
attended by Mr D. Macwheebl^ the Bailie of Ms ancient 
barony of Bradwardine, (who, we understand, has been 
lately named a connnissaryX and, under form of instru- 
ment, clawed permission to perform, to the person of >it« 
Boyal Highne^ as representiM ids &ther, the service 
usM and wont, for which, under a charter of Robert 
Bruce^ (of which the original was produced and inspected 
b/ the Masters of his Boyal Highness’s Chanoei^ &r the 
timB beiM) the claimant held the barony of Bradwar 
dinOj ancl lauds of Tully-Veolan. Hia cTaiTTn being 
admitted and r^r^stered, Ms Royal Highness having 
placed his foot upon a cusMon. Baron of Bradwar- 
kneeling upon his right knee^ prooe^ed to undo 
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r%fe et solenniter acta et peracta ; and a corresponding 
^try was made in the protocol of the Lord Hkl 
Chamberlain, and in the record of Chancery. We under- 
stand that it is in contemplation of his Royal ffighnesa 
when his Majesty’s pleasure can be known, to rah>6 
Colonel Bradwardine to the peerage, by the title of 
Viscount Bradwardine, of Bradwardine and Tally- Veolau 
and that, in the meanwhile, his Royal Highness, in hS 
father’s name and authority, has been pleased to grant 
him an honourable augmentation to his paternal coat of 
aims, being a budget or boot-jack, disposed saltier-wise 
with a naked broadsword, to be borne in the dexter 
cantle of the shield ; and, as an additional motto, on a 
scroll beneath, the words, ‘ Draw and draw off.’ ” 

Were it not for the recollection of Fergus’s raillery, 
thought Waverley to himself, when he had perused this 
long and ^ave document, how very tolerably would all 
this sound, and how little should I have thought of 
connectmg it with any ludicrous idea I Weil, afer all 
everything has its fair, as well as its seamy side; ana 
truly I do not see why the Baron’s bootdack may not 
stand as fair in heraldry as the water-buckets, waggons, 
cartwheels, plough-socks, shuttles, candlesticks, and other 
orc^aries, conveying ideas of anything save chivalry, 
which apMar in the arms of some of our most ancient 
gentry. — This, however, is an episode in respect to the 
principal story. 

When Waverley returned to Preston, and rejoined 
Colonel Talbot, he found him recovered trom the strong 
and obvious emotions with which a concurrence of un- 
pleasing events had affected him. He had regained his 
natural manner, which was that of an English gentleman 
and soldier, manly, ojpen, and generous, but not uhsuscep- 
tible of prejudice against those of a different country, or 
who opposed him in political tenets. When Waverley 
acquaint^ Colonel Talbot with the Chevalier’s puraose 
4a_TOmmit him to his charge^ did not think to have 
owed^soL much obligation to that young ^ntleman,” he 
said, “as is implied in this destination. 1 can at least 
cheerfully join m the prayer of the honest Presbyterian 
demyman, Hiat^ as he has come among us seeking an 
earmly crown, his labours may be sp^ddy rewarded with 
a heavenly one.^ I shall willingly give my parole not to 

» The fslergyman's neme was Mac-Vicar. Protected bvthe camwai of the Castle, 
lie isreadhed every Sunday In the West Ktric, while the Hi^hlandera were ha pos- 
sesMdon of Kdintmiirh; and It was In presence of some of the JaeoMtea that ho 
pa^ed Ihr Prince Cbailea Edward in the terms quoted in the teact. (&) 
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attempt an escape without your knowledge, since, in fact, 
it was to meet you that I came to Scotland ; and I am 
glad it has happened even under this predicament. But I 
suppose we shall be but a short time together. Your 
Chevalier, (that is a name w^e may both give to him,) -with 
his plaids and blue caps, will, I presume, be continuing 
his crusade southward 

“ K’ot as I hear ; I believe the army makes some stay in 
Edinburgh, to coDect reinforcements.” 

** A-nd to besiege the Castle?” said Talboh smiling sarcas- 
tically. “Well, unless my old commander, (General Freston, 
turn false metal, or the Castle sink into the North Loch, 
events which I deem equally probable, I think we shall 
have some time to make up our acquaintance. I have a 
guess that this gallant Chevalier has a design that I should 
be your proselyte ; and, as I wish you to be mine, there 
cannot be a more fair proposal, than to afford us fair 
conference together. But, as I spoke to-day under the 
influence of feelings I rarely give way to, I hope you will 
excuse my entering again upon controversy till we are 
somewhat better acquainted.^ 


CHAPTEB LI. 

Intrigties of Love and Politics. 

It is not necessary to record in these pages the trium- 
phant entrance of the Chevalier into Edmburgh after the 
decisive affair of Preston. One circumstance, however. 
may be noticed, because it illustrates the high spirit of 
Mora Mao-Ivor. The Highlanders, by whom the Prince 
was surrounded, in the license and extravagance of tMs 
joyful moment, fired their pieces repeatedly^ and one of 
these having been accidentally loaded with ball, the 
bullet grazed the young lady’s temple as she waved her 
handkerchief from a balcony.^ Feigus, who beheld the 
accident, was at her side in an instant ; and, on seeing 
tlmt the wound trifling, he drew his broadsword, 

with the purpc^ of rushing down upon the man by whose 
» Hie ijKMtexit iwF& *fcaid totmTeliap|>enedtoFlomMac-Ivor«iu:!toaJ^ Miss 
Halme, s Isdy wltb wlmm Um sxxfcbor bad tlie pleaseore Gi being aegiimixiledL 
tbe Higlilimd army rtsiOiM into Edinbnrgb, Mias HaJbrne, like otlser umm wbo 
ajjprwed ad eaiw®, stood wsving Jhcr !nuEidk«STMef from a balcony, wIhmi a 

ball fpom a mnAefc, wmcli -was dladtiajcged by aoddent, fpnsxed her 

for**Me«a. ** Thank God,” aaSd she, the instant jidie recssrrssed, “ tliat the accident 
baTOeoed to me, pri»£fple>s are known. Had It befallen a Whig, they 

wcmid haye said it was done on purpose. ” <S.) 



348 


WAVERLEY. 


carelessness she had incurred so much danger, wheiL 
holding him by the plaid “ Do not harm the poor fellow,^ 
she cried ; “ for Heaven s sake, do not harm him ! but 
thank God with me that the accident happened to Flora 
Mac-Ivor ; for had it befallen a Whig, they would have 
pretended that the shot was fired on purpose.” 

Waverley escaped the alarm which this accident would 
have occasioned to him, as he was unavoidably delayed by 
the necessity of accompanying Colonel Talbot to Edinburgh. 

They performed the journey together on horse-l^k, and 
for some time, as if to sound each other’s feelings and 
sentiments, they conversed upon general and ordinary 


topics. 

When Waverley again entered upon the subject which 

I f 1 Li —JS 


alleviate than to aggravate his anxiety. This appeared 
particularly to be the case when he heard Waverley’s 
history, which he did not scruple to confide to him* 

“And so,” said the Colonel, “there has been no maHoe 
prepense, as lawyers, I think, term it, in this rash sl^p of 
yours ; and you have been trepanned inix> the service of 
this Italian knight-errant by a few civil speeches from 
him and one or two of his Highland recruiting sergeants? 
It is sadly foolish, to be sure, but not nearly so bad as I 
was led to expect. However, you cannot desert, even 
from the ftetender, at the present moment.— that seems 
impossible. But I have little doubt that, m the dissensions 
incndent to this heterogeneous mass of wild and desperate 
men, some opportunity may arise, by availing yourself of 
which, you may extricate yourself honourabfy fiom your 
rash engagement before the bubble burst. If this can ^ 

, I would have you go to a place of m 

which I shall point out. And I think I 
secure your pardon from government after a few months 
residence abroad.” -i w 

“I cannot permit you, Colonel Talbot,” answers wp- 
erley, “ to speak of any plan which turns on my d^rti^ 
an enterprise in which I may have engage h^tiw, tat 
certainly voluntarily, and with the purpose of abioing 
the issue.” 

“Well,” said Colonel Talbot, smiling^ “leave me my 
thoughts and hopes at least at liberty, if not my sp^h* 
But have you never examined your mysterious p^ket f 
“ It is in my baggage,” repli^ Edward ; we shall find 
it in Edinburgh.” 
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In Edinbiirgli they soon arrived. Waverle3?^s quarters 


for Colonel Talbot. His first bnsmess was to examine his 
portmantean, and, after a very short search, out tumbled 
Sie expected packet. Waverley opened it eagerly. Under 
a biant cover, simply address^ to E. Waverley, Esq., he 
found a number of open letters. The uppermost were two 
from Colonel Gardiner, addressed to himself. The earliest 
in date was a kind and gentle remonstrance for neglect of 
the writer’s advice, respecting the disposal of his time 
doling Ms leave of absence, the renewal of which, 
he reminded Captain Waverley, would speedily expire. 

Indeed,’’ the letter proceeded, "had it been otherwise, 
the news from abroad, and my instructions from the 
War-offio% must have compelled me to recall it, as there 
is great danger, since the disaster in Manders^ both of 
foreign invasion and insurrection among the disaffected 
at home. I therefore entreat you will repair, as soon as 
possible, to the head-quarters of the r^?iment ; and I am 
concerned to add, that this is still the more necessary, as 
there is some discontent in your troop^ and I postpone 
enquiry into particulars imtil I can have the advantage 
of your assistance.” 

The second letter, dated eight days later, was in such a 
style as might have been expected from the CbloneFa 
receiving no answer to the first. It reminded Waverley 
of his duty, as a man of honour, an officer^ and a Briton ; 
took notice of the increasing dissatisfaction of his men, 
and that some of them had been heard to hint, that their 
Cimtam encouraged and approved of their mutinous 
behaviour ; and, finally, the writer expressed the utmc^ 
r^ret and surprise that he had not obeyed his commands 
by repairing to head-quarters, reminded him that his leave 
of at^mce had been recalled, and conjured him, in a style 


our troop, with orders to deliver it into 3?our 


Upon reading these lettes, Wav«*lem with great 
MtteraeMa of feeling, was compelled to me^e the amende 
hmmmMe to the n^mory of the brave and exo^ent 
writer ; for sur^y, as Coicmel Gardiner must have had 
every reascm to conclude timy had amm saidLy to Mind, 
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less could not follow, on their being neglect^, than that 
third and final summons, which Waverley actually 
received at Glennaquoich, though too late to obey it 

a 1 \-n df hia jmriA.i'pi’nf. 


neeiecTJ oi Tims „ 

harsh or severe proceeding, that it was te^y inevitable. 
The next letter he unfolded was from the Major of the 
regiment, acquainting him that a reporc, to the m 
advantage of his reputation, was public m the countrj 
rta • r, that one MrTalconer of Ballihopple, or wme sue 
name,'1tiad proposed, in his presence, a tr^oMble toast , 
whici he permitted to pass silenc^ although it was so 
OTOSS an &ront to the royal family, that a gentlea^in 
company, not remarkable for his zeal for ^vemment, 

,1 ^ ni-n that- sTinnosmcr the 


account true. Captain waverley had thus snn^^ an^^ 

comparatively unconcern^ to :^ent an ^front dnec^ 
cornel ai/x c j — officer, and to go out with 


that^dom of CipMn Waverley’s officers couM 

this scandSious story, but that it was n^^y 
their ioint opinion that his own honoim, equ^y with ^t 
of the regment, depend^ upon its beii« mstantly 

. X— "Uii-, rtvi+jkrtrri+.Tr AlC. OZCm 


to whom Waverley handed the letters after he haa 
renders thought impossible. It is enough 

^^‘^BJt^’^’young Mend ; let us see what are these 

dirty scrawls tnat follow.” nr x w ThpuitfiL” 

tL first was addressed, For Master W. 

— “ Dear sur, sum of our yong gulpins Put 

T tuold them you shoed me i^e scj^uoires own • , , 

y;S wWeH^ryouthe lettrs^ 

Addem he gave them to squoir^s hpnd, as to be yom 
thr^Xand shall b^readyfor signal and hoy M 
Hoy CMrcffi and Sachefrel, as fadur sings at harvesV 

whome. “Yours, deer Sur, 

“H.H. 

“ Poscriff. Do’e tell squoire we longs to heer Mm ^ 
and has dootings about im not writing himself, and 

tenant Bottler is smoky. 
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“TMs Eiiffiii, I suppose, then, is your Donald of tlie 
Cavern, who has intercepted your letters and carried on 
a corr^pondence with the poor devil MouKhton, as if 
under your authority ? ” 

seems too true. But who can Addem be?” 

** Fossibly Adam, for poor Gardiner, a sort of pun on his 
name.” 

The other letters were to the s&me 
soon received yet more complete light u]^n"! 
machinations. 

John Hodges, one of Waverley’s servants, who had 
remained with the regiment, and had been taken at 
Preston, now made his appearance. He had sought out 
his master, with the purpose of again entering his service. 
From this fellow they learned, that some time after 
Waverley had gone from the head-quarters of the regi- 
ment, a pedlar, called Huthven, BuiEm or Eivane, known 
among the soldiers by the name of Wily Will, had made 
frequent visits to the town of Dundee. He appeared to 
possess plenty of money, sold his commodities veiy cheap, 
seemed always wdUing to treat his friends at the ale-house, 
and easily mgratiated himself with many of Waverley^s 
troops particularly Sergeant Houghton, and one Tims, 
also a non-commissioned officer- To these he unfolded, in 
Waverley^s name, a plan for leaving the r^dment and 
ioining him in the Highlands, where report said the clans 
had ^ready taken arms in great numbers. The men, 
who had b^n educated as Jacobites, so ffir as they had 
any opinion at all, and who knew their landlord. Sir 
Everaid, had always been supposed to hold such tenets, 
e^ily fell into the snare, dfcat Waverley was at a 
distance in the Highland was received as a sufficient 
excuse for transmitting his letters through the medium of 
the pedlan ; and the sight of his well-known seal seemed 
to authenMcate the n^otiations in his nam^ where 
writing might have been dangerous. The cabal, however, 
began to t^e air, from the premature mutinous language 
of those concerned. Wily Will justified his appellative ; 
for, after suspicion arose, he was seen no nmre. When 
the Gazette appeared, in which Waverley was superseded, 
great part of his troop broke out into actual mutiny, but 
were surrounded and disarmed by the rest of the r^fi- 
ment. In consequ^ce of the sentmoe of a court-martial, 
Houghton and Tims were condemned to be shot, but 
afterwarcb permitted to cast lots for life. Ho^htmL the 
survivor, showed much penitoic^ bdmg convinced, irom 
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the rebiikes and explanations of Colonel Gardiner, that 
he had really engaged in a very heinous crime. It is 
remarkable, that as soon as the poor fellow was satisfied 
of this, he became also convinced that the instigator had 
acted without authority from Edward, saying, “ If it was 
dishonourable and against Old England, the squire could 
know nought about it ; he never did, or thought to do, 
anything dishonourable, no more didn’t Sir Everard, nor 
none of them afore him, and m that belief he would live 
and die that Eufien had done it all of his own head.” 

The strength of conviction with which he expressed 
himself upon this subject, as well as his assurances that 
the letters intended for Waverley had been delivered to 
Ruthven, made that revolution in Colonel Gardiner’s 
opinion which he expressed to Talbot. 

The reader has long since understood that Donald Bean 
Jjmn played the part of temnter on this occasion. His 
motives were shortly these. Of an active and intriguing 
spirit, he had been long employed as a subaltern agent 
and spy by those in the confiiaence of the Chevalier, to an 
extent beyond what was suspected even by Fergus Mac- 
Ivo:^ whom, though obliged to him for protection, he re- 
garded with fear and dislike- To success in this political 
department, he naturally looked for raising himself by 
some lx>ld stroke above his present hazardous and pre- 
carious trade of rapine. He was particularly employed 
in learning the strength of the regiments in Scotland, the 
character of the officers, <i?c., and had long had his eye upon 
Waverley’s troop, as open to temptation. Donald even 
believed that Waverley himself was at bottom in the 
Stewart interest, which seemed confirmed by his long 
visit to the Jacobite Baron of Bradwardine. When, there- 
fore, he came to his cave with one of Glennaquoich’s 
attendants, the robber, who could never appreciate his 
real motive, which was mere curiosity, was so sanguine 
as to hope ihat his own talents were to be employed in 
some intr^ue of consequence, under the auspices of this 
wealthy yotmg Englishman. Nor was he undeceived by 
Waverley s neglecting all hints and openings afforded for 
explanation. His conduct passed for prudent reserve, and 
somewhat piqued Donald Bean, who, supposing himself 
left out oi a secret where confidence promised to be 
advantageous, determined to have his share in the drama, 
whether a regular part were assigned him or not. For 
this purpose during Waverley^s sleep, he pc^sessed him- 
self of his s^d, as a token to be used to any of the troopers 
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whom he might discover to be possessed o£ the captain^s 
confidence. His first journey to Dundee, the town where 
the regiment was quartered, undeceived him in his 
original supposition, but opened to him a new field o£ 
action. He hnew there would be no service so well re- 
warded by the friends of the Chevalier, as seducing a part 
of the regular army to his standard. For this purpose he 
opened the machinations with which the reader is already 
acquainted, and which form a clue to all the intricacies 
and obscurities of the narrative previous to Waveriey’s 
lea VIM Glennaquoich. 

By Colonel Talbot’s advice, Waverley declined detaining 
in Ms service the lad whose evidence had thrown addi- 
tional light on these intrigues. He represented to Mna it 
would be doing the man an injury to engage him in a 
desperate undextaking, and that, whatever should happen, 
his evidence would go some len^h, at least,^ in explaining 
the circumstances under which vVaverley himself bad em- 
barked in it. Waverley therefore wrote a short state of 
what had happened, to his uncle and his father, cautioning 
them, however, in the present circumstances, not to 
attempt to answer his letter. Talbot then gave the youn 
man a letter to the commander of one of the EnglisJ 
vessels of war cruising in the frith, requesting him to put 
the bearer ashore at Berwdck, with a pass to proceeci to 

shire. _ He was then furnished with money to make 

an expeditious journey,^ and directed to get on board the 
ship by means of biioing a fishing-boat, which, as they 
afterwards learned, he easily effected. 

Tired of the attendance or Cailum Beg, who, he thought, 
had some disposition to act as a spy on his motions, 
Waverley hired as a servant a simple Edinburgh swain, 
who had mounted the white cockade in a fit of spleen ana 
jealousy, because Jenny Jop had danced a whole night 
with Corporal Bullock of the Fusileers. 


CHAPTEB LH. 

Intrigues of Society and love. 

Ooi/xNix Talbot became more kindly in his demeanour 
towards Waverley after the confidence he had reposed in 
him, and as they were necessarily much together, the 
character of the Colonel rose in Waverley*s estimation. 
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There seemed at first something harsh in his strong 
expressions of dislike and censure, although no one was 
in the general case more open to conviction. The habit 
of authority had also given nis manners some peremptory 
hardness, notwithstanding the polish which thev had 
received from his intimate acquaintance with the higher 
circles. As a specimen of the military character, he 
differed from all whom Waverley had as yet seen. The 
soldiership of the Baron of Bradwardine was marked by 
pedantry ; that of Major Melville by a sort of martinet 
attention to the minutiae and technicalities of discipline, 
rather suitable to one who was to manoeuvre a battalion, 
than to him who was to command an army ; the military 
spirit of Fergus was so much warped and blended with 
his plans and political views, that it was less that of a 
soldier than of a petty sovereign. But Colonel Talbot 
was in every point the English soldier. His whole soul 
was devoted to the service of his king and country, with- 
out feeling any pride in knowing the^ theory of his art 
with the Baron, or its practical minutiae with the Major, 
or in applying his science to his own particular plans ot 
ambition, like the Chieftain of Glennaq^uoich. Added to 
this, he was a man of extended knowledge and cultivated 
taste, although strongly tinged, as we have already 
observed, with those prejudices which are peculiarly 
English. 

The character of Colonel Talbot dawned upon Edward 
by degrees ; for the delay of the Highlanders in the 
fruitless siege of Edinburgh Castle occupied several 
weeks, during which Waverley had little to do, excepting 
to seek such amusement as society afforded. He would 
willingly have persuaded his new friend to become 
acquainted with some of his former intimates. But the 
CoIoneL after one or two visits, shook his head, and 
declined farther experiment. Indeed he went farther, 
and characterised the Baron as the most intolerable 
formal pedant he had ever had the misfortune to meet 
with, and the Chief of Glennaquoich as a Frenchified 
Bcotchman^ possessing all the cunning and plausibility 
of the nation where he was educated, with the proud, 
vindictive, and turbulent humour of that of his birth. 
** If the devil,” he said, “ had sought out an agent 
expressly for the purpose of embroiling this miserable 
country, I do not think he could find a tetter than such 
a fellow as thii^ whose temper seems equally active, 
supple, and mischievous, and who is followed, and 
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implicitly obeyed, by a gang of sttch cut-throats as those 
whom you are pleased to admire so much.” 

The i^ies of the party did not escape his censure. 
He allowed that Flora Mac-Ivor was a fine woman, and 
Bose Bradwardine a pretty girl. But he alleged that the 
former destroyed the effect of her beauty by an affec- 
tation of the grand airs which she had probably seen 

S ractised in the mock court of St Germains. As for 
Ose Bradwardine, he said it was impossible for any 
mortal to admire such a little uninformed thing, whose 
small portion of education was as ill adapted to her sex 
or youth, as if she had appeared with one of her father’s 
old campaign-coats upon her person for her sole garment. 
Now much of this was mere spleen and prejudice in the 
excellent Colonel, with whom the white cockade on the 
breast, the white rose in the hair, and the Mac at the 
beginning of a name, would have made a devil out of an 
angel ; and indeed he himself jocularly allowed, that he 
could not have endured Venus herseli^ if she had been 
announced in a drawing-room by the name of Miss Mac- 
J upi ter. 

Waverley, it may easily be believed, looked upon these 
young ladies with very different eyes. During the j^eriod 
of the siegej he paid them almost daily visit^ although he 
observed with regret that his suit made as little progress 
in the affections of the former, as the arms of the Chevalier 
in subduing the fortress. She maintained with rigour 
the rule she had laid down of treating him with indiffer- 
ence, without either affecting to avoid him, or to shun 
intercourse with him. Every word, every look, was 
strictly regulated to accord with her system, and neitlier 
the dejection of Waverley, nor the anger which Fergus 
scarcely suppressed, could extend Flora’s attention to 
Edward beyond that which the most ordinary politeness 
demanded. On the other hand^ Bose Bradwardine 
gradually rose in Waverley ’s opinion. He had several 
opportunities of remarking, that, as her extreme timidity 
wore ofi^ her manners assumed a higher character ; that 
the agitating circumstances of the stormy time seemed, 
to call forth a certain dignity of feeling and expressiom 
which he had not formerly observed ; and that she omitted 
no opportunity within her reach to extend her knowledge 
and refine her taste. 

Flom Mac-Ivor called Rose her pupil, and was attentive 
to assist her in her studies, and to mshion both her taste 
and understanding. It might have been remarked by a 
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^ery close observer, that in the jpresence of Waverley she 
v^as much more desirous to exhibit her friend's excellences 
han her own. But I must request of the reader to 
iuppose, that this kind and disinterested purpose was 
soncealed by the most cautious delicacy, studiously shun- 
ling the most distant approach to affectation. So that it 
vas as unlike the usual exhibition of one pretty woman 
effecting to proner another, as the friendship of David 
ind Jonathan might be to the intimacy of two Bond- 
itreet loungers. The fact is, that though the effect was 
:eit, the cause could hardly be observed. Each of the 
adies, like two excellent actresses, was perfect in her 
3arts, and performed them to the delight of the audience ; 
md such being the case, it was almost impossible to 
iiscover that the elder constantly ceded to her friend that 
«rhich was most suitable to her talents. 

But to Waverley, Bose Bradwardine possessed an at- 
traction which few men can resist, from the marked 
Interest which she took in everything that affected him. 
She was too young and too inexperienced to estimate the 
full force of the constant attention which she paid to him. 
Her father was too abstractedly immersed in learned and 
military discussions to observe her partiality, and Flora 
Mac- Ivor did not alarm her by remonstrance, because she 
saw in this line of conduct the most probable chance 
of her friend securing at length a return of affection. 

The truth is, that in her first conversation after their 
meeting, Bose had discovered the state of her mind to 
that acute and intelligent friend, although she was not 
herself aware of it. From that time. Flora was not only 
determined upon the final rejection of Waverley's ad- 
dresses, but became anxious that they should, if possible, 
be transferred to her friend. Nor was she less interested 
in this plan, though her brother had from time to time 
talked as between jest and earnest, of paying his suit to 
Miss Bradwardine. She knew that Fergus had the true 
continental latitude of opinion respecting the institution 
of marriage, and would not have given his hand to an 
ange^ unless for the purpose of strengthening his alliances, 
and increasing his influence and wealth. The Baron’s 
whim of tran3errmg his estate to the distant heir male, 
instead of his own daughter, was therefore likely to be an 
insurmountable ol^tame to his entertaining any serious 
thoughts of Bose Bradwardine. Indeed, Fei^gus's brain 
wa^ a perpetual workshop of scheme and intrigue, of 
every possible kind and description ; while, like many a 
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iBedianic of more ingenuity than steadiness, he would 
often unexpectedly, and without any apparent motive, 
abandon one plan, and go earnestly to work upon another, 
which was either fresh from the forge of his imagina- 
tion, or had at some former period been flung aside half 
flnished. It was therefore o:Ken difficult to guess what 
line of conduct he might finally adopt upon any given 
occasion. 

Although Flora was sincerely attached to her brother, 
whose high enei^ies might indeed have commanded her 
admiration even without the ties which bound them to- 
gether, she was by no means blind to his faults, which 
she considered as dangerous to the hopes of any woman, 
who should found her ideas of a happy marriage in the 
peaceful enjoyment of domestic society, and the exchange 
of mutual and engrossing affection. Tne real disposition 
of Waverley, on the other hand, notwithstandSng his 
dreams of tented fields and military honour, seemed 
exclusively domestic. He asked and received no share in 
the busy scenes which were constantly going on around 
him, and was rather annoyed tlian interestcni by the 
discussion of contending claims, rights, and interests, 
which often passed in his presence- All this pointed Iiim 
out as the person formed to make happy a spirit like that 
of Rose, which corresponded with his own. 

She remarked this point in Waverley’s character ocne 
day while she sat with Miss Bradwardine. ^ His genius 
and elegant taste,” answered Hose. “ cannot be interested 
in such trifling discussions. What is it to him, for 
example, whether the Chief of the Macindallaghers, who 
has brought out only fifty tnem should be a colonel or a 
captain? and how could Mr Waverley be supposed to 
interest himself in the violent altercation between your 
brother and young Corrinaschian- whether the post 
of honour is aue to the eldest cadet of a clan or the 
youngest ? ” * 

“ My dear Rose, if he were the hero you suppcwse him, 
he would interest himself in these matters, not indeed as 
important in themselve^ but for the purpc^ of mediating 
between the ardent spirits who actually do m^e them 
the subject of liisoom. You saw when Corrinaschian 
raised his voice in great passion, and laid his hand upon 
his sword, Waverley lift^ his head as if he had just 
awaked frem a dream, and asked, with great composure 
what the matter was.” 

** Weil, and did not the laughter they fell into at Ms 
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absence of mind, serve better to break off the dispute, 
tlian anything he could have said to them 

“True, my dear,” answered Flora; “but not quite so 
creditably for Waverley as if he had brought them to 
their senses by force of reason.” 

“ Would you have him peace-maker general between all 
the gunpowder Highlanders in the army I beg your 
pardon, Flora, your brother, you know, is out of the 
question ; he has more sense than half of them. But can 
you think the fierce, hot, furious spirits, of whose brawls 
we see much and hear more, and who terrify me out of 
my life every day in the world, are at all to be compared 
to Waverley ? ” 

“ I do not compare him with those uneducated men, my 
dear Hose. I only lament, that, with his talents and 
genius, he does not assxime that place in society for which 
they eminently fit iiim, and that he does not lend their 
full impulse to the noble cause in which he has enlisted. 

Are there not Lochiel, and P and M and G ^ 

ail men of the highest education, as well as the first 
talents, — why will he not stoop like them to be alive and 
useful i — I often believe his zeal is frozen by that proud 
cold-blooded Englishman, whom he now lives with _so 
much.” 

“Colonel Talbot? — he is a very disagreeable person, to 
be sure. He looks as if he thought no Scottish woman 
worth the trouble of handing her a cup of tea. But 
Waverley is so gentle, so well informed ” 

“YeSj’^said Flora, smiling, “he can admire the moon, 
and quote a stanza from Tasso.” 

“ Brides, you know how he fought,” added Miss Brad- 
wardine. 

“For mere fighting,” answered Flora, “I believe all 
men (that is, who deserve the name) are pretty much 
alike ; there is generally more courage required to run 
away. They have besides, when confronted wdth each 
other, a certain instinct for strife, as we see in other male 
animals, such as dog^ bulls, and so' forth. But high and 
perilous enterprise is not Waverley ’s forte. He would 
never have been his celebrated ancestor Sir Nigel, but 
only Sir Nigel’s eulogist and poet. I will tell you where 
he will be at home, my dear, and in his place, — ^in the 
quiet circle of domestic hsmpiness, lettered indolence, and 
eluant enjoyments, of Waverley-Honour. And he will 
refit the old library in the most exquisite Gothic taste, 
and garnish its shelves with the rarest and most valuable 
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volumes ; — and he will draw plans and landscapes, and 
write verses^ and rear temples, and dig grottoes ; — and he 
will stand in a clear summer night in the colonnade 
before the hall, and gaze on the deer as they stray in the 
moonlight, or lie shadowed by the boughs oi the huge old 
fantastic oaks ^-and he will repeat verses to his beauti- 
ful wife, who will hang upon his arm ; — and he will be 
a happy man.” 

And she will be a happy woman, thought poor Rose. 
But she only sighed, and dropped the conversation. 


CHAPTER LIII. 

FeTgus^ a Suitor. 

Wavekxey had, indeed, as he looked closer into the 
state of the Chevalier’s Court, less reason to be satisfied 
with it. It contained, as they say an acorn includes all 
the ramifications of the future oak, as many seeds of 
traccLsserie and intrigue, as might have done honour to 
the Court of a large empire. Every person of conse- 
quence had some separate object, which he pursued with a 
fury that Waverley considered as altogether dispro- 
portioned to its importance. Almost all had their 
reasons for discontent, although the most le^timate was 
that of the worthy old Baron, who was only distressed on 
account of the common cause. 

“We shall hardly,” said he one morning to Waverley, 
when they had been viewing the castle, — “we shall hardly 
gam the obsidional crown^ which you wot well was made 
of the roots or grain which takes root within the place 
besi^ed, or it may be of the herb woodbind, paretartOy or 
pellitoiy; we shall not, I say, gain it by this same 
olockade or leaguer of Edinburgh Castle.” For this 
opinion, he gave most learned and satisfactory reasons, 
that the reader may not care to hear repeated. 

Having escaped from the old gentleman, Waverley 
went to Femus’s lodgings by appomtment^ to await his 
return from Holyrooo-House. am to have a particular 
audience to-morrow,” said Fergus to Waverley, overnight, 
“ and you must meet me to wish me joy of the success 
which 1 securely anticipate.” 

The morrow came, and in the Chiefs apartmmit he 
found Ensign Maccombich waiting to make report of Ms 
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turn of duty in a sort of ditch which they had dug across 
the Castle-nill, and called a trench. In a short time the 
Chiefs voice was heard on the stair in a tone of impatient 
fury : — ‘‘ Galium, — ^why, Callum Beg, — Diaoul ! ” Me en- 
tered the room with all the marks of a man agitated by 
a towering passion ; and there were few upon whose 
features rage produced a more violent effect. The veins 
of his forehead swelled when he was in such agitation ; 
liis nostril became dilated ; his cheek and eye inflamed ; 
and his look that of a demoniac. These appearances of 
half-suppressed rage were the more frightful, because they 
were obviously caused by a strong effort to temper 
with discretion an almost ungovernable paroxysm of 
passion, and resulted from an internal conflict of the 
most dreadful kind, which agitated his w’hole frame of 
mortality. 

As he entered the apartment, he unbuckled his broad- 
sword, and throwing it down with such violence, that the 
weapon rolled to the other end of the room, “ I know not 
what,’^ he exclaimed, “ withholds me from taking a solemn 
oath that I will never more draw it in his cause : — Load 
my pistols, Callum, and bring them hither instantly ; — 
instantly ! Callum, whom nothing ever startled, dis- 
mayed, or disconcerted, obeyed very coolly. Bvan Dhu, 
upon whose brow the suspicion that his Chief had been 
insultedj called up a corresponding storm, swelled in 
sullen silence, awaiting to learn where or upon whom 
vengeance was to descend. 

*‘So, Waverley, jou are there,” said the Chief, after a 
moment’s recollection ; — Yes, I remember I asked you to 
share my triumph, and you have come to witness my — 
disappointment we shall call it.” Evan now presented 
the written report he had in his hand, which Fergus threw 
from him with great passion. “ I wish to God/’ he said, 
“ the old den would tumble down upon the heads of the 
fools who attack, and the knaves who defend it ! I see, 
Waverley, you think I am mad — cleave us, Evan, but be 
within call. 

“The Colonel’s in an unco kippage,” ^ said Mrs Flockhart 
to Evan as he descended ; “ I wish ne may be weel, — ^the 
very veins on his brent brow are swelled like whipA3ord ; 
wad he no tak something ? ” 

“He usually lets blood for these fits,” answered the 
Highland .^cient with great composure. 

When this officer left the room, the Chieftain gradually 
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reassiimed some degree of composure. I know. Waver- 
ley,” he said, “ that Colonel Talbot has persuaded you to 
curse ten times a day your engagement with us ; — nay, 
never deny it, for I am at this moment tempted to curse 
my own. Would you believe it, I made this very morning 
two suits to the jPiince, and he has rejected them both ; 
what do you think of it ? ” 

What can I think,” answered Waverley, “ till I know 
what your requests were ? ” 

a what signifies what they were, man ? I tell you. 

it was 1 that made them ; I, to whom he owes more than 
to any three who have joined the standard ; for I 
negotiated the whole business, and brought in ail the 
Perthshire men when not one would have stirred, I am 
not likely, I think, to ask anything very unreasonable, 
and if I did, they might have stretched a point. — Well, 
but you shall know all, now that I can draw my breath 
again wdth some freedom. — ^You remember my earFs 
patent ; it is dated some years back, for services then 
rendered ; and certainly my merit has not been diminished, 
to say the least, by my subsequent behaviour. Now, sir, 
I value this bauble of a coronet as little as you can, or any 
philosopher on earth ; for I hold that the chief of such a 
clan as the Sliochd nan Ivor is superior in rank to any 
earl in Scotland. But I had a particular reason for 
assuming this cursed title at this time. You must know 
that I learned accidentally that the Prince has been press- 
ing that old foolish Baron of Bradwardine to disinherit 
his male heir, or nineteenth or twentieth cousin, who has 
taken a command in the Elector of Hanover’s militia^ 
and to settle^ his estate upon your pretty little friend 
Bose ; and this, as being tne command or his king and 
overlord, who may alter the destination of a nef at 
pleasure, the old gentleman seems well reconciled to.” 

“ And what becomes of the homage 

‘‘Curse the homage ! — believe Bose is to pull the 
queen’s slipper on her coronation-day, or some such trash. 
Well, sir, as Bose Bradwardine would always have made 
a suitable match for me, but for this idiotic^ predilection 
of her father for the heir-mal^ it occurred to me there now- 
remained no obstacle, unless that the Baron might expect 
his daughter’s husband to take the name of Bradwardine, 
(which you know would be impossible in my case,) and 
that this might be evaded by my assuming the title to 
which I had so good a right, and which, of course, would 
supersede that difficulty. If she was to be also Yis- 
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countess Bradwardine, in her own right, after her father’s 
demise, so much the better ; I could have no objection.” 

“ But, Fergus,” said Waverl^, “ I had no idea that you 
had any affection for Miss Bradwardine, and you are 
always sneering at her father.” 

have as much affection for Miss Bradwardine, my 
good friend, as I think it necessary to have for the future 
mistress of my family, and the mother of my children. 
She is a very pretty, intelligent girl, and is certainljr of 
one of the very first jLowland families ; and, with a little 
of Flora’s instructions and forming, will make a very good 
figure. As to her father, he is an original, it is true, and 
an absurd one enough ; but he has given such sevei'e 
lessons to Sir Hew Halbert, that dear defunct the Baird 
of Balmawhapple, and others, that nobody dare laugh at 
him, so his absurdity goes for nothing. I tell you there 
could have been no earthly objection — none. I had 
settled the thing entirely in my own mind.” 

“ But had you asked the Baron’s consent,” said Waverley, 
“or Rose’s?^ 

“ To what purpose ? To have spoke to the Baron before 
I had assumed my title would have only provoked a pre- 
mature and irritating discussion on the subject of the 
change of name, when, as Earl of Glennaquoich, I had 
only to propose to him to carry his d — d bear and boot- 
jack party per pale^ or in a scutcheon of pretence, or in a 
separate shield perhaps — anyway that would not blemish 
m^r ovm. coat-of-arms. And as to Rose, I don’t see what 
objection she could have made, if her father was satisfied.” 

Perhaps the same that your sister makes to me, you 
being satisfied.” 

Fergus gave a broad stare at the comparison which this 
supposition implied, but cautiously suppressed the answer 
which rose to nis tongue. “O, we sho^d easily have 
arranged all that. — So, sir, I craved a private interview, 
and tois morning was assigned ; and I asked you to meet 
me here, thinking, like a fool, that I should want your 
<^untenance as bxide’s-man. Well — state my preten- 
sions — ^they are not denied — ^the promises so repeatedly 
mad^ and the patent granted — ^they are acknowledged. 
But I propcwe, as a natural consequence, to assume the 
rank which the patent bestowed — have the old story of 

the je«dousy of O; ^ and M trumpt up 

against me — resist this pretext, and offer to procure 
their written acquiescence, in virtue of the date of my 
patent as prior to their silly claims — assure you I would 
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have had snch a consent from them, if it had been at the 
point of the sword — And then out comes the real truth ; 
and he dares to tell me, to my face, that my patent must 
be suppressed for the present, for fear of disgusting that 
rascaUy coward and faineant — (naming the rival chief of 
his own clan) who has no better title to be a chieftain than 
I to be Emperor of China ; and who is pleased to shelter 
his dastardly reluctance to come out, agreeable to his 
promise twenty times pledged, under a pretended jealousy 
of the Princess partiality to me. And, to leave this miser* 
able driveller without a pretence for his cowardice, the 
Prince asks it as a personal favour of me, forsooth, not to 
press my just and reasonable request at this moment. 
After thisj put your faith in princes 1 ” 

“ And did your audience end here % ” 

‘‘ End % O no 1 I was determined to leave him no pre- 
tence for his ingratitude, and I therefore stated, with all 
the composure I could muster, y-for I promise you I 
trembled/ with passion, — the particular reasons I had for 
wishing that his Boyal Highness would impose upon me 
any other mode of exhibiting my duty and devotion, as 
my views in life made, what at any other time would have 
been a mere trifle, at this crisis a severe sacrifice ; and 
then I explained to him my full plan.” 

“ And what did the Prince answer 
Answer ? why — it is well it is written, Charse not the 
king, no, not in thy thought ! — why, he answered, that 
truly he was glad I nad made him my confident, to pre- 
vent more grievous disappointment, for he could a^ure 
me, upon the word of a prince, that Miss Bradwardine^s 
affections were engaged, and he was under a particular 
promise to favour them. ‘So, my dear Fergus,' said he, 
with Ms most i^racious cast of smile, ‘ as the marriage is 
utterly out of question, there ne^ be no hurry, you 
know, about the earldom.’ And so he glided ana left 
me 'plants laP 

And what did you do 1 ” 

“ 111 tell you what I eovM have done at that moment — 
sold myself to the devil or the Elector, wMchever offered 
the dearest revenge. However I am now cool. I know 
he intends to marry her to some of his rascally French- 
men, or his Irish officers, but I will watch them close ; 
and let thfe man that would supplant me look well to 
himsell — JBim>gna coprirsi, SigTwr. 

After some further conversatioii, unnecessa^ to be 
detailed, Waverley took leave of the CMeftain, whose 
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fury had now subsided into a deep and strong desire of 
vengeance, and returned home, scarce able to analyze the 
mixture or feelings wliich the narrative had awakened in 
his own bosom. 


CHAPTER LIV. 

‘‘ To one Thing constant never P 

“I AM the very child of caprice/^ said Waverley to 
himself, as he bolted the door of nis apartment, and paced 
it with hasty steps — “ What is it to me that Fergus Mac- 
Ivor should wish to marry Rose Bradwardine ? — I love 
her not — I might have been loved by her perhaps — ^but I 
rejected her simple, natural, and affecting attachment, 
instead of cherishing it into tenderness, and dedicated 
myself to one who wUl never love mortal man, unless old 
Warwick, the Eling-maker, should arise from the dead. 
The Baron too — would not have cared about his estate, 
and so the name would have been no stumbling-block. 
The devil might have taken the barren moors, and diawn 
off the royal caligce^ for anything I would have minded. 
But, framed as she is for domestic affection and tender- 
ness, for giving and receiving all those kind and quiet 
attentions which sweeten life to those who pass it to- 
gether, she is sought by Fergus Mac-Ivor. lie will not 
use her ill, to be sure — of that he is incapable — ^but he 
will neglect her after the first month ; he will be too 
intent on subduing some rival chieftain, or circumventing 
some favourite at court, on gaining some heathy hill and 
lake, or adding to his l^nds some new troop of cateranc, 
to inquire what she does, or how she amuses herself. 

* And tbea will canker sorrow cat her Imd, 

And chase the native beauty from her clieek; 

And she will look as hollow as a pchost. 

And dim and meagre as an ague fit. 

And so she'll die.' 

And such a catastrophe of the most gentle creature on 
earth might have been prevented, if Mr Edward Waverley 
had had his eyes t — Upon my word, I cannot understand 
how I thought Flora so much, that iss, so very much, 
handsomer than Horn. She is taller indeeff and her 
manner more formed ; but many people think Miss Brad- 
wardine’s more natu^; and she is certainly much 
younger. I should think Flora is two years older tlian 
I am — i will look at them pjtrticularly this evening.” 
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And with this resolution Waverley went to drink tea 
(as the fashion was Sixty Years since) at the house of a 
lady of quality, attached to the cause of the Chevalier, 
where he found, as he exi>ected, both the ladies. All rose 
as he entered, but Flora immediately resumed her ;^ace, 
and the conversation in which she was engaged. jRose, 
on the contrary, almost imperceptibly made a little way 
in the crowded circle for his advancing the corner of a 
chair. — Her manner, upon the whole, is most engaging/’ 
said Waverley to himself. 

A dispute occurred whether the Gaelic or Italian lan- 
gu^e was most liquid, and best adapted for poetry : the 
opinion for the Gaelic, which probably might not have 
found suppliers elsewhere, was here fiercely defended by 
seven Himland ladies, who talked at the top of their 
lungs, and screamed the company deaf, with examples of 
Celtic euphonia. Flora, observing the Lowland ladies 
sneer at the comparison, produced some reasons ix> show 
that it was not altogether so absurd ; but Hose, w'hen 
asked for her opinion, gave it with animation in praise of 
Italian, which ^e had studied with Waverley’s assistance, 
‘‘She has a more correct ear than Flora, though a less 
accomplished musician,” said Waverley to himself. “I 
suppose Miss Mac-Ivor will next compare Mac-Murrough 
nan Fonn to Ariosto 1 ” 

Lastly, it so befell that the company diifered whether 
Fergus snouid be asked to perform on the flute, at which 
he was an adepL or Waverley invited to read a play o£ 
Shakspeare ; and. the lady of the house good-humouredly 
undertook to collect the votes of the company for poetry 
or music, under the condition, that the gentlemen whose 
talents were not laid under contribution that 
should contribute them to enliven he next. It 
that Kose had the casting vote. How Flora, who seemed 
to impose it as a rule upon herself never to countenance 
any proposal which mi^t seem to encourage Waverley, 
hM voted for music, providing the Baron would take his 
violin to accompany Fergus. “I wish you joy of your 
taste. Miss Mac-Ivor.” thought Edward, as they sought 
for his book. “I tnought it better when we were at 
Glennaquoich ; but certainly the Baron is no great per- 
former, and Shakspeare is worth listening to.” 

Romeo and Juliet was selected, and Edward read with 
taste, feeling, and spirit, several scenes from that play. 
All the company aOTlauded with their hands, and many 
with their tears. Mora^ to whom the drama was well 


evening, 

chanced 
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known, was among the former ; Hose, to whom it was 
altogether new, belonged to the latter class of admirers, 
‘‘ She lias more feeling too,” said Waverley, internally. 

The conversation turning upon the incidents of the 
play, and upon the characters, Fergus declared that the 
only one worth naming, as a man of fashion and spirit 
was Mercutio. “ I could not,” he said, “ quite follow all 
his old-fashioned wit, but he must have been a very 
pretty fellow, according to the ideas of his time.” 

And it was a shame/’ said Ensign Maccombich, who 
usually followed his Colonel everywhere, “ for that 
Tibbert, or Taggart, or whatever was his name, to stick 
him under the other gentleman’s arm while he was 
redding^ the fray.” 

The ladies, of course, declared loudly in favour of 
Borneo, but this opinion did not go undisputed. The 
mistress of the house, and several other ladies, severely 
r^robated the levity with which the hero transfers his 
anfections from Bosalind to Juliet. Flora remained silent 
until her opinion was repeatedly request^ and then 
answered, she thought the circumstance objected to, not 
only reconcilable to nature, but such as in the highest 
degree evinced the art of the poet. “Borneo is described,” 
said she, “as a young man, peculiarly susceptible of the 
softer passions ; his love is at first fixed upon a woman 
who could afford it no return ; this he repeatedly tells 
you, — 

‘From love's weak, chlMlsli t)Ow she lives unharmed;' 

and again, — 

‘She hath forsworn to love.* 

Now, as it was impossible that Borneo’s love, supposing 
him a reasonable being^ could continue to subsist without 
hope, the poet has, with great art, seized the moment 
when he was reduced actually to despair, to throw in his 
way an object more accomplished than her by whom he 
had been rejected, and who is disposed to repay his 
attachment. I can scarce conceive a situation more 
calcmlated to enhance the ardour of Romeo’s affection for 
Juliet, than his being at once raised by her from the 
state of drooping melancholy in which he appears first 
upon the scene, to the ecstatic state in which he exclaims — 

- ‘com© wbat sorrow can, 

Ife eaxmoti mimterrail the exchanj;© of joy 
. Tbat one &h,(xrb moment gives me In her sight.* " 

“Good now, Miss Mac-Ivor,” said a young lady of 

» S^tling. 
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quality, ‘*clo you mean to cheat us out of our pre- 
rogative? will you. persuade us love cannot subsist 
without hope, or that the lover must become fickle if the 
lady is cruel ? O fie I I did not expect such an unsenti- 
mental conclusion.” 

“A lover, my dear Lady Betty,” said Flora, “may, I 
conceive, persevere in his suit under very discouraging 
circumstances. Affection can (now and then) withstand 
very severe storms of rigour, but not a lo.ig polar frost of 
downright indifference. Don’t, even with t/our attrac- 
tions, try the experiment upon any lover whose faith you 
value. Love will subsist on wonderfully little hope, but 
not altogether without it,” 

“ It will be just like Duncan Mac-Girdie’s mare,” said 
Evan, “ if your ladyships please ; he wanted to use her 
by degrees to live without meat, and just as he had put 
her on a straw a-day, the poor thing died ! ” 

Evan’s illustration set the compai^ a-laughing, and 
the discourse took a different turn. Shortly afterwards 
the party broke up, and Edward returned home, musing 
on what Flora had said. “I will love my Rosalind no 
more,” said he ; “ she has given me a broad enough hint 
for that ; and I will speak to her brother, and resign my 
suit. But for a Juliet — ^wotdd it be handsome to inter- 
fere with Fergus’s pretensions ? — though it is impossible 
they can ever succeed : and should they miscarry, what 
then? — why then alors comme alors” And with this 
resolution, of being guided by circumstances, did our 
hero commit himself to repose. 


CHAPTER LY. 

A hrave Man in SorrotG. 

If my fair readers should be of opinion that my hero’s 
levity in love is altogether unpardonable, I must remind 
them, that all his griefs and difi&culties did not arise from 
that sentimental source. Even the lyric poet, who 
complains so feelingly of the pains of lova could not 
foi^et. tha^ at the same time, he was “in debt and in 
drink,” which, doubtless, were great aggravations of his 
distress. There were, indeed, whole (lays in which Wa- 
verley thought neither of Flora nor Rose Bradwardine, 
but which were spent in melancholy conjwturw on the 
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probable state of matters at Waverlejr-Honour, and the 
dubious issue of the civil contest in wMcb he was 
pledged. Colonel Talbot often engaged him in discus- 
sions upon the justice of the cause he had espoused. 
“ Not,” he said, ‘^that it is possible for you to quit it at 
this present moment, for, come what will, you must stand 
by your rash engagement. But I wish you to be aware 
that the right is not with you ; that you are fighting 
against the real interests of your country ; and that you 
ought, as an Englishman and a patriot, to take the first 
opportunity to leave this unhappy expedition before the 
snow-ball melts.” 

In such political disputes, Waverley usually opposed 
tlie common arguments of his party, with which it is 
unnecessary to trouble the reader. But he had little to 
say when the Colonel urged him to compare the strength 
by which they had undertaken to overthrow the govern- 
ment, with that which was now assembling very rapidly 
for its support. To this statement Waverley had but one 
answer : If the cause I have under^ken be perilous, 

there would be the greater disgrace in abandoning it.” 
And in his turn be generally silenced Colonel Talbot, and 
succeeded in changing the subject. 

One night, when, after a long dispute of this nature, 
the friends had separated, and our nero had retired to 
bed, he was awakened about midnight by a suppressed 
groan. He started up and listened; it came from the 
ai>artment of Colonel Talbot, which was divided from his 
own by a wainscotted partition, with a door of com- 
munication. Waverley approached this door, and dis- 
tinctly heard one or two deep-drawn sighs. What could 
be the matter? The Colonel had parted from him, 
apparently, in his usual state of spirits. He must have 
b^n taken suddenly ill. Under this impression, he 
opened the door of communication very gently, and per- 
ceived the Colonel, in his night-gown, seated by a table, 
on which lay a letter and picture. He raised his head 
hastily, as Edward stood uncertain whether to advance or 
retire, and Waverley perceived that his cheeks were 
stain^ with tears. 

As if ashamed at being found giving away to such 
emotion. Colonel Talbot rose with apparent dii^leasure, 
and said, with some sternness, ‘‘ I think, Mr Waverley, 
my own apartmen^ and the hour, might have secur^ 
even a prisoner against ” 

“ Do not say zntrusiotty Colonel Talbot ; I heard you 
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saiiu. uju.%-. ^ ;jii- 

“ But you are distressed,” said Edward : “is there any- 
thing can be done ? ” 

“ N'othing, Mr Waverley ; I was only thinking of home, 
and some unpleasant occurrences there.” 

‘‘ Good God, my uncle ! ” exclaimed Waverley. 

“ Ho, it is a gnef entirely my own. I am ashamed you 
should have seen it disarm me so much ; but it must 
have its course at times, that it may be at others more 
decently supj^rted. I would have kept it secret fi*om 
you ; for I think it will grieve you, and yet you can 
-•-X — '‘^TVRolation. But you have surprised me, 

— and I hate mystery. 

sister, and in these 


E. W. and Mr K. are St> 1.1,1 CiiU 

to leave London. I wish to heaven I could give you as 
good an account of matters in the square. But the news 
of the unhappy affair at Preston came upon us, with the 
dreadful addition that you were among the fallen. You 
know Lady Emily’s state of health, when your friendship 
for Sir E. induced you to leave her. She was much 
harassed with the sad accounts from Scotland of the rebel- 
lion having broken out : but kept up her spirits, as, she 
said, it became your ynte, and for the sake of the future 
heir, so long hoped for in vain. Alas, my dear brother, 
these hopes are now ended! Notwithstanding all my 
watchful care, this unhappy rumour reached her wdthout 
preparation. She was taken ill immediately; and the 
poor infant scarce survived its birth* Would to God this 
were all 1 But although the contradiction of the horrible 
report by your own letter has greatly revived her spirits, 

yet Dr apprehends, I grieve to say, serious^ and even 

dangerous, cons^uences to her health, especially firom 
the uncerimnty in which she must necessarily remain for 
some time, aggravated by the ideas she hf® form^ of the 
ferocity of those with whom you are a prisoner. 

“ Do therefore, my dear brother, as soon as this reaches 
you, endeavour to gain your release, by parole, by ran- 
som, or any way that is practic^bble. I do not exaggerate 
Lady Emily’s state of health ; but I must not — dare not 
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— suppress the truth. Ever, my dear Philip, your most 
affectionate sister, “ Lucy 1* * — ” 

Edward stood motionless when he had perused this 
letter ; for the conclusion was inevitable, that, by the 
ColoneFs journey in quest of him, he had incurred this 
heavy calamity. It was severe enough, even in its irre- 
mediable part ; for Colonel Talbot and Lady Emily, long 
without a family, had fondly exulted in the hopes which 
were now blasted. But this disappointment was nothing 
to the extent of the threatened evil ; and Edward. wiS 
horror, regarded himself as the original cause of both. 

Ere he could collect himself sufficiently to speak, Colonel 
Talbot had recovered his usual composure of manner, 
though his troubled eye denoted his mental agony. 

“ ^e is a woman, my young friend, who may justify 
even a soldier^s tears.” Me reached him the miniature, 
exhibiting features which fully justified the eulogium ; 
*‘and yet, Ood knows, what you see of her there is the 
least of the charms she possesses — possessed I should per- 
haps say — but Gkd’s will be done.” 

"You must fly — you must fl.y instantly to her reliel 
It is not — it shall not be too late,” 

" Fly ^ how is it possible ? I am a prisoner — upon 
parole.” 

"I am your keeper — ^I restore your parole — am to 
answer for you.” 

"You cannot do so consistently with your duty; nor 
can I accept a discharge from you, with due regard to my 
own honour — you would be m^e responsible.” 

"I will answer it with my head, if necessary,” said 
Waverley impetuously. “ I have been the unhappy cause 
of the loss oi your child, make me not the murderer of 
your wife.” 

" Ho, my dear Edw'ar^” said Talbot, taking him kindly 
by the hand, " you are in no respect to blame ; and if I 
concealed tms domestic distress tor two days, it was lest 
your sensibility should view it in that light. You could 
not think of me, hardly knew of my existence, when I left 
England in quest of you. It is a responsibility. Heaven 
knowns, sufficiently heavy for mortality, that we must 
answer for the foresemi and direct result of our actions, — 
for their indirect and cons^uential operation, the great 
and good Being, who alone can foresee the dependence of 
human events on each other, hath not pronounced his 
frail creatures liable.” 
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“But that you should have left Lady Emily,” said 
Waverley with much emotion, ‘‘in the situation of all 

others the most interesting to a husband, to seek a” 

“I only did my duty,” answered Colonel Talbot, calmly, 
“and I do not, ought not, to regret it. If the path of 
gratitude and honour were always smooth and easy, there 
would be little merit in following it ; but it moves often 
in contradiction to our interest and passions, and some- 
times to our better affections. These are the trials of life, 
and this, though not the least bitter,” (the tears came 
unbidden to his eyes,) “ is not the first which it has been 
my fate to encounter — But we wdil talk of this to-morrow,” 
he said, wringing Waverley's hands. “Good night : strive 
to forget it for a few hours. It will dawn, I think, by six, 
and it is now past two. GkK>d night.” 

Edward retired, without trusting his voice with a reply. 


CHAPTEB LVI. 

Exertion. 

When Colonel Talbot entered the breakfast-parlour 
next morning, he learned from Waverley’s servant that 
our hero had been abroad at an early hour, and was not 
yet returned. The morning was well advanced before he 
again appeared. He arrived out of breath, but with an 
air of joy that astonished Colonel Talbot. 

“ There,” said he, throwing a paper on the table, “ there 
is my morning’s work, Alick, pack up the Colonel’s 
clothes. Make haste, make haste.” 

The Colonel examined the paper with astonishment. 
It was a pass from the Chevalier to Colonel Talbot, to 
repair to Leith, or any other port in possession of his 
Royal Highness’s ' troops, and there to embark for Eng- 
land or elsewhere, at his free pleasure ; he only giving ms 
parole of honour not to bear arms against the house of 
{Stewart for the space of a twelvemonth. ^ 

“ In the name of Gk>d,” said the Colonel, his ey^ spark- 
ling with eagemes^ “ how did you obtain this f ” 

‘“I was at the Chevalier’s levee as soon as he usually 
rises. He was gone to the camp at Duddingston. I pur- 
sued him thither ; asked and obtained an audience — out I 
will tell you not a word more, unless I see you begin to 
pack.” 
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“Before I know whether I can avail myself of this 
pas^ort, or how it was obtained 

“O, you can take out the things again, you know. — 
Now 1 see you busy, I will go on. When I first men- 
tioned your name, his eyes sparkled almost as bright as 
yours did two minutes since. ‘Had you,’ he earnestly- 
asked, ‘shown any sentiments favourable to his causer 
‘Not in the least, nor was there any hope you would do 
so.’ His countenance fell. I requested your freedom. 
‘ Impossibly’ he said : — ‘ your importance, as a friend and 
confident of such ana such personages, made my request 
altogether extravagant.’ I told him my own story and 
yours ; and asked him to judge what my feelings must be 
by his own. He has a heart, and a kind one. Colonel 
Talbot, you may say what you please. He took a sheet 
of paper, and wrote the pass with his own hand. ‘ I will 
not trust myself with my council,’ he said ; ‘ they will 
argue me out of what is right. I will not endure that a 
friend, valued as I value you, should be loaded with the 
painful reflections which must afflict you in case of further 
misfortune in Colonel Talbot’s family ; nor will I keep 
a brave enemy a prisoner under such circumstances. 
Besides,’ said he, ‘I think I can justify myself to my 
prudent advisers, by pleading the good effect such lenity 
wdll produce on the minds of the great English families 
with whom Colonel Talbot is connected.’ ” 

“ There the politician peeped out,” said the Colonel. 

“Well, at least he concluded like a king’s son : — ‘Take 
the passport ; I have added a condition for form’s sake ; 
but if the Colonel objects to ik let him depart without 
giving any parole whatever. I come here to war with 
mem but not to distress or endanger women.’ ” 

“Well, I never thought to have been so much indebted 
to the Pretend ” 

“To the Prince,” said Waverley, smiling. 

“To the Chevalier,” i^id the Colonel; “it is a good 
travelling name, and which we may both freely use^ Did 
he say anything more ? ” 

“ Only asked if there was anything else he could oblige 
me in ; and when I replied in the negative, he shook me 
by the hand, and wi^ed all his folmwers were as con- 
siderate, since some friends of mine not only ask^ all he 
had to bestow, but many things which were entirely out 
of -Ms TOwer, or that of the greatest sovereign upon 
^rth. Indeed, he said, no prince seemed, in the eyes of 
his followers, so like the Deity as himself, if you were to 
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^ from the extravagant requests which they daily 

preferred to him.” 

“ Poor young gentleman, ’ said the Colonel, “ I sup^pose 
he begins to feel the difficulties of his situation. Well, 
dear Waverley, this is more than kind, and shall not foe 
forgotten while Philip Talfoot can remember anything. 
My life — ^pshaw — let Emily thank you for that — ^this is a 
favour worth fifty lives. I cannot hestitate on giving my 
parole in the circumstances : there it is— (he wrote it out 
m form) — ^And now, how am I to get 

‘‘All that is settled : your baggage is packed, my 
horses wait, and a boat has been engaged, by the Prince’s 
permission, to put you on board the ^ox frigate. I sent 
a messenger down to Leith on purpose.” 

“ That will do excellently well. Captain Beaver is my 
particular friend : he will put me ashore at Berwick or 
Shields, from whence I can ride post to London ; — and 
you must intrust me with the packet of papers which you 
recovered by means of your Miss Bean Lean. I may have 
an opportunity of using them to your advantage. — But I 

see your Highland frien<^ Glen ^what do you call his 

barbarous name ? and his orderly with him — I must not 
call him his orderley cut-throat any more, I suppose. 
See how he walks as ir the world were his own, wd-Si the 
bonnet on one side of his hea^ and his plaid puffed out 
across his breast 1 I should like now to meet that youth 
where my hands were not tied : I wotdd tame his pride, 
or he should tame mine.” 

“For shame. Colonel Talbot! you swell at sight of 
tartan, as the bull is said to do at scarlet. You and Mac- 
Ivor have some points not much unlike, so far as national 
prejudice is concerned.” 

“The latter part of this discourse took place in the 
street. They passed the Chief, the Colonel and he sternly 
and punctihously greeting each othei^ like two duellists 
rjefore they take their ground. It was evident the dislike 
was mutual. “ I never see that surly fellow that dogs his 
heels,” said the Colonel, after he had mounted his horse, 

“ but he reminds me of lines I have somewhere heard — 
upon the stage, I think : 

* Close tieblnd hinf 

Stalks sullen Bertram, like a sorcerer's dead, 

Pressing to be employed.* ** 

“ I assure you. Colonel,"” said Waverley, “that you judge 
too harshly of the Highlanders.” 

“ Not a whit, not a whit ; I canna^- spare them a jot ; I 
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cannot bate them an ace. Let them stay in their own 
barren mountains, and puff and swell, and hang their 
bonnets on the horns of the moon, if they have a mind ; 
but what business have they to come where people wear 
breeches, and speak an intelligible language? — I mean 
intelligible in comparison to their gibberish, for even the 
Lowlanders talk a kind of English little better than the 

Hegroes in Jamaica. I could pity the Pr , I mean the 

Chevalier himself, for having so many desperadoes about 
him. And they learn their trade so early. There is a 
kind of subaltern imp, for example, a sort of sucking 
devil, whom your friend Glena — Glenamuck there, has 
sometimes in his train. To look at him, he is about 
fifteen years ; but he is a century old in mischief and 
villainy. He was playing at quoits the other day in the 
court ; a gentleman, a decent-looking person enough, 
came past, and as a quoit hit his shin^ he lifted his cane : 
But my young bravo whips out his pistol, like Beau 
Clincher in the Trip to the Jubilee, and nad not a scream 
of Gardez Ueau, from an up;ger window, set all parties a 
scampering for fear of the inevitable consequences, the 
poor gentleman would have lost his life by the hands of 
that little cockatrice.^’ 

“A fine character you’ll give of Scotland upon your 
return, Colonel Talbot.” 

O, Justice Shallow,” said the Colonel, will save me 
the trouble — ‘Barren, barren, beggars all, beggars all. 
Marry, good air,’ — and that only when you are fairly out 
of Edinburgh, and not yet come to Leith, as is our case 
at present.” 

in a short time they arrived at the seaport : — 

** The hoat rock’d at the pier of Leith, 

Full loud the wind blew down the ferry ; 

The ship rode at the Berwick Law ” 

“ Farewell, Colonel ; may you find all as you would wish 
it ! Perhaps we may meet sooner than you expect : they 
talk of an immediate route to England.” 

“Tell me nothing of that,” said Talbot; “I wish to 
carry no news of your motions.” 

“Simply, then, adieu. Say, with a thousand kind 

S heetings, all that is dutiful and affectionate to Sir 
verard and Aunt Bachel — Think of me as kindly as you 
can — speak of me as indulgently as your conscience will 
permit, and once more adieu.” 

“ And adieu, my dear Waverley ; many, many thanks for 
your kindness. Unplaid yourself on the first opportunity. 
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I shall ever think on you with latitude, and the worst of 
my censure shall be, Qtte diable alloit il faire dans cette 

^^^d^thus they parted, Colonel Talbot ^oing on board of 
the boat, and Waverley returning to Edinburgh. 


CHAPTER LVIL 
The March 

It is not our purpose to intrude upon the province of 
history. We shall therefore only remind our readers, 
that about the beginning of November the Young Cheva- 
lier, at the head of atrout six thousand men at the 
utmost^ resolved to peril his cause on an attempt to 
penetrate into the centre of England, although aware of 
the mighty prejiarations which were made for his recep- 
tion, They set forward on this crusade in weather which 
would have rendered any other troops incapable of 
marching, but which in reality gave these active moun- 
taineers advantages over a less hardy enemy. In defiance 
of a superior army Ijdng upon the Borders, under Field- 
Marshal Wade, they besieged and took Carlisle, and soon 
afterwards prosecuted their daring march to the south- 
ward. 

As Colonel Mac-Ivor’s regiment marched in the van of 
the clan^ he and Waverley, who now equalled any High- 
lander in the endurance of fatigue, and was become 
somewhat acquainted with their lan^age, were perpet- 
ually at its head. They marked the progress of the 
army, however, with very dififerent eves. Fergus, all air 
and fire, and confident against the world in arms, 
measured nothing but that every step was a yard nearer 
London. He neither asked, expect^ nor desired any 
aid, except that of the clans, to place the Stewarts once 
more on the throne;; and when by chance a few adherents 

J 'oined the standard, he always considered them in the 
ight of new claimants upon the favours of the future 
monarch, who, he concluded, must therefore subtract for 
their gratification so much of the bounty which ought to 
be shared among his Highland followers. 

Edward’s views were very different. He could not but 
observe, that in those towns in which they prochdmed 
James the Third, ‘*no man cried, God bless mm.” The 
mob stared and listened, ‘heartless, stupified, and 
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but gave few signs even of that boisterous spirit, which 
induces them to shout upon all occasions, for the mere 
exercise of their most sweet voices. The Jacobites had 
been taught to believe that the north-western counties 
abounded with wealthy squires and hardy yeomen, 
devoted to the cause of the White Rose. But of the 
wealthier Tories they saw little. Some fled from their 
houses, some feigned themselves sick, some surrendered 
themselves to the government as suspected persons. Of 
such as remained, the ignorant gazed with astonishment, 
mixed with horror and aversion, at the wild appearance, 
unknown language, and singular garb, of the Scottish 
clans, j^nd to the more prudent, their scanty numbers, 
apparent deficiency in discipline, and poverty of equip- 
ment, seemed certain tokens of the calamitous termina- 
tion of their rash undertaking. Thus the few who joined 
them were such as bigotry of political principle blinded 
to consequences, or whose broken fortunes mduced to 
hazard all on a risk so desperate. 

The Baron of Bradwardine being asked what he 
thought of these recruits, took a long pinch of snuff, and 
answered drily, “ that he could not but have an excellent 
opinion of tnem, since they resembled precisely the 
followers who attached themselves to the good King 
David at the cave of Adullam ; videlicet^ every one that 
was in distress, and every one that was in debt, and 
every one that was discontented, which the vulgate 
renders bitter of soul \ and doubtless,” he said, “ they 
will prove mighty men of their hands, and there is much 
need that they should, for I have seen many a sour look 
cast upon us.” 

But none of these considerations moved Fergus. He 
admired the luxuriant beauty of the country, and the 
situation of many of the seats which they passed. “Is 
Waverley-Honour like that house, Edward % ” 

“ It is one-half lai^er.” 

Is your uncle's park as fine a one as that % ” 

It IS three times as extensive, and rather resembles a 
forest than a mere park.” 

“ Flora will be a happy woman.” 

“I hope Miss Mac-Ivor will have much reason for 
happiness, unconnected with Waverley-Honour.” 

“ 1 hope so too I but, to be mistress of such a place, will 
be a pretty «^dition to the sum total.” 

“ An addition, the want of which, I trust, will be amply 
supplied by some other means.” 
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“How,” said Fergus, stopping short, and turning upon 
Waverley — “How am I to understand that. Mr Wa\er- 
Iqj ? — I the pleasure to hear you aright ? ” 

“Perfectly light, Fergus.” , , . 

“And I am to understand that you no longer desire my 
alliance, and my sister’s hand ? ” 

“Your sister has refused mine,” said Waverley, “both 
directly, and by all the usual means by which ladies 
repress undesired attentions.” 

I have no idea,” answered the Chieftain, “ of a lady 
dismissing or a gentleman withdrawing his suit, after it 
has been approved of by her legal guardian, without 
giving him an opportunity of talking the matter over 
with the lady. You did not, I suppose, expect my sister 
to drop into your mouth like a ripe plum, tne first 
moment you chose to open it ? ” 

“As to the lady’s title to dismiss her lover, Colonel,” 
replied Edward, “it is a point which you must argue 
with her, as I am ignorant of the customs of the High- 
lands in that particular. But as to my title to acquiesce 
in a rejection from her wdthout an appeal to your 
interest^ I wiU tell you plainly, without meaning to 
undervalue Miss Mao-lvor’s admitted beauty and accom- 
plishments, that I would not take the hand of an angel, 
with an empire for her dowry, if her consent were extorted 
by the importunity of friends and guardians, and did not 
flow from ber own free inclination.” 

“Ain angel, with the dowry of an empire,” repeated 
Fergus, in a tone of bitter irony, “is not very likely to be 

pressed UTOn a ^shire squire. But, sir,” changing hds 

ton€^ “if Flora Mac-Ivor have not the dowry of an empire, 
she is sister ; and that is suf&cient at least to secure 
her against being treated with anything approaching to 
levi^.” 

is Flora Mac-Ivor, sir,” said Waverley, with 
firmness, “which to me, were I capable of treating 
anp woman with levity, would be a more effectual pro- 
tection.” 

The brow of the Chieftain was now fully clouded, but 
Edward felt too indignant at the unreasonable tone 
which he had adopted, to avert the storm by the least 
concession. They both stood still while this short 
dialogue passed, and Fergus seemed half disposed to say 
something more violent^ out, by a strong effork suppressed 
his passion, and, turning his face forward, walked sullen- 
ly on. As they had «3ways hitherto walked together. 
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and almost constantly side by side, Waverley pursued 
Ms course silently in the same direction, determined to 
let the CMef take Ms own time in recovering the 
good-humour which he had so unreasonably discarded 
and firm in his resolution not to bate him an inch ol 
dignity. 

After they had marched on in this sullen manner about 
a mHej Fergus resumed the discourse in a different tone. 
“ I believe I was warm, my dear Edward, but you provoke 
me with your want of knowledge of the world. You have 
taken pet at some of Flora’s prudery, or Mgh-flying 
notions of loyalty, and now, like a child, you quarr^ 
with the playtMng you have been crying for, and beat 
me, your faithful keeper, because my arm cannot reach 
to Edinburgh to hand it to you. I am sure, if I was 
passionate, the mortification of losing the alliance of such 
a friend, after your arrangement had been the talk of 
both Highlands and Lowlands, and that without so much 
as knowing why or wherefore, might well provoke calmer 
blood than mine. I shall write to Edinburgh, and put all 
to rights ; that is, if you desire I should do so ; as indeed 
I cannot suppose that your good opinion of Flora, it 
being such as you have often expressed to me, can be at 
once laid aside.” 

“ Colonel Mac-Ivor,” said Edward, who had no mind to 
be hurried farther or faster than he chose, in a matter 
which he had already considered as broken off, “I am 
fully sensible of the value of your good offices ; and 
certainly, by your zeal on my behalf in such an affair, 
you do me no small honour. But as Miss Mac-Ivor has 
made her election freely and voluntarily, and as all my 
attentions in Edinburgh were received with more than 
coldness, I cannot, in justice either to her or myself, 
consent that she should again be harassed upon this topic. 
I would have mentioned tMs to you some time since, but 
you saw the footing upon which we stood together^ and 
mvijSt have understood it. Had I thought otherwise, I 
would have earlier spoken ; but I had a natural re- 
luctance to enter upon a subject so painful to us both.” 

O, very welh Hr Waverley,” said Fergus, haughtily, 
“ the thing is at an end. I have no occasion to press my 
sister upon any man.” 

Nor have I any occasion to court repeated rejection 
from the same young lady,” answered Edward, in the 
same tone. 

I shall make due inquiry, however,” said the Chieftain, 
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without noticin; the interrui^tion, “ and learn what my 
sister thi^s of i i this : we will then see whether it is to 

j^especting such inquiries, you will of course be guided 
by your own judgment,” said. Waverley. “It is, I am 
aware, impossible Miss Mac-Ivor can change her mind ; 
and were such an unsupposable case to hajjpen, it is 
certain I will not change mine. I only mention this to 
prevent any possibility of future misconstruction.” 

Gladly at this moment would Mac-Ivor have put their 
quarrel to a personal arbitrement • his eye flashed fire, 
and he measured Edward as if to cnoose where he might 
best plant a mortal wound. But although we do not now 
quarrel according to the modes and figures of Caranza or 
Vincent Saviola, no one knew better than Fergus that 
there must be some decent pretext for a mortal duel. For 
instance, you may challenge a man for treading on your 
com in a crowd, or for pushing you up to the wall, or for 
taking your seat in the theatre ; but the modern code of 
honour will not permit you to found a quarrel upon your 
right of compelling a man to continue addresses to a 
female relative, which the fair lady has already refused. 
So that Fergus was compelled to stomach this supposed 
affront, until the whirligig of time, whose motion he 
promised himself he would watch most sedulously, should 
bring about an opportunity of revenge. 

Waverley’s servant always led a saddle-horse for him 
in the rear of the battalion to which he was attached, 
though his master seldom rode. But now, incensed at 
the domineering and unreasonable conduct of his late 
friend, he fell behind the column, and mounted his horse, 
resolving to seek the Baron of Bradwardine, and request 

f permission to volunteer in his troop, instead of the Mac- 
vor regiment. 

A happy time of it I should have had, thought he, after 
he was mounted, to have been so closely allied to this 
superb specimen of pride and self-opinion and passion. 
A colonell why, he should have been a generalissimo- A 
petty chief of three or four hundred men 1 his pride 
might suffice for the Cham of Tartary — the Grand Seig- 
nior — the Great Mogul I I am well tree of him- Were 
Flora an angel, she would bring with her a second Bucifer 
of ambition and wrath for a brother-in-law. — 


The Baron, whose learning (like Sancho's jests while in 
the Sierra Morena) seemed to grow mouldy for want of 
exercise, joyfully embraced the opportunity of Waverley's 
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oifering his service in his regiment, to bring it into some 
exertion. The good-natnred old gentleman, however, 
laboured to effect a reconciliation between the two 
quondam friends. Fergus turned a cold ear to his re- 
monstrances, though he gave them a respectful hearing ; 
and as for Waverley, he saw no reason why he should be 
the first in courting a renewal of the intimacy which the 
Chieftain had so unreasonably disturbed. The Baron 
then mentioned the matter to the Prince, who, anxious to 

E revent quarrels in his little army, declared, he would 
imself remonstrate with Colonel Mac-Ivor on the un- 
reasonableness of his conduct. But, in the hurry of their 
march, it was a day or two before he had an opportunity 
to exert his influence in the manner proposed. 

In the meanwhile, Waverley turned the instructions 
he had received while in Gardiner’s dragoons to some 
account, and assisted the Baron in his command as a 
sort of adjutant, “ Parmi les aveugles un horgne est roiy^ 
says the French proverb ; and the cavalry, which con- 
sisted chiefly of Lowland gentlemen, their tenants and 
servants, formed a high opinion of Waverley’’s skill, and a 
great attachment to his person. This was indeed partly 
owing to the satisfaction which they felt at the distin- 
guished English volunteer’s leaving the Highlanders to 
rank among them ; for there was a latent grudge between 
the horse and foot, not only owing to the difference of the 
services, but because most of the gentlemen, living near 
the Highlands, had at one time or other nad quarrels 
wuth the tribes in their vicinity, and all of them looked 
with a jealous eye on the Highlanders’ avowed pretensions 
to superior valour, and utility in the Prince’s service. 


CHAPTEB LVIII. 

TJie Confusion of King Agramanfs Camp, 

It was Waverley’s custom sometimes to ride a little 
apart from the main body, to look at any object of 
curiosity which occurred on the march. They were now 
in Eancashire, when, attracted by a castellated old hall, 
he left the squadron for half an hour, to take a survey 
and slight sketch of it. As he returned down the avenue, 
he was. met by Ensign Maccombich. This man had con- 
tracted a sort of regard for Edward since the day of his 
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first seeing bim at Tully-Veolan, and introducing him to 
the Highlands. He seemed to loiter, as if on purpose to 
meetwith our hero. Yet, as he passed him, he only 
approached his stirrup, and pronounced the single word. 
“ Heware I and then walked swiftly on, shunning all 
further communication. 

Edward, somewhat suinprised at this hinh followed with 
his eyes the course of Evan, who speedily disappeared 
among the trees. His servant Alick Polwarth, who was 
in attendance, also looked after the Highlander, and then 
riding up close to his master, said. 

“ The ne’er be in me, sir, if I think you’re safe amang 
thae Highland rintherouts.” 

“What do you mean, AHck said Waverley. 

“ The Mac-lvors, sir, hae gotten it into their heads, that 
ye hae affronted their young leddy. Miss Flora : and I hae 
heard mae than ane say, they waona tak muckle to mak 
a black-cock o’ ye ; and ye ken weel enough there’s mony 
o’ them wadna mind a bawbee^ the weising® a ball 
through the Prince himsell, an the Chief gae them the 
wink — or whether he did or no, if they thought it a thing 
that would please him when it was dune.” 

Waverley, though confident that Fergus Mac-Ivor was 
incapable of such treachery^ was by no means equally 
sure of the forbearance of his followers. He knew, that 
where the honour of the Chief or his family was supposed 
to be touched, the happiest man woidd be he that could 
first avenge the stigma ; and he had often heard them 
quote a proverb, “That the best revenge was the most 
speedy and most safe.” Coupling this with the hint of 
EvajOj he judged it most prudent to set spurs to his horse 
and nde briskly back to the squadron. Ere he reached the 
end of the long avenue, however, a ball whistled past 
him, and the report of a pistol was heard. 

“It was that deevil’s buckie,* Callum Beg,” said Alick ; 

“ I saw him whisk away through amang the reises.” ^ 
Edward, justly incensed at this act of treacheiw, gal- 
loped out of the avenue, and observed the battanon of 
Mac-Ivor at some distance moving along the common^ in 
which it terminated. He also saw an individual runmng 
very fast to join the party ; this he concluded was the 
intended assassin, who, by leaping an enclosure might 
easily make a much shorter ^th to the main body than 
he could find on horseback. Unable to contain himself 
he commanded Alick to go to the Baron of Bradwardine, 

^ Halfpaicmy. * Sendinir* * quanr^ome pmon. « Bnishwiitod. 
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who was at the head of his regiment about half a mile in 
front, and acquaint him with what had haijpened. He 
himself immediately rode up to Ferguses regiment. The 
Chief himself was in the act of joining them. He was on 
horseback, having returned from waiting on the Prince. 
On perceiving Edward approaching, he put his horse in 
motion towards him. 

“Colonel Mac-Ivor,” said Waverley, without any farttier 
salutation, “ 1 have to inform you that one of your people 
has this instant fired at me from a lurking-place.” 

“ As that,” answered Mac-Ivor, “ exceptmg the circum- 
stance of a lurking^lace, is a pleasure which I presently 
propose to myself, i should be glad to know which of my 
clansmen dared to anticipate me.” 

“ I shall certainly be at your command whenever you 
please ; — ^the gentleman who took your office upon himself 
IS vour page there, Callum Beg.” 

“ Stand forth from the ranks, Callum 1 Did you fire at 
Mr Waverley ? ” 

“No,” answered the unblushing Callum. 

“You did,” said Alick Polwarth, who was already 
returned, having met a trooper by whom he despatched 
an account of what was going forward to the Baron of 
Bradwardine, while he himself returned to his master at 
full gallop, neither sparing the rowels of his spurs, nor the 
sides of his horse. “ You did ; I saw you as ifiainly as I 
ever saw the auld kirk at Coudingham.” 

“ You lie,” replied Callum, with his usual impenetrable 
obstinacy. The combat between the knights would cer- 
tainly, as in the days of chivalry, have been preceded by 
an encounter between the squires, (for Alick was a stout- 
hearted Merseman, and feared the bow of Cupid far more 
than a Highlander's dirk or claymore,) but Fergus, with 
his usual tone of decision, demanded Callunrs pistol. 
The cock was dowm the pan and muzzle were black with 
the smoke ; it had been that instant fired. 

“Take that,” said Fergus, striking the boy upon the 
head with the heavy pistol-butt with his whole force, — 
“take that for acting without order^ and lying to 
disguise it,” Callum received the blow without appearing 
to fiinch from it, and fell without sign of life. Stand 
still, upon your lives!” s^d Ferras to the rest of the 
clan ; “I blow out the brains of the first man who inter- 
feres between Mr Waverley and me.” They stood motion- 
less ; Evan Dhu alone showed symptoms of vexation and 
anxiety. Callum lay on the ground bleeding copiously, 
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but no one ventured to give him any assistance. It 
seemed as if he had gotten his death-blow. 

‘‘And now for you, Mr Waverley ; please to turn your 
horse twenty yards with me upon the common.” Waverley 
complied ; and Fergus, confronting him when they were 
a little way from the line of march, said, with great 
aiSfected coolness, could not but wonder, sir, at the 
fickleness of taste which you were pleased to express the 
other day. But it was not an angel, as you justly 
observed, who had charms for you, unless she brought 
an empire for her fortune. I have now an excellent 
commentary upon that obscure text.” 

“ I am at a loss even to guess at your meaning, Colonel 
Mac-Ivor, unless it seems plain that you intend to fasten 
a quarrel upon me.” 

" Your afifected ignorance shall not serve you, sir. 
The Prince, — ^the Prince himself, has acquainted me 
with your manoeuvres. I little thought that your en- 
gagements with Miss Bradwardine were the reason of 
your breaking oft your intended match with my sister. 
1 suppose the information that the Baron had altered the 
destination of his estate, was quite a sufficient reason for 
slighting your friend’s sister, and carrying off your friend’s 
mistress.” 

“ Did the Prince tell you I was engaged to Miss Brad- 
wardine?” said Waverley, “Impossible.” 

“ He did, sir,” answered Mac^tvor ; “ so, either draw 
and defend yourself, or resign your pretensions to the 
lady.” 

“This is absolute madness,” exclaimed Waverley, “or 
some strange mistake I ” 

“ O ! no evasion I draw your sword I ” said the infuriated 
Chieftain^his own already unsheathed. 

“ Must I fight in a madman’s quarrel ? ” 

“Then give up now, and for ever, all pretensions to 
Miss Bradwardine’s hand.” 

“What title have you,” cried Waverley, utterly losing 
command of himself, — “ what title have you, or any man 
living, to dictate such terms to me ? ” And he also drew 
his sword. 

At this moment, the Baron of Bradwardine, followed 
by several of his troop, came up on the spur, some from 
curiosity, others to take part in the quarrel, which they 
indistinctly understood had broken out between the Mac- 
Ivors and their corps. The clan, seeing them approach, 
put themselves in motion to support their Chieftain, and 
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a scene of confusion commenced, which seemed likely to 
terminate in bloodshed. A hundred tongues were in 
motion at once. The Baron lectured, the Chieftain 
stormed, the Highlanders screamed in Gaelic, the horse- 
men cursed and swore in Lowland Scotch. At length 
matters came to such a pass, that the Baron threatened 
to charge the Mac-Ivors unless they resumed their ranks, 
and many of them, in return, presented their fire-arms at 
him and the other troopers. The confusion was privately 
fostered by old Ballenkeiroch, who made no doubt that 
his own day of vengeance was arrived, whem behold 1 a 
cry arose of “Boom! make way ! place d Monseigneur ! 
place d Monseigneur This announced the approach 
of the Prince, who came up with a party of Fitz- 
James’s foreign dragoons that acted as his body guard. 
His arrival produced some degree of order. The High- 
landers re-assumed their ranks, the cavalry fell in and 
formed squadron, and the Baron and Chieftain were 
silent. 

The Prince called them and Waverley before him. 
Having heard the original cause of the quarrel through 
the villainy of Callum Beg, he ordered him into custody 
of the provost-marshal for immediate execution, in the 
event of his surviving the chastisement inflicted by his 
Chieftain. Fergus, however, in a tone betwixt claiming 
a right and asking a favour, requested he might be left to 
his disposaL and promised his punishment ^ould be ex- 
emplary. To deny this might have seemed to encroach on 
the patriarchal authority of the Chieftains, of which they 
were verv jealous, and they were not persons to be 
disobliged. Callum was therefore left to the justice of 
his own tribe. 

The Prince next demanded to know the new cause of 
quarrel between Colonel Mac-Ivor and Waverley. There 
was a pause. Both gentlemen found the presence of the 
Baron of Bradwardine (for by this time all three had 
approached the Chevaher by his command) an insur- 
mountable barrier against entering upon a subject where 
the name of his dau^ter must unavoidably be mentioned. 
They turned their eyes on the ground, with looks in which 
shame and embarrassment were mingled with displeasure. 
The Prince, who had been educated amongst the discon- 
tented and mutinous spirits of the court of St Germains, 
wheire feuds of every kind were the dailv subject of 
solicitude to the dethroned sovereign, had served his 
apprenticeship, as old Frederick of Prussia would have 
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said, to the trade of royalty. To promote or restore 
concord among Ms followers was indispensable. Accord- 
ingly he took his measures. 

“Monsieur de Beaujeu 1 ” 

“ Monseigneur 1 ” said a very handsome French cavalry 
officer, who was in attendance. 

“ Ayez la bonte d’alligner ces montagnards la, ainsi que 
la cavalerie, s’il vous plait, et de les remettre h. la marche. 
Vous parlez si bien lAnglois, cela ne vous donneroit pas 
beaucoup de peine.” 

“ Ah 1 pas de toutj Monseigneur,” replied Mons. le 
Compte de Beaujeu, his head bending down to the neck 
of his little prancing highly managed charger. Accord- 
ingly he piaffed away, in high spirits and confidence, to 
the head of Fergus’s regiment, although understanding 
not a word of Gaelic, and very little English. 

“Messieurs les sauvages Ecossois — dat is — gentilmans 
savages, have the goodness d’arranger vous.” 

The clan, comprehending the order more from the 
gesture than the words, and seeing the Prince himself 
present, hastened to dress their ranks. 

“Ah ! ver well 1 dat is fort bien ! ” said the Count de 
Beaujeu. “Gentilmans sauvages — mais, tr^s bien — ^Eh 
bien 1 — Qu’ est ce que vous appellez visage, Monsieur ? ” 
(to a lounging trooper who st^d by him) “ Ah, oui 1 face 
— Je vous remercie. Monsieur. — Gentilshommes, have de 
goodness to make de face to de right par file, dat is, by 
files. — Marsh ] — Mais, trds bien — encore, Messieurs ; il 
faut vous mettre a la marche .... Marches done, au nom 
de Dieu, pareeque j’ai oubiy le mot Anglois — mais vous 
6tes des braves gens, et me comprenez trds bien.” 

The Count next hastened to put the cavalry in motion. 

“ Gentilmans cavaliw, you must fall in — ^Ah 1 par ma foi, I 
did not say fall off i 1 am a fear de little gross fat gentilman 
is moche hurt. Ah, mon Dieu ! e’est Te Commissaire qui 
nous a apport^ les pr^midres nouvelles de cet maudit 
fracas. Je suis trop taoh4, Monsieur 1 ” 

But poor Macwheeble, who, with a sword stuck across 
him, and a white cockade as la^e as a pancake, now 
figured in the character of a commissary, being overturned 
in the bustle occasioned by the troopers hastening to get 
themselves in order in the Prince’s presence, before ne 
coidd rally Ms galloway, slunk to the rear amid the un- 
restrained laughter of the spectators. 

“ Eh bien. Messieurs, wheel to de right — Ah I dat is it f 
— ^Eh, Monsieur de Bmdwardine^ ayez la bont^ de vous 
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mettre a la t^te de votre regiment, car, par Dieu, je n’en 
puis plus ! 

The Baron of Bradwardine was obliged to go to the 
assistance of Monsieur de Beaujeu, after he had fairly- 
expended his few English military phrases. One purpose 
of the Chevalier was thus answered. The other he pro- 
posed was, that in the eagerness to hear and comprehend 
commands issued through such an indistinct medium in 
his own presence, the thoughts of the soldiers in both 
corps might get a current different from the angry 
channel in which they were flowing at the time. 

Charles Edward was no sooner left with the Chieftain 
and Waverley, the rest of his attendants being af some 
distance, than he said, “ If I owed less to your disinterested 
friendship, I could be most seriously angry with both of 
you for this very extraordinary and causeless broil, at a 
moment when my father’s service so decidedly demands 
the most perfect unanimity. But the worst of my 
situation is, that my very best friends hold they have 
liberty to ruin themselves, as well as the cause they are 
engaged in, upon the slightest caprice.” 

Both the young men protested their resolution to 
submit every difference to his arbitration. ‘‘Indeed,” 
said Edward, “ I hardly know of what I am accused. I 
sought Colonel Mac-Ivor merely to mention to him that I 
had narrowly escaped assassination at the hand of his 
immediate dependent, a dastardly revenge, which I knew 
him to be incapable of authorising. As to the cause for 
which he is disposed to fasten a quarrel upon me, I am 
ignorant of it, unless it be that he accuses me, most 
unjustly, of having engaged the affections of a young lady 
in prejudice of his pretensions.” 

‘‘If there is an error,” said the Chieftain, “it arises 
from a conversation which I held this momiqg with his 
Royal Highness himself.” 

‘‘With me?” said the Chevalier; “how can Colonel 
Mac-Ivor have so far misunderstood me ? ” 

He then led Fergus aside, and, after five minutes’ 
earnest conversation, spurred his horse towards Edward. 
“Is it possible — nay, ride up, Colonel, for I desire no 
secrets — Is it possible, Mr Waverley, that I am mistaken 
in supposing that you are an accepted lover of Miss 
Bradwardine? a fact of which I was by circumstances, 
though not by communication from you, so absolutely 
convinced, that I alleged it to Yich Ian 'V^ohr this morn- 
ing as a reason why, without offence to him, you might 
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not continue to be ambitious of an alliance, •w^hich to an 
unengaged person, even though once repulsed, holds out 
too many charms to be lightly laid aside. 

“Your Eoyal Highness,” said Waverley, ‘‘must have 
founded on circumstances altogether unknown to me, 
when you did me the distinguished honour of supposing 
me an accepted lover of Miss Bradwardine. I feel the 
distinction impKed in the supposition, but I have no title 
to it. For the rest, my confidence in mv own merit is too 
justly slight to admit of my hoping for success in any 
quarter after positive rejection.” 

The Chevaher was silent for a moment, looking steadily 
at them both, and then said, “Upon my word, Mr Waver- 
l®y> ^ ^^-PPy man than I conceived I had 

very good reason to believe you. But now, gentlemen, 
allow me to be umpire in this matter, not as Prince 
Begent, but as Charles Stewart, a brother adventurer 
with you in the same gallant cause. Lay my pretensions 
to be obeyed by you entirely out of view, and consider 
your own honour, and how far it is well, or becoming, to 
give our enemies the advantage, and our friends the 
scandal, of showing that, few as we are, we are not united. 
And forgive me if I add, that the names of the ladies who 
have been mentionecL crave more respect from us all than 
to be made themes of discord.” 

He took Fergus a little apart, and spoke to him very 
earnestly for two or three mmutes, and then returning to 
Waverley, said, “I believe I have satisfied Colonel Mac- 
Ivor^ that his resentment was founded upon a miscon- 
ception, to which, indeed, I myself gave rise ; and I trust 
Mr Waverley is too generous to harbour any recollection 
of what is past, when I assure hi m that such is the case. — 
You must state this matter properly to your clan, Vich Ian 
Vohr, to prevent a recurrence of their precipitate violence.” 
Fergus bowed. “ And now, gentlemen, let me have the 
pleasure to see you shake hands.” 

They advanced coldly, and with measru^ steps, each 
apparently reluctant to appear most forward in conces- 
sion. They did, however, ^ake hands, and parted, taking 
a respectful leave of the Chevalier, 

Charles Edward ^ then rode to the head of the 
Mac-Ivors, threw himself from his horse, begged a 'drink 
out of old Ballenkeiroch’s cantine^ and inarched about 
half a mile along with them, inquiring into the history 
and connections of Sliochd nan Ivor, adroitly using the 

* Note 22. Prince Ch*rle« Edward. 
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few words of Gaelic he possessed, and aiSecting a great 
desire to learn it more thoroughly. , He then mounted his 
horse once more, and galloped to the Baron’s cav^ry, 
which was in front, h^ted them, and examined their 
accoutrements and state of discipline ; took notice of the 
principal gentlemen, and even of the c^ets ; inquired 
after their ladies, and commended their horses; rode 
about an hour with the Baron of Bradwardine, and 
endured three long stories about Field>Marshal the Duke 
of Berwick. 

“Ah, Beaujeu, mon cher ami,’’ said he as he returned to 
his usual place in the line of march, “ que mon metier de 
prince errant est ennuyant, par lois. Mais, courage I 
c’est le grand jeu, aprfes tout.^’ 


CHAFTEB BIX. 

A Skirmish. 

The reader need hardly be reminded, that, after a 
council of war held at Derby on the 5th of December, the 
Highlanders relinquished their desperate attempt to 
]^netrate farther into England, and, greatly to the 
dissatisfaction of their young and daring leader, posi- 
tively determined to return northward. They commenced 
their retreat accordingly, and, by the extreme celerity of 
their movements, outstripped the motions of the Duke of 
Cumberland, who now pursued them with a very large 
body of cavalry. 

This retreat was a virtual resignation of their towering 
hopes. None had been so sangume as Fergus Mac»Ivor ; 
none, consequently, was so cruelly mortified at the 
clmnge of measures. He argued, or rather remonstrated, 
with the utmost vehemence at the council of war ; and, 
when his opinion was rejected, shed tears of grief and 
indignation. From that moment his whole manner was 
so much altered, that he could scarcely have been recog- 
nised for the same soaring and ardent spirit, for whom 
the whole earth seemed too narrow but a week before. 
The retreat had continued for several days, when Edward, 
to his surprise^ early on the 12th of December, received a 
visit from the Chieftain in his quarters, in a hamlet about 
half way between Shap and Penrith. 

Having had no intercourse with the Chieftain since 
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their rupture, Edward waited with some anxiety an 
explanation or this unexpected visit ; nor could he help 
bemg surprised, and somewhat shocked, with the change 
in his appearance. His eye had lost much of its fire ; his 
cheek was hollow, his voice was languid, even his gait 
seemed less firm and elastic than it was wont; and his 
dress, to which he used to foe particularly attentive, was 
now carelessly flung about him. He invited Edward to 
walk out with him foy the little river in the vicinity ; and 
smiled in a melancholy manner when he observed him 
take down and buckle on his sword. 

As soon as they were in a wild sequestered path foy the 
side of the stream, the Chief broke out, — ‘‘ Our fine 
adventure is now totally ruined, Waverley, and I wish to 
know what you intend to do : — ^nay, never stare at me, 
man. I tell you I received a packet from my sister 
yesterday, and, had I got the information it contains 
sooner, it would have prevented a quarrel, which I am 
always vexed when I think of. In a letter written after 
our dispute, I acquainted her with the cause of it ; and 
she now replies to me, that she never had, nor could have, 
any purpose of giving you encouragement ; so that it 
seems I have acted like a madman. — Poor Flora I she 
writes in high spirits ; what a change will the news of 
this unhappy retreat make in her state of mind ! ” 

Waverley, who was really much aflected by the deep 
tone of melancholy with which Fergus spoke, affection- 
ately entreated him to banish from his remembrance any 
unkmdness which had arisen between them, and they 
once more shook hands, but now vdth sincere cordiality. 
Fergus again inquired of Waverley what he intended to 
do. “ Had you not better leave this luckless army, and 
get down before us into Scotland, and embark for the 
Continent from some of the eastern ports that are still in 
our possession ? When you are out of the kingdom, your 
friends will easily negotiate your pardon ; and, to tell 
you the truth, I wish you would carry Bose Bradwardine 
with you as your wife, and take Flora also under your 
joint protection.’’ — Edward looked surprised — She loves 
you, and I believe you love her, though, perhaps, you 
have not found it out, for you are not celebrated for 
knowing your owpj, mind very pointedly.” He said this 
with a sort of smile. 

^‘How,” answered Edward, ‘‘can you advise me to 
desert the expedition in which we are all embarked 1 ” 

“Embarked?” said Fergus; “the vessel is going to 



390 


WAVEBLEY. 


pieces, and it is full time for all who can, to get into the 
long-boat and leave her,” 

‘‘ \Yhy, what will other gentlemen do ? ” answered 
Waverley, “ and why did the Highland Chiefs consent to 
this retreat, if it is so ruinous ? ” 

replied Mac-Ivor, “ they think that, as on former 
occasions, the heading, hanging, and forfeiting, will 
chiefly fall to the lot of the Lowland gentry ; that they 
will be left secure in their poverty and their fastnesses, 
there, according to their proverb, ^to listen to the wind 
upon the hill till the waters abate.’ But they will be 
disappointed ; they have been too often troublesome to 
be so repeatedly passed over, and this time John Bull has 
been too heartily frightened to recover his good-humour 
for some time. The Hanoverian ministers always de- 
served to be hanged for rascals ; but now, if they get the 
power in their hands, — as, sooner or later, they must, 
since there is neither rising in England nor assistance 
from France, — they will deserve the gallows as fools, if 
they leave a single clan in the Highlands in a situation to 
be again troublesome to ^vernment. Ay. they will 
make root-and-branch-work, I warrant them.” 

“And while you recommend flight to me,” said Edward, 
— “ a counsel which I would rather die than embrace, — 
what are your owm views ? ” 

“ O,” answered Fergus, with a melancholy air, “ my 
fate is settled. Dead or captive I must be before to- 
morrow,” 

“ What do you mean by that, my friend ? ” said Edward. 
“ The enemy is still a day’s march in our rear, and if he 
comes up, we are still strong enough to keep him in check, 
llemember Gladsmuir.” 

“ What I tell you is true notwithstanding, so far as I 
am individually concerned.” 

“ Upon what authority can you found so melancholy a 
prediction ?” asked Waverley. 

“ On one which never failed a person of my house. I 
have seen,” he said, lowering his voice, “I have seen the 
Bodach Glas.” 

“BodachGlasr 

“Y^: Have you been so long at Glennaquoich, and 
never heard of the Grey Si>eetre? though indeed there is 
a certain reluctance among us to mention him.” 

“Ho, never.” 

“Ah 1 it would have been a tale for poor Flora to have 
told you. Or, if that hill were Benmore, and that long 
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blue lake, which you see just winding towards yon moun- 
tainous country, were Loch Tay, or my own Loch an Bi, 
the tale would be better suited with scenery. However, 
let us sit down on this knoll ; even Saddleback and 
Ulswater will suit what I have to say better than the 
English hedgerows, enclosures, and farm-houses. You 
must know, then, tjfiat when my ancestor, Ian nan Chais- 
tel, wasted Northumberland, there was associated with 
him in the expedition a sort of Southland Chief, or captain 
of a band of Lowlanders, called Halbert Hall. In their 
return through the Cheviots, they quarrelled about the 
division of the great booty they haci acquired, and came 
from words to blows. The Lowlanders were cut off to a 
man, and their chief fell the last, covered with wounds by 
the sword of my ancestor. Since that time, his spirit has 
crossed the Vich Ian Vohr of the day when any great 
disaster was impending, but especially before approaching 
death. My father saw him twice; once before he was 
made prisoner at Sheriff-Muir: another time on the 
morning of the day on which he died.” 

^‘How can you, my dear Fergus, tell such nonsense with 
a grave face ? ” 

^‘I do not ask you to believe it ; but I tell you the truth, 
ascertained by three hundred years’ experience at least, 
and last night by my own eyes.” 

“ The particulars, for heaven’s sake ! ” said Waverley, 
with eagerness. 

" I will, on condition you will not attempt a jest on the 
subject. — Since this unhappy retreat commenced, I have 
scarce ever been able to sleep for thinking of my clam and 
of this poor Prince, whom they are leading back lixe a 
dog in a string, whether he will or no, and of the downfall 
of my family. Last night I felt so feverish that I left my 
quarters, and walked out, in hopes the keen frosty air 
would brace n^ nerves — ^I cannot tell how much I dislike 
going on, for X know you will hardly believe me. How- 
ever — crossed a small footbridge, and kept walking 
backwards and forwards, when I observed with surprise, 
by the clear moonlight, a tall figure in a grey plaid, such 
as shepherds wear m the south of Scotland, which, move 
at what pace I would, kept regularly about four yards 
before me.” 

“ You saw a Cumberland peasant in his ordinary dress, 
probably” 

No : I thought so at firsh and was astonished at the 
man’s audacity in daring to dog me. I called to him, but 
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received no answer. I felt an anxious throbbing at my 
heart, and to ascertain what I dreaded, I stood stDl, and 
turned myself on the same spot successively to the four 
points of the compass — By Heaven, Edward, turn where I 
would, the figure was instantly before my eyes, at pre- 
cisely the same distance ! I was then convinced it was 
the Bodach Glas. My hair bristled, and my knees shook. 
I manned myself, however, and determined to return to 
my quarters. My ghastly visitant glided before me ([fori 
cannot say he walked,) until he reached the foot-bridge : 
there he stopped, and turned full roimd. I must either 
wade the river, or pass him as close as I am to you. A 
desperate courage, founded on the belief that my death 
was near, made me resolve to make my way in despite of 
him. I made the sign of the crosa drew my sword, and 
uttere<L ‘ In the name of God, Evil Spirit, give place I ’ 

‘ Tich Ian Vohr,’ it said, in a voice that made my very 
blood curdle, ‘ beware of to-morrow ! ’ It seemed at that 
moment not half a yard from my sword’s point ; but the 
words were no sooner spoken than it was gone, and no- 
thing appeared further to obstruct my passage. I got 
home, ana threw myself on my bed, where I spent a few 
hours heavily enough ; and this morning, as no enemy was 
reported to be near uSj I took my horse, and rode forward 
to make up matters with you. I would not willingly fall 
until I am in charity with a wronged friend." 

Edward had little doubt that this phantom was the 
operation of an exhausted frame and depressed spirits, 
working on the belief common to all Highlanders in such 
suTOrstitions. He did not the less pity Fergus, for whom, 
inms present distress, he felt all his former regard revive. 
With the view of diverting his mind from these gloomy 
images, he offered, with the Baron’s permission, which he 
knew ho could readily obtain, to remain in his quartern 
till Fergus’s corps should come up, and then to march with 
them as usual. The Chief seemed much pleased, yet 
hesitated to accept the offer, 

‘‘ We are, you know, in the rear, — the post of danger in 
a retreat." 

" And therefore the post of honour." 

*‘Well," replied the OMeffcain, “let Alick have your 
horse in readiness, in case we should be overmatched, and 
I shall be delights to have your company once more." 

The rear-guard were late in making their appearance, 
having been delayed by various accidents, and by the 
badness of the roads. At length they entered the hamlet. 
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When Waverley joined the clan Mac-Ivor, arm-in-arm 
with their Chieftain, all the resentment they had enter- 
tained against him seemed blown off at once. Evan Dhu 
received him with a grin of congratulation ; and even 
Callum, who was running about as active as ever, pale 
indeed, and with a great patch on his head, appeared 
delighted to see him. 

‘‘That gallows-bird’s skull,” said Fergus, ^‘must be 
harder than marble : the Jock of the pistol was actually 
broken.” 


** How could you strike so young a lad so hard ? ” said 
Waverley^ with some interest. 

« Why, if I did not strike hard sometimes, the rascals 
would forget themselves.” 

They were now in full march, every caution being taken 
to prevent surprise. Fergus’s people, and a fine clan 
regiment from Badenoch, commanded by Cluny Mac- 
Pherson, had the rear. They had passed a large open 
moor, and were entering into the enclosures which sur- 
round a small village called Clifton. The winter sun had 
set, and Edward began to rally Fergus upon the false 
predictions of the Grey Spirit. “ The idea of March are 
not pas^” said Mac-Ivor, with a smile ; when, suddenly, 
casting his eyes back on the moor, a large body of cavalry 
was indistinctly seen to hover upon its brown and dark 
surface. To line the enclosures facing the open ground, 
and the road by which the enemy must move from it upon 
the village, was the work of a short time. While these 


manoeuvres were accomplishing, night sunk down, dark 
and gloomy, though the moon was at full. Sometimes, 
however, she gleamed forth a dubious light upon the scene 
of action. 


The Highlanders did not long remain undisturbed 
in the defensive position they had adopted. Favoured 
by the night, one large body of dismounted dragoons 
attempted to force the enclosures, while another, equally 
strong, strove to penetrate by the high-road. Both were 
receive by such a heavy fire as disconcerted their ranks, 
and effectually checked their progress. Unsatisfied with 
the advantage thus gained, Fergus, to whose ardent spirit 
the approach of danger seemed to restore all its elasticity, 
drawmg his sword, and calling out ‘‘Claymore!” en- 
couraged his men, by voice and examples to break through 
the hedge which oiinded them, and rush down upcm the 
enemy. Mingling with the dismounted dragoons, they 
forced them, at the sword-pointy to fly to the open mom^. 
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where a considerable nnmber were cut to pieces. But 
the moon, which suddenly shone out, showed to the 
Bullish the small number o£ assailants, disordered by 
their own success. Two squadrons of horse moving to the 
support of their companions, the Highlanders endeavoured 
to recover the enclosures. But several of them, amongst 
others their brave Chieftain, were cut off and surrounded 
before they could effect their purpose. Waverley, looking 
eagerly for Fergu^ from whom, as well as from the re- 
treating body of his followers, he had been separated in 
the da^ness and tumult, saw him, with Evan Hhu and 
Callum, defending themselves desperately against a dozen 
of horsemen, who were hewing at them with their long 
broadswords. The moon was again at that moment 
totally overclouded, and Edward, m the obscurity, could 
neither bring aid to his friends, nor discover which way 
lay his own road to rejoin the rear-guard. After once or 
twice narrowly escaping being slain or made prisoner by 
parties of the cavalry whom he encountered in the dark- 
ness, he at length reached an enclosure, and clambering 
over it, concluded himself in safety, and on the way to the 
Highland forces whose pipes he heard at some distance. 
For Fergus hardly a hope remained, unless that he might 
be made prisoner. Revolving his fate with sorrow and 
anxiet^^ the superstition of the Bodach das recurred to 
Edward;s recollection, and he said to himself, with in- 
ternal surprise, “ What, can the devil speak truth 1 ” ^ 


CHAPTER EX 
Ohaj^ter of Acddervt^. 

Epwaup was in a most unpleasant and dangerou 
tuation. He soon lost the sound of the bagpipes ; anc 
hat was yet more unpleasant, when, after searching Ion 
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in vain, and scrambling through many enclosures, he at 
length approached the high-road, he learned, from the 
unwelcome noise of kettle-drums and trumpets, that the 
English cavalry now occupied it, and consequently were 
between him and the Highlanders. Precluded, therefore, 
from advancing in a straight direction, he resolved to 
avoid the English military, and endeavour to join his 
friends by making a circuit to the left, for which a beaten 
path, deviating from the main road in that direction, 
seemed to aiford facilities. The path was muddy, and the 
night dark and cold ; but even these inconveniences were 
hardly felt amidst the apprehensions which falling into 
the hands of the King's forces reasonably excited in his 
bosom. 

After walking about three miles, he at length reached 
a hamlet. Conscious that the common people were in 
general unfavourable to the cause he had espoused, yet 

of him with an armie much suppeiior to what H R. H. had, while the JDuke of 
Comberland with his whole cavalrfe followed hard in the rear, was oblij?<?d to 
hasten his marches. It was not, therefore, possible for the artilhie to inarch so 
fast as the Prince’s army, in the depth of winter, extremely bad weather, and the 
worst roads in England; so Lord George Muri'ay was obliged often to continue 
his marches long after it was dark almost every night, while at the same time he 
had frequent allarms and disturbances from the Duke of Comberland’s advanc’d 
parties. Towards the evening of the twentie-eight December 1745, the Prince 
entered the town of Penrith, in the Province of Comberland. But as Lord George 
Murray could not bring up the artiline so fast as he wou'd have wish’d, he was 
oblig’d to pass the night six miles short of that town, together with the regiment 
of MacDonel of Glengan*ie, which that day happened to- have the an’ear guard. 
The Prince, in order to refresh his armie, and to give My Lord George and the 
artilirie time to come up, i-esolved to sejonr the 29th at Penrith; so ordered his 
little army to appear In the morning under arms, in oi’der to be reviewed, and to 
know in what manner the numbera stood from his haveing entei'ed England. It 
did not at that time amount to 6000 foot In all, with about 400 cavalrie, compos’d 
of the noblesse who serv’d as volunteers, part of whom form’d a first troop of 
guards for the Prince, under the command of My Loi^ Elchoe, now Comte de 
Weems, who being proscribed, is presently In France. Another part formed a 
second troup of guards under the command of My Lord Balmirino, who was 
beheaded at the Tower of London. A third part serv’d under My Lord le Comte 
de Kilmarnock, who was likewise beheaded at the Tower. A fourth part serv'd 
under my Lord Pitsligow, who is also proscribed, which cavalrie, tho’ veiy few in 
numbers, being all Noblesse, were very brave, and of infinite advantage to the 
foot, not only in the day of battle, but in serving as advanced guards on the 
several marches, and in patroling durelng the night on the different roads which 
led towards the towns where the army happened to quarter. 

‘‘ Wliile this small army was out in a body on the 29th December, upon a rlsetag 
ground to the northward of Penrith, jiassing review, Mons. de Cluny, with his 
tribe, was oidered to the Bridge of Clifton, about a mile to southward Pemr^, 
after having pass’d in Vevlew before Mons. PattuUo, who was charged whai the 
inspection of the troops, and was likeways Quarter Master General of tlm 
and is now in France. They remained under arms at the Bridge, wwtmg the 
arrival of My Lord George Murray with the artilirie, whom Mons. de Cluny had 
orders to cover in passing the bridge. They arrived about sunsett closly pursed 
by the Duke d Comberland with the whole body of his cavalrie. reckoned upwards 
of 3000 strong, about a thousand of whom, a.s near as might be c<^puted, dis- 
mounted, In order to cut off the passage of the artllhie towards t^ bridge, whue 
the Duke and the other's Remained on boraeback in order to attack, the rear. My 
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desirous, if possible, to procure a horse and guide to 
Penrith, where he hoped to find the rear, if not the main 
body, oi the Chevalier’s army, he approached the alehouse 
of the place. There was a great noise within : he paused 
to listen. A round English oath or two, and the burden 
of a campaign song, convinced him the hamlet also was 
occupied by the Duke of Cumberland’s soldiers. En- 
deavouring to retire from it as softly as possible, and 
blessing the obscurity which hitherto he had murmured 
against, Waverley groped his way the best he could along 
a small paling, which seemed the boundaiw of some 
cottage garden. As he reached the gate of this little 
enclosure, his outstretched hand was grasped by that of a 
female, whose voice at the same time uttered, “ Edward 
is’t thou, man ? ” 

Here is some unlucky mistake, thought Edward, 
struggling, but gently, to disengage Idmself. 

Il.ord Oeorge Murray advanced, and although he found Mens, de Cluny and his 
tribe in good spirits under arms, yet the circumstance appear'd exti'emely delicate. 
The numbers -were vastly unequal!, and the attack seem’d very dangerous; so My 
liord George declin’d giving orders to such time as he ask’d Mons. de Cluny’s 
oppinion. * I will attack them with all my heart,' says Mons. de Cluny, * if you 
order me,’ ‘I do order it then,’ answered My Lord George, and immediately 
went on himself along with Mons. de Cluny, and fought sword in hand on foot, at 
the head of the single tribe of Maephersons. They in a moment made their way 
through a strong hedge of thorns, under the cover whereof the cavalrie had taken 
their station. In the strugle of passing which hedge My Lord George Murray, being 
dressed en montagnard^ as all the army were, lost his honet and wig; so continued 
to fight bear-headed during the action. They at first made a brisk discharge 
of their fire aims on the enemy, then attacked them with their sabres, and made 
a great slaughter a considerable time, which obliged Comberland and his cavalrie 
to dy with precipitation and in great confusion; in so much, that if the Prince had 
been provided in a sufficient number of cavalrie to have taken advantage of the 
disorder, it is beyond question that the Duke of Comberland and the hulk of his 
cavalrie had been taken prisonei*s. By this time it was so dai'k that it was not 
possible to view or number tbe slain who filled all the ditches which happened to 
be <m the ground where they stood. But it was computed that, besides those who 
went off wounded, upwards of a hundred at least were left on the spot, among 
whom was Colonel Honywooa, who commanded the dismounted cavalrie, whose 
sabre of considerable value Mons. de Cluny brought off and still preserves; and 
his tribe lykeways brought off many arms ; — ^the Colonel was afterwai-ds taken up, 
and, his wounds being dress’d, with great difflcultle recovered. Mons. de Cluny 
lost only in the action twelve men, of whom some haveing been only wounded, 
fell afterwards into the hands of the enemy, and were sent ^ slaves to America, 
whence several of them returned, and one of them is now in France, a sergeant in 
the Regiment of Royal Scots. How soon the accounts of the enemy’s approach 
had readied the Prince, H. R. H. had immediately ordered Mi-Lord le Comte de 
Kalme, Brigadier, who, being proscribed, is now in France, with the three batal- 
ions of the Duke of Athol, the batalion of the Duke of Perth, and some other 
troups under his command, in order to support Cluny, and to bring off the artiline. 
But the action was intireiy over, before the Comte de Naime, with his command, 
con’d TCAch nigh to the place. They therefore return’d all to Penrith, and the 
artilixie marched up in good order. Nor did the Duke of Comberland ever after- 
wards dare to come within a day's march of the Prince and his army dureing the 
course of all that retreat, which was conducted with great prudence and safety 
when In some manner surrounded by enemies.” 
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Naen o’ thy foiin, now, man, or the red cwoats will 
hear thee; they hae been houlerying and pouler3ring 
every ane that past alehouse door this noight to make 
them drive their waggons and sick loike. Come into 
feyther’s, or they’ll do ho a mischief.” 

A good hint, thought Waverley, following the girl 
through the little garden into a brick-paved kitchen, 
where she set herself to kindle a match at an expiring 
fce, and with the match to light a candle. She had no 
sooner looked on Edward, than she dropped the light, 
with a shrill scream of “ O feyther^ feyther ! ” 

The father, thus invoked, speedily appeared — a sturdy 
old farmer, in a pair of leather breeches, and boots pulled 
on without stockings, having just started from his bed ; 
the rest of his dress was only a Westmoreland statesman’s 
robe-de-chambre, — that is, his shirt. His figure was dis- 
played to advantage, by a candle which he bore in his 
left hand ; in his right he brandished a poker. 

“ What hast ho here, ivench ? ” 

“ O ! ” cried the poor girl^ almost going ofiT in hysterics, 

I thought it was ’ “ it is one of the plaid- 

men.” 

“ And what was thee ganging to do wi’ Ned Williams 
at this time o’ noight?” To this, which was, perhapsL 
one of the numerous class of questions more easily asked 
than answered, the rosy-cheeked damsel made no reply, 
but continued sobbing and wringing her hands. 

“And thee, lad, dost ho know that the dragoons be a 
town? dost ho know that, mon? ad, they’ll sliver thee 
loike a turnip, mom” 

“ I know my life is in great danger,” said Waverley, “ but 
if you can assist me, I will reward you handsomely. I am 
no Scotchman, but an unfortunate English gentleman.” 

“Be ho Scot or no,” said the honest farmer, “I wish 
thou hadst kept the other side of the hallan. feut since 
thou art here, Jacob Jopson will betray no man’s bluid ; 
and the plaids were gay canny, and did not do so much 
mischief when they were here yesterday.” Accordingly, 
he set seriously about sheltering and refreshing our hero 
for the night. The fire was sTOedily rekindled, but with 
precaution against its light Ibeing seen from without. 
The jolly yeoman cut a rasher of bacon, which Cicely 
soon broiled, and her father added a swingeing tankard 
of his best ale. It was settled, that Edward should 
remain there till the troops marched in the morning, then 
hire or buy a horse from the farmer, and, with the best 
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directions that could be obtained, endeavour to overtake 
his friends. A clean, though coarse bed, received him 
after the fatigues of this unhappy day. 

With the morning arrived the news that the High- 
landers had evacuated Penrith, and marched off towards 
Carlisle ; that the Duke of Cumberland was in possession 
of Penrith, and that detachments of his army covered the 
roads in every direction. To attempt to get through un- 
discovered would be an act of the most frantic temerity. 
Ned Williams (the right Edward) was now called to 
council by Cicely and her father. Ned, who perhaps did 
not care that his handsome namesake should remam too 
long in the same house with his sweetheart, for fear of 
freSi mistakes, proposed that Waverley, exchanging his 
uniform and plaid for the dress of the country, should go 
with him to his father’s farm near Ulswater, and remam 
in that undisturbed retirement until the military move- 
ments in the country should have ceased to render his 
departure hazardous. A price was also agreed upon, at 
which the stranger might board with Farmer Williams, if 
he thought proper, till he could depart with safety. It 
was of moderate amount ^ the distress of his situation, 
among this honest and simple-hearted race, being con- 
sidered as no reason for increasing their demand. 

The necessary articles of dress were accordingly pro- 
cured, and, by following by-paths, known to the young 
farmer, they hoped to escape any unpleasant rencontre. 
A recompense for their hospitality was refused peremp- 
torily by old Jopson and his cherry-cheeked daughter ; a 
kiss paid the one, and a hearty shake of the hand the 
other. Both seemed anxious for their guest’s safety, and 
took leave of him with kind wishes. 

In the course of their route, Edward, with his guide, 
traversed those fields which the night before had been the 
scene of action. A brief gleam of December’s sun shone 
sadly on the broad heath, which, towards the spot where 
the great north-west road entered the enclosures of Lord 
Lonsdale’s property, exhibited dead bodies of men and 
horses, and the usual companions of war, a number of 
carrion-crows, hawks, and ravens. 

“And this, then, was thy last field,” said Waverley to 
himself, his eye filling at the recollection of the many 
splendid points of Fergus’s character, and of their former 
intimacy, all his passions and imperfections forgotten — 
“here fell the last Vich Ian Vohr, on a nameless heath ; 
and in an obscure night-skirmish was quenched that 
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ardent spirit, who thought it little to cut a way for his 
master to the British throne I Ambition, policy, bravery- 
ail far beyond their sphere, here learned the fate ot 
mortals. The sole support, too, of a sister, whose spirit, 
as proud and unbending, was even more exalted than 
thine own ; here ended all thy hopes for Flora, and the 
long and valued line which it was thy boast to raise yet 
more highly by thy adventurous valour ! ’’ 

As these ideas pressed on Waverley^s mind, he resolved 
to go upon the open heath, and search if, among the 
slain, he could discover the body of his friend, with the 
pious intention of procuring for him the last rites of 
sepulture. The timorous young man who accompanied 
him remonstrated upon the danger of the attempt, but 
Edward was determined. The followers of the camp had 
already stripped the dead of all they could carry away : 
but the country-people, unused to scenes of blood, had 
not yet approached the field of action, though some stood 
fearfully gazing at a distance. About sixty or seventy 
dragoons lay slain within the first enclosure, upon the 
high-road, and on the open moor. Of the Highlanders, 
not above a dozen had fallen, chiefly those who, venturing 
too far on the moor, could not regain the strong ground. 
He could not find the body of Fergus among the slain. 
On a little knoll, separated from the others, lay the car- 
casses of three English dragoons, two horses, and the 
page Galium Beg, whose hard skull a trooper's broad- 
sword had, at length, effectually cloven. It was possible 
his clan had carried off the body of Fergus ; but it was 
also possible he had escaped, especially as Evan Dhu, 
who would never leave his Chief, was not found among 
the dead ; or he might be prisoner, and the less formid- 
able denunciation mferredi from the appearance of the 
Bodach Glas might have proved the true one. The 
approach of a party, sent for the purpose of compelling 
the country -TCople to bury the dead, and who had 
already assembled several peasants for that purpose^ now 
obliged Edward to rejoin his guide, who awaited him in 
great anxiety and fear under shad© of the plantations. 

After leaving this field of death, the rest of their 
murney was hapmly accomplished. At the house of 
Farmer Williams, Edward passed for a young kinsman, 
educated for the church, who was come to reside their till 
the civil tumult® permitted him to pass through the 
country. This silenced suspicion among the kind and 
simple yeomanry of Cumberland, and accounted suffi- 
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ciently for the grave manners and retired habits of the 
new guest. The precaution became more necessary than 
Waverley had anticipated, as a variety of incidents 
prolonged his stay at Pasthwaite, as the farm was called. 

A tremendous fall of snow rendered his departure 
impossible for more than ten days. When the roads 
began to become a little practicable, they successively 
i*eceived news of the retreat of the Chevalier into Scot- 
land ; then, that he had abandoned the frontiers, retiring 
upon Glasgow ; and that the Duke of Cumberland had 
formed the siege of Carlisle. His army, therefore, cut 
olf all possibility of Waverley 's escaping into Scotland in 
that direction. On the eastern border. Marshal Wade, 
with a large force, was advancing upon Edinburgh, and 
all along the frontier, parties of militi^ volunteers, and 
partisans, were in arms to suppress insurrection, and 
apprehend such stragglers from the Highland army as 
had been left in England. The surrender of Carlisle, and 
the severity with which the rebel garrison were threatened, 
soon formed an additional reason against venturing upon 
a solitary and hopeless journey through a hostile country 
and a large army, to carry the assistance of a single 
sword to a cause which seemed altogether desperate. 

In this lonely and secluded situation, without the 
advantage of company or conversation with men of culti- 
vated minds, the arguments of Colonel Talbot often 
recurred to the mind of our hero. A still more anxious 
recollection haunted his slumbers — it was the dying look 
and gesture of Colonel Gardiner. Most devoutly did he 
hope, as the rarely occurring post brought news of 
skirmishes with various success, that it might never 
again be his lot to draw his sword in civil conflict. Then 
his mind turned to the supposed death of Fergus, to the 
desolate situation of Flora, and, with yet more tender 
recollection, to that of l^se Bradwardine, who was 
destitute of the devoted enthusiasm of loyalty, which, 
to her friend, hallowed and exalted misfortune. These 
reveries he^ was permitted to enjoy, undisturbed by 
queries or interruption ; and it was in many a winter 
walk by the shores of Ulswater, that he acquired a more 
complete mas^ry of a spirit tamed by adversity, than his 
former experience had given him ; and that he felt 
himself entitled to say tirmly^ though perhaps with a 
sigh, that the romance of his life was ended, and that its 
real history had now commenced. He was soon called 
upon to justify his pretensions by reason and philosophy. 
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CHAPTEE LXI. 

A Journey to London, 

The family at Fasthwaite were soon attached to Edward, 
He had, indeed, that gentleness and urbanity which almost 
universally attracts corresponding kindness ; and to their 
simple ideas his learning gave him consequence, and his 
sorrows interest. The last he ascribed, evasively, to the 
loss of a brother in the skirmish near Clifton ; and in that 
primitive state of society, where the ties of affection were 
highly deemed of, his continued depression excited sym- 
pathy, but not surprise. 

In the end of .January, his more lively powers were 
called out by the happy union of Edward. Williams, the 
son of his host, with Cicely Jqpson. Our hero would not 
cloud with sorrow the festivity attending the wedding 
of two persons to whom he was so highly obliged. He 
therefore exerted himself, danced, sung, plaved at the 
various games of the day, and was the blitnest of the 
company. The next morning, however, he had more 
serious matters to think of. 

The clergyman who had married the young couple was 
so much pleased with the supposed student of divinity, 
that he came next day from Penrith on purpose to pay 
him a visit. This might have been a puzzling chapter had 
he entered into any examination of our hero’s supposed 
theological studies; but fortunately he loved better to 
hear and communicate the news of the day. He brought 
with him two or three old newspapers, in one of which 
Edward found a piece of intelligence that soon rendered 
him deaf to every word which the Reverend Mr Twigty the 
was saying upon the news from the north, and the prospect 
of the Duke’s speedily overtaking and crushing the rebels. 
This was an article in these^r nearly these words : 

“Died at his house, in Hill Street, Berkeley-Square, 
upon the 10th inst. Richard Waverley, JEsq., second son or 
Sir Giles Waverley of Waverley-Honour, <fec. &c. He died 
of a lingering disorder, augmented by the unpleasant 
predicament of suspicion in which he stood, having been 
obliged to find bail to a high amount, to meet an impending 
accusation of high-treason. An accusation of the same 

f rave crime hangs over his elder brother, Sir Everard 
i^averley, the representative of that ancient family ; and 
we understand the day of his trial will be fixed early in 



402 


WAVERLEY. 


the next month, unless Edward Wa^^erley, son of the 
deceased Richard, and heir to the Baronet, shall surrender 
himself to justice. In th^it case, we are assured it is his 
Majesty’s gracious purpose to drop further proceedings 
upon the charge against Sir Everard. This unfortunate 
young gentleman is ascertained to have been in arms in 
tlie Pretender’s service, and to have marched along with 
the Highland troops into England. But he has not been 
heard of since the skirmish at Clifton, on the 18th 
December last.” 

Such was this distracting paragraph. — “Good God I” 
exclaimed Waverley, “ am I then a parricide? — Impossible ! 
My father, who never showed the affection of a father 
while he lived, cannot have been so much afiected by 
my supposed death as to hasten his own ; no, I will not 
believe it, — it were distraction to entertain for a moment 
such a horrible idea. But it were, if possible, worse than 
parricide to sujSer any danger to hang over my noble and 
generous uncle, who has ever been more to me than a 
father, if such evil can be averted by any sacrifice on 
my part I ” 

while these reflections passed like the stings of scorpions 
through Waverley ’s sensoiium, the worthy divine was 
startled in a long disquisition on the battle of Falkirk by 
the ghastliness which they communicated to his looks, and 
asked him if he was ill ? Fortunately the bride, all smirk 
and blush, had just entered the room. Mrs Williams was 
none of the brightest of women, but she was good-natured, 
and readily concluding that Edward had been shocked by 
disagreeable news in the papers, interfered so judiciously, 
that, without exciting suspicion, she drew off Mr Twig- 
tythe’s attention, and engaged it until he soon after took 
his leave. Waverley then explained to his friends, that 
he was under the necessity of going to Ix)ndon with as 
little delay as possible. 

One cause of delay, however, did occur, to which 
Waverley had been very little accustomed. His purse, 
though well stocked when he first went to Tully-Veolan, 
had not been reinforced since that period ; and although 
his life since had not been of a nature to exhaust it hastily, 
for he had lived chiefly with his friends or with the army, 
yet he found, that, after settling with his kind landlord, 
he should be too poor to encounter the expense of travel- 
ling post. The best course, therefore, seemed to be, to 
get into the great north road about Borough-bridge, and 
there take a place in the Northern Diligence, a huge old- 
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fashioned tub, draiirn by three horses, which completed 
the journey from Edinburgh to London (God willing, as 
the advertisement expressed it) in three weeks. Our hero, 
therefore, took an afiectionate farewell of his Cumberland 
friends, whose kindness he promised never to forget, and 
tacitly hoped one day to acknowledge, by substantial 
proofs of gratitude. After some petty di^culties and 
vexatious delays, and after putting his dress into a shape 
better befitting his rank, though perfectly plain and 
simple, he accomplished crossing the countrj^ and found 
himself in the desired vehicle vis-d-vis to Mrs Nosebag, 
the lady of Lieutenant Nosebag, adjutant and riding- 

master of the dragoons, a jolly woman of about fifty, 

wearing a blue habit, meed with scarlet, and grasping a 
silver-mounted horse- whip. 

This lady was one of those active members of society 
who take upon them faire le frais de conversation. She 
had just returned from the north, and informed Edward 
how nearly her regiment had cut the petticoat people into 
ribands at Falkirk, ‘‘ only somehow there was one of those 
nasty, awkward marshes, that they are never without in 
Scotland, I think, and so our poor dear little regiment 
suffered something, as my Nosebag says, in that unsatis- 
factory affair. You, sir, have served in the dragoons?” 
Waverley was taken so much at unawares, that he 
acquiesced. 

O, I knew it at once ; I saw you were military from 
your air, and I was sure you could be none of the foot- 
wobblers, as my Nosebag calls them. What regiment, 
pray ? ” Here was a deli^tful question. Waverley, how- 
ever, justly concluded that this good lady had the whole 
army-list by heart ; and, to avoid detection by adhering 
to truth, answered, “ Gardiner’s dragoons, ma^m ; but X 
have retired some time.” 

“ O aye, those as won the race at the battle of Preston, 
as my Nosebag says. Pray, sir, were you there ? ” 

“I was so unfortunate, madam,” ne replied, ‘*as to 
witness that engagement.” 

‘‘And that was a misfortune that few of Gardiner’s 


stood to witness, I believe^ sir ha I ha J ha ! I beg your 
pardon ; but a soldier’s wife loves a joke.” 

Devil confound you, thought Waverley ; what infernal 
luck has penned me up with this inquisitive hag 1 

Fortunately the good lady did not stick long to one 
subject, “ We are coming to Ferrybridge, now,” she said, 
"“where there was a party of ours left to support the 
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beadles, and constables, and justices, and these sort of 
creatures that are examining papers and stopping rebels, 
and all that.” They were hardly in the inn before she 
dragged Waverl^ to the window, exclaiming, “Yonder 
comes Corporal firidoon, of our poor dear troop ; he’s 
coming with the constable man ; Bridoon’s one of my 

lambs, as Nosebag calls ’em. Come, Mr a — a, — pray, 

what’s your name, sir ? ” 

“Butler, ma’am,” said Waverley, resolved rather to 
make free with the name of a former fellow-officer, than 
run the risk of detection by inventing one not to be found 
in the regiment. 

“O, you got a troop lately, when that shabby fellow, 
Waverley, went over to the rebels ? Lord, I wish our old 
cross Captain Crump would go over to the rebels, that 
Nosebag might get the troop ! — Lord, what can Bridoon 
be standing swinging on the bridge for ? I’ll be hanged 
if he a’nt hazy, as Nosebag says. — Come, sir, as you and I 
belong to the service, well go put the rascal in mind of 
his duty.” 

Waverley, with feelings more easily conceived than 
described, saw himself obliged to follow this doughty 
female commander. The gallant trooper was as like a 
lamb as a drunk corporal of dragoons, about six feet high, 
with very broad shoulders, and very thin legs, not to 
mention a great scar across his nose, could well be. Mrs 
Nosebag addressed him with something which, if not an 
bath, sounded very like one, and commanded him to 

attend to his duty. “ You be d — d for a ” commenced 

the gallant cavalier ; but, looking up in order to suit the 
action to the words, and also to enforce the epithet which 
he meditated, with an adjective applicable to the party, 
he recognised the speaker, made his military salam, and 
alterednis tone. — ‘^Lord love your handsome face, Madam 
Nosebag, is it you % Why, if a poor fellow does happen 
to fire a slug of a morning, I am sure you were never the 
lady to bring him to harm.” 

“ Well, you rascallion, go, mind your duty ; this gentle- 
man and 1 belong to the service ; but be sure you look 
after that shy cock in the slouched hat that sits in the 
comer of the coach. I believe he’s one of the rebels in 
disguise.” 

— n her gooseberry wig,” said the corporal, when 
she was out of hearing. “ that gimlet-eyed jade — mother 
adjutant, as we call her — ^is a greater plague to the 
regiment than prevot-marshal, sergeant-major, and old 
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Hubble-de-Shiif5 the colonel, into the bargain, — Come. 
Master Constable, let^s see if this shy cock, as she calls 
him, (who, by the way, was a Quaker from Leeds, with 
whom Mrs iNosebag had had some tart argument on the 
legality of bearing arms,) will stand godfather to a sup of 
brandy, for your Yorkshire ale is cold on my stomach. 

The vivacity of this good lady, as it helped Edward out 
of this scrape, was like to have drawn him into one or 
two others. In every town where they stopped, she 
wished to examine the corps de garde if there was one, 
and once very narrowly missed introducing Waverley to 
a recruiting-se^eant of his own regiment. Then she 
Captain’d and Butler’d him till he was almost mad with 
vexation and anxiety ; and never was he more rejoiced 
in his life at the termination of a journey, than when 
the arrival of the coach in London freed him from the 
attentions of Madam ISTosebag. 


CHAPTEB LXIL 
What’s to he done next ? 

It was twilight when they arrived in town ; and having 
shaken off his comjianions, and walked through a good 
many streets, to avoid the possibility of being traced by 
them, Edward took a hackney-coach and drove to Colonel 
Talbot’s house, in one of the principal squares at the 
west end of the town. That gentleman, by the death of 
relations, had succeeded since his marriage to a large 
fortune, possessed considerable political interest, and 
lived in what is called great style. 

When Waverley knocked at his door, he found it at 
first difficult to procure admittance, but at length was 
shown into an apartment where the Colonel was at table. 
Lady Emily, whose very beautiful features were still 
pallid from indispositiom sate opposite to him. The 
instant he heard Waverley’s voice, he started up and 
embraced him. “ Frank Stanley, my dear boy, how d’ye 
do % — ^Emily, my love, this is young Stanley.” 

The blood started to the lady’s cheek as she gave Wa- 
verley a reception, in which courtesy was mingled with 
kindness, while her trembling hand and faltering voice 
showed now much she was startled and discomposed. 
Dinner was hastily replaced, and while Waverley was 
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engaged in refreshing himself, the Colonel proceeded — 
“I wonder you have come here, Frank; the Doctors tell 
me the air of London is very bad for your complaints. 
You should not have risked it. But I am delighted to see 
you, and so is Emily, though I fear we must not reckon 
upon your staying long.’^ 

“ Some particular business brought me up,” muttered 
Waverley. 

‘‘I supposed so, but I sha’nt allow you to stay long, — 
Spontoon,” (to an elderly military-looking servant out of 
livery,) “take away these things, and answer the bell 
yourself, if I ring. Don’t let any of the other fellow's 
disturb us — My nephew and I have business to talk 
of.” 

When the servants had retired, “ In the name of God, 
Waverley, what has brought you here ? It may be as 
much as your life is worth/’ . 

“ Dear Mr Waverley,” said Lady Emily, “ to whom I 
owe so much more than acknowledgments can ever pay, 
how could you be so rash ?” 

“My father — my uncle — ^this paragraph,” — he handed 
the paper to Colonel Talbot. 

“I wish to Heaven these scoundrels were condemned to 
be squeezed to death in their own presses,” said Talbot. 

I am told there are not less than a dozen of their papers 
now published in town, and no wonder that they are 
obliged to invent lies to find sale for their journals. It is 
true, however, my dear Edward, that you have lost your 
father ; but as to this flourish of his unpleasant situation 
having grated upon his spirits, and hurt his health — ^the 
truth IS — for though it is harsh to say so now, yet it will 
relieve your mind from the idea of weighty responsibility 
— ^the truth then is, that Mr Richard Waverley, through 
this whole business, showed great want of sensibility, 
both to your situation and that of your uncle ; and the 
last time I saw him, he told me, with great glee, that as I 
was so good as take charge of your interests, he had 
thought it best to patch up a separate negotiation for 
himself, and make nis peace with government through 
some channels which former connections left still open to 
him.” 

“ And my uncle, my dear uncle 1 ” 

** Is in no danger whatever. It is true (looking at the 
date of the paper) there was a foolish report some time 
ago to the purport here quoted, but it is entirely false. 
Sir Everard m gone down to Waverley-Honour, freed from 



WAVERLEY. 


40t 


till uneasiness, unless upon your account. But you 

are in peril yourseK — your name is in every proclamation, 
^warrants are out to apprehend you. How and when 
did you come here ? ” 

Edward told his story at length, suppressing his quarrel 
with Fergus ; for, being himself partial to Highlanders, 
he did not wish to give any advantage to the Coloners 
national prejudice against them. 

“Are you sure it was your friend Glen’s foot-boy you 
saw dead in Clifton Moor V ” 

“ Quite positive/' 

“Then that little limb of the devil has cheated the 
gallows, for cut-throat was written in his face ; though ” 
fuming to Lady Emily) “ it was a very handsome mce 
too. — But for you, Edward, I wish you would go down 
a^ain to Cumberlan(L or rather I wish you had never 
stirred from thence, for there is an embargo in all the 
seaports, and a strict search for the adherents of the 
Pretender ; and the tongue of that confounded woman 
will wag in her head like the clack of a mill, till somehow 
or other she will detect Captain Butler to be a feigned 
personage.” 

“Do you know anything,” asked Waverley, “of my 
fehow-traveller?” 

“Her husband was my sergeant-major for six years ; 
she was a buxom widow, with a little money — ^he married 
her — ^was steady, and got on by being a good drill. I 
must send Spontoon to see what she is about ; he will 
find her out among the old regimental connections. To- 
morrow you must be indisposed, and keep your room from 
fatigue. Lady Emily is to be your nurse, and Bpontoon 
and I your attendants. You bear the name of a near re- 
lation of mine, whom none of my present people ever saw, 
except Spontoon, so there will be no immeoiate danger. 
So pray feel vour head ache and your eyes grow heavy as 
soon as possible, that you may be put upon the sick fist ; 
and, Emily, do you order an apartment tor Frank Stanley, 
with all the atteniions which an invalid may require.” 

In the morning the Colonel visited his ^est. “ How,” 
said he, “I h&ve some good news for you. Y^our reputation 
as a gentleman and officer is efiectually cleared of neglect 
of duty, and accession to the mutiny in GJardiner’s re^- 
ment. I have had a correspondence on this subject with 
a very zealous friend of yours, your Scottish parson, 
Morton ; his first letter was addressed to Sir Everard ; 
but I relieved the good Baronet of the trouble of answer- 
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ing it. You must know that your free-booting acquaint- 
ance, Donald of the Cave, has at length fallen into the 
hands of the Philistines. He was driving off the cattle of a 
certain proprietor, called Killan — something or other 

“ Killancureit ? ” 

The same — now the gentleman being, it seems, a great 
farmer, and having a special value for his breed of cattle, 
being, moreover, rather of a timid disposition had got a 
party of soldiers to protect his property. So Donald run 
his head unawares into the lion’^s mouth, and was defeated 
and made prisoner. Being ordered for execution, his 
conscience was assailed on the one hand by a Catholic 
priest, on the other by your friend Morton. He re- 
pulsed the Catholic chiefly on account of the doctrine of 
extreme unction, which this economical gentleman, con- 
sidered as an excessive waste of oil. So his conversion 
from a state of impenitence fell to Mr Morton’s shara 
who, I dare say, acquitted himself excellently, though, 1 
suppose, Donald made but a queer kind of Christian after 
all. He confessed, however, before a magistrate, one 
Major Melville, who seems to nave been a correct, friendly 
sort of person, nis full intrigue with Houghton, explaining 
particularly how it was carried on and fully acquitting 
you of the least accession to it. He also mentioned his 
rescuing you from the hands of the volunteer officer, and 
sending you, by orders of the Pret — Chevalier, I mean — as 
a prisoner to Doune, from whence he understood you 
were carried prisoner to Edinburgh. These are parti- 
culars which cannot but tell in your favour. He mnted 
that he had been employed to deliver and protect you, 
and rewarded for doing so ; but he would not confess by 
whom^ alleging, that though he would not have minded 
breaking any ordinary oath to satisfy the curiosity of Mr 
Morton, to whose pious admonitions he owed so much, yet^ 
in the present case, he had been sworn to silence upon 
the edge of his dirk,^ which, it seems, constituted, in his 
opinion, an inviolable obligation." 

“ And what is become of him ? ” 

“ Ob, he was hanged at Stirling after the rebels raised 
the siege, with his lieutenant, and four plaids besides ; 
he having the advantage of a gallows more lofty than his 
friends." 

/‘Well, I have little cause either to regret or rejoice at 
his death ; and yet he has done me both good and harm 
to a very considerable extent," 

^ Kote 23. Oftth upon tlie DirJs:, 
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“His confession, at least, will serve you materially, 
since it wipes from your character all those suspicions 
which gave the accusation against you a complexion of a 
nature different from that with which so many unfortunate 
gentlemen, now, or lately, in arms against the government, 
may be justly charged- Their treason — must give it its 
pame, though you participate in its guilt — is an action 
arising from mistaken virtue, and therefore cannot be 
classed as a disgrace, though it be doubtless highly crim- 
inal. Where the guilty are so numerous, clemency must 
be extended to far the greai^r number ; and I have little 
doubt of procuring a remission for you. providing we can 
keep you out of the claws of justice, till she has selected 
and gorged upon her victims ; for in this, as in other 
cases, it will be according to the vulgar proverb, ^ First 
come, first served.’ Besides, government are desirous at 
present to intimidate the En^ish Jacobites, among whom 
they can find few examples for punishment. This is a 
vindictive and timid feeling which will soon wear ofi^ 
for, of all nations, the English are least blood-thirsty by 
nature. But it exists at present, and you must, thereiore, 
be kept out of the way in the meantime.” 

Now entered Spontoon with an anxious countenance. 
By his regimental acquaintances, he had traced out 
Madam Nosebag, and found her full of ire, fuss, and 
fidget, at discovery of an impostor, who had travelled 
from the north with her unaer the assumed name of 
Captain Butler of GJardiner’s dragoons. She was going 
to lodge an information on the subject, to have him 
sought for as an emissary of the Pretenaer ; but Spontoon, 
(an old soldier,) while he pretended to approve, contiivea 
to make her delay her intention. No time, however, was 
to be lost : the accuracy of this good dame’s description 
might probably lead to the discovery that Waverley was 
the pretended Captain Butler ; an identification fraught 
with danger to Edward, perhaps to his uncle, and even to 
Colonel Talbot’. Which way to direct his course was now* 
therefore, the question. 

“ To Scotland,” said Waverley. 

To Scotland ? ” said the Colonel ; “ with what purpose ? 
not to engage ^ain with the rebels, I hope ? ” 

“No — considered my campaign ended, when, after all 
my efforts, I could not rejom them ; and now, by alj 
accounts, they are gone to make a winter, campaign in 
the Highlands, where such adherents as I am would 
rather be burdensome than tiseful. Indeed* it seems 
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likely that they only prolong the war to place the 
Chevalier’s person out of danger, and then to make some 
terms for themselves. To burden them with my presence 
would merely add another party, whom they would not 
give up, and could not defend. I understand they left 
almost all their English adherents in garrison at Carlisle, 
for that very reason : — and on a more general view. 
Colonel, to confess the truth, though it may lower me in 
your opinion, I am heartily tired ot the trade of war, and 
am, as Fletcher’s Humorous Xiieutenant says, ‘even as 

wea^ of this lighting ’ ” 

“ lighting i pooh, what have you seen but a skirmish 
or two ^ — Ah I if you saw war on the grand scale—sixty 
or a hundred thousand men in the field on each side 1 ” 

“I am not at all curious, Colonel — ^Enough, says our 
homely proverb, is as good as a feast. The plumed troops 
and the big war used to enchant me in poetry ; but the 
night marches, vigils, couches under the wintry sky, and 
such accompaniments of the glorious trade, are not at all 
to my taste in practice : — then for dry blows, I had my fill 
of fighting at Clifton, where I escaped by a hair’s-breadth 

half-a-dozen times ; and you, I should think ” He 

stopped. 

‘^Had enough of it at Preston ? you mean to say,” 
answered the CJolonel, laughing ; “ but ’tis my vocation, HaL” 
“It is not mine thou^,” said Waverley ; “and having 
honourably got rid of the sword, which I drew- only as a 
volunteer, i am quite satisfied with my military experience, 
and shall be in no hurry to take it up again.’^ 

“ I am very glad you are of that mind, — but then what 
would you do in the north % ” 

“In the first place, there are some seaports on the 
eastern, coast of Scotland still in the hands of the 
Chevalier’s friends ; should I gain any of them, I can 
easily embark for the Continent.” 

“ Good — your second reason % ” 

“Why^ to speak the very truth, there is a person in 
Scotland upon whom I now find my happiness depends 
more than I was always aware, and aiDOut whose situation 
I am very anxious.” 

“Then Emily was righ^ and there is a love afiair in the 
case after all? — ^And which of these two pretty Scotch- 
women, whom you insisted upon my admiring, is the 

distinguished fair ? not Miss Glen I hope.” 

“Ho” 

“ Ah, pass for the other ; simplicity may be improved. 
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but piide and conceit never. Well, I don’t discourage 
you ; I think it will please Sir Everard, from what he said 
when I jested with him about it ; only I hope that 
intolerable papa, with his brogue, and his snuiF, and his 
Latin, and his insufferable long stories about the Duke of 
Berwick, will find it necessary hereafter to be an in- 
habitant of foreign parts. But as to the daughter, though 
I think you might find as fitting a match in England, yet 
if your heart be really set upon this Scotch rose-bud, why 
the Baronet has a great opinion of her father and of his 
family, and he wishes much to see you married and settled, 
both for your own sake and for that of the three ermines 

F assant, which may otherwise pass away altogether. But 
will bring you his mind fully upon the subject, since 
you are debarred correspondence for the present, for I 
think you will not be long in Scotland before me.” 

“ Indeed ! and what can induce you to think of return- 
ing to Scotland ? No relenting longings towards the land 
of mountains and floods, I am afraid.” 

“None, on my word ; but Emily’s health is now, thank 
God, re-established, and, to tell you the truth, I have 
little hopes of concluding the business which I have at 
present most at heart, until I can have a personal inter- 
view with his Boyal Highness the Commander-in-Chief : 
for, as Fluellen says, ‘ the duke doth love me well, and i 
thank heaven I have deserved some love at his hands/ 

I am now going out for an hour or two to arrange matters 
for vour departure ; your liberty extends to the next room, 
Lady Emily’s parlour, where you will find her when you 
are disposed for music, reading, or conversation, we 
have taken measures to exclude ^1 servants but Spontoon, 
who is as true as steel.” 

In about two hours Colonel Talbot returned, and found 
his young friend conversing with his lady ; she pleased 
with his manners and information, and he delighted at 
being restored, though but for a moment, to the society 
of his own rank, from which he had been for some time 
excluded. 

“And now,” said the Colonel, “hear my arrangements, 
for there is little time to lose. This youn^ter, Edward 
Waverley, alias Wiliams, alias Captain Butlen must 
continue to pass by his fourth alias of Francis Stanley, 
my nephew : he shall set out to-morrow for the North, 
and the chariot shall take him the first two stages. Spon- 
toon shall then attend him ; and they shall ride post as 
far as Huntingdon ; and the presence of Spontoon, well 
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known on the road as my servant, will check all dis- 
position to enquiry. At Huntingdon you will meet the 
real Frank Stanley. He is studyiM at Cambridge ; but 
a little while ago, doubtful if Emily’s health would 

E ermit me to go down to the North myself, I procured 
im a passport from the secretary of state’s office to go in 
my stead- As he went chiefly to look after you, his 
Journey is now unnecessary. He knows your story ; you 
will dine together at Huntingdon ; and perhaps your wise 
heads may hit upon some plan for removing or diminishing 
the danger of your farther progress northward- And now, 
(taking out a morocco case,) let me put you in funds for 
the campaign.” 

“ I am ashamed- my dear Colonel,” 

“Nay,” said Colonel Talbot; “you should command my 
purse in any event ; but this money is your own. Your 
father, considering the chance of your being attainted, 
left me his trustee for your advantage. So that you are 
worth above £15,000, besides Brerewood Lodge — a very 
independent person, I promise you. There are bills here 
for £200 ; any larger sum you may have, or credit abroad, 
as soon as your motions require it.” 

The first use which occurred to Waverley of his newly- 
acquired wealth, was to write to honest Farmer Jopson, 
requesting his acceptance of a silver tankard on the part 
of his friend Williams, who had not forgotten the night 
of the eighteenth December last. He begged him at the 
same time carefully to preserve for him his Highland 
garb and accoutrements, particularly the arms, curious in 
themselves, and to which the friendship of the donors 
gave additional value. Lady Emily undertook to find 
some suitable token of remembrance, likely to flatter the 
vanity and please the taste of Mrs Williams ; and the 
Colonel, who was a kind of farmer, promised to send the 
Ulswater patriarch an excellent team of horses for cart 
and plough. 

One happy day Waverley spent in London ; and, 
travelling in the manner projected, he met with Frank 
Stanley at Huntingdon. The two young men were 
acauainted in a minute, 

“I can read my uncle’s riddle,” said Stanley; “the 
cautious old soldier did not care to hint to me that I 
might hand over to you this passporh which I have no 
occasion for ; but if it should afterwards come out as the 
rattle-pated trick of a young Cantab, cela ne tire it rien. 
You ai'e therefore to be Francis Stanley, with this pass- 
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poi-t.” This proposal appeared in effect to alleviate a. 
great part of the difficulties which Edward must other- 
wise have encountered at every turn ; and accordingly he 
scrupled not to avail himself of it, the more especially as 
he had discarded all political purposes from his present 
journey, and could not be accused of furthering machin- 
ations against the government while travelling under 
protection of the secretary’s passport. 

The day passed merrily away. The young student was 
inquisitive about Waverley’s campaigns, and the manners 
of the Highlands, and Edward was obliged to satisfy his 
curiosity by whistling a pibroch, dancing a strathspey, 
and singing a Highland song. Tne next morning Stanley 
rode a stage northward with his new friend, and parted 
from him with great reluctance, upon the remonstrances 
of Spontoon, who, accustomed to submit to discipline, 
was rigid in enforcing it. 


CHAPTER LXIII. 

Desolatimi. 

Waveeley riding post, as was the usual fashion of the 
period, -without any adventure save one or two queries, 
which the talisman of his passport sufficiently answered, 
reached the borders of Scotland. Here he heard the tid- 
ings of the decisive battle of Culloden. It was no more 
than he had long expected, though the success at Falkirk 
had thrown a faint and setting gleam over the arms of 
the Chevalier. Yet it came upon him like a shock, by 
which he was for a time altogether unmanned. The 
generous, the courteous, the noble-minded Adventurer, 
was then a fugitive, with a price upon his head ; hiiS 
swiherents, so brave, so enthusiastic, so faithful, were dead^ 
imprisoned, or exiled. Where, now, was the exalted and 
high-souled Fergus, if, indeed he had survived the night 
at Clifton ? Where the pure-hearted and primitive Baron 
of Bradwardine, whose foibles seemed foils to set off the 
disinterestedness of his disposition, the genuine goodness 
of his heart, and his unshaken course % Those who clung 
for support to these fallen colximns, flose and Flora, where 
were they to be sought, and in what distress must not the 
loss of their natural protectors have involved them f Of 
Flora, he thought with the regard of a brother for a sister ; 
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of Rose, with a sensation yet more deep and tender. It 
might be still his fate to supply the want of those guar- 
dians they had lost. Agitated by these thoughts he 
precipitated his journey. 

When he arrived in Edinburgh, where his inquiries 
must necessarily commence, he felt the full difficulty of 
his situation. Many inhabitants of that city had seen 
and known him as Edward Waverley ; how, then, could 
he avail himself of a passport as Francis Stanley? He 
resolved, therefore, to avoid all company, and to move 
northward as soon as possible. He was, however, obliged 
to W’ait a day or two in expectation of a letter from 
Colonel Talbot, and he was also to leave his own address, 
under his feigned character, at a place agreed upon. 
With this latter purpose he salliecf out in the dusk 
through the well-known streets, carefully shunning ob- 
servation, but in vain : one of the first persons whom he 
met at once recognised him. It was Mrs Flockhart, 
Fergus Mac-Ivor’s good-humoured landlady. 

“Gude guide u^ Mr Waverley, is this you? na, ye 
needna be feared tor me. I wad betray nae gentleman 
in your circumstances — eh, lack a-d^ 1 lack a-day 1 
here^s a change o’ markets ; how merry Colonel Mac -Ivor 
and you used to be in our house 1 ” And the good-natured 
widow shed a few natural tears. As there was no resist- 
ing her claim of acquaintance, Waverley acknowledged it 
-mth a good grace, as well as the danger of his own 
situation. “As it’s near the darkening, sir, wad ye just 
step in by to our house, and tak a dish o’ tea ? and I am 
sure if ye like to sleep in the little room, I wad tak care 
ye are no disturbed, and naebody wad ken ye ; for Kate 
and Matty, the limmers,^ gaed affi wi’ twa o’ Hawley’s 
dragoons, and I hae twa new queans instead o’ them.” 

Waverley accepted her invitation, and engaged her 
lodging for a ni^t or two, satisfied he should be safer in 
the house of this simple creature than anywhere else. 
When he entered the parlour, his heart swelled to see 
Fergus’s bonnet, with the white cockade, hanging beside 
the little mirror. 

“ Ay,” said Mrs Flockhart, sighiim, as she observed the 
direction of his eyea “the puir Colonel bought a new 
ane just the day before they marched, and I winna let 
them tak that ane doun, but just to brush it ilka day 
mysell ; and whiles I look at it till I just think I hear 
him cry to Callum to bring him his bonnet, as he used to 
^ Loose mannerea women. 
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do when he was ganging ont. — It’s unco silly* — the 
neighbours ca’ me a Jacobite — but they may say their 
say — am sure it’s no for that — but he was as kind- 
hearted a gentleman as ever lived, and as weel-fa’rd too. 
Oh, d’ye ken, sir, when he is to suffer ? ” 

“Suffer! Good heaven ! — Why, where is he ?” 

“Eh, Lord’s sake! d’ye no ken? The poor Hieland 
body, Dugald Mahony, cam here a while syne, wi’ ane o’ 
his arms cuttit off*, and a sair clour^ in the head — ye’ll 
mind Dugaldj he carried aye an axe on his shouther — ^and 
he cam here lust begging, as I may say, for something to 
eat. Aweel, he tauld us the CliieJl^ as they ca’d him, (i3ut 
I aye ca’ him the Colonel,) and Ensign Maccombich, that 
ye mind weel, were ta’en somewhere beside the English 
border, when it was sae dark that his folk never missed 
him till it was ower late, and they were like to gang 
clean daft.^ And he said that little Callum Beg, (he was 
a bauld mischievous callant that,) and your honour, were 
killed that same night in the tuilzie,^ and mony mae 
braw* men. But he grat® when he spak o’ the Colonel, 
ye never saw the like* And now the word gangs the 
Colonel is to be tried, and to suffer wi’ them that were 
ta’en at Carlisle.” 

“ And his sister ? ” 

“ Ay, that they ca’d the Lady Flora — weel, she’s away 
up to Carlisle to him, and lives wi’ some grand Papist 
lady thereabouts to be near him.” 

“ And,” said Edward, “ the other young lady ? ” 

“Whilk other? I ken only of ae sister the Colonel 
had.” 

“ I mean Miss Bradwardine,” said Edward. 

“ Ou, ay ; the laird’s daughter,” said his landlady, 
“ She was a very bonny lassie, poor thing, but far shyer 
than Lady Flora.” 

“Where is she, for God’s sake?” 

“ Ou, wha kens where ony o’ them is now ? puir things, 
they’re sair ta’en doun for their white cockades and their 
white roses ; but she gaed north to her father’s in Perth- 
shire, when the government troops cam back to Edinbro’. 
There was some pretty men amang them, and ane Major 
Whacker was quartered on me, a very cee^ gentleman, — 
but O, Mr Waverley, he was naethmg sae weel fa’rd as 
the puir Colonel.” 

“ l)o you know what is become of Miss Bradwardine’s 
father ? ” 

1 Very stnpM. ® Sore blow. ^ Quite ma5. * Fray. * Gallant. 


* Wepfc. 
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“ The auld laird ? na, naebody kens that ; but they say 
he fought very hard in that bluidy battle at Inverness ; 
and Deacon Clank, the white-iron smith, says, that the 
government folk are sair agane him for having been out 
twice ; and troth he might hae ta’en warning, but there’s 
nae fule like an auld fule — ^the puir Colonel was only out 
ance.’^ 

Such conversation contained almost all the good-natured 
widow knew of the fate of her late lodgers and acquaint- 
ances : but it was enough to determme Edward, at all 
hazards, to proceed instantly to Tully-Veolan, wnere he 
concluded he should see, or at least hear something of 
Rose. He therefore left a letter for Colonel Talbot at the 
place agreed upon, signed by his assumed name, and 
giving for his address the post-town next to the Baron’s 
residence. 

From Edinburgh to Perth he took post-horses, resolving 
to make the rest of his journey on foot ; a mode of 
travelling to which he was partial, and which had the 
advantage of permitting a deviation from the road when 
he saw parties of military at a distance. His campaign 
had considerably strengthened his constitution, and im- 
proved his habits of enduring fatigue. His baggage he 
sent before him as opportunity occurred. 

As he advanced northward, the traces of war became 
visible. Broken carriages, dead horses, unroofed cottages, 
trees felled for palisades, and bridges destroyed, or only 
partially repaired, — all indicated the movements of hostile 
armies. In those places where the gentry were attached 
to the Stewart cause, their houses seemed dismantled o^ 
deserted, the usual course of what may be called orna- 
mental labour was totally interrupted, and the inhabitants 
were seen gliding about, with fear, sorrow, and dejectiori 
on their faces. 

It was evening when he approached the village of 
Tully-Veolan, wdtn feelings and sentiments — how different 
from those which attended his first entrance ! Then, life 
was so new to him, that a dull or disagreeable day was 
one of the greatest misfortunes which his imagination 
anticipated, and it seemed to him that his time ought only 
to be consecrated to elegant or amusing study, and re- 
lieved by social or youthful frolic. Now, how changed f 
how saddened, yet how elevated was his character, within 
the course of a very few months ! Danger and misfortune 
are rapid, though severe teachers. sadder and a 

wiser man,’^ he felt, in internal confidence and mental 
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dignity, a compensation for the gay dreams which, in his 
case, experience had so rapidly dissolved. 

As he approached the village, he saw, with surprise and 
anxiety, that a party of soldiers were quartereti near it, 
and, wnat was worse, that they seemed stationary there. 
This he conjectured from a few tents which he beheld 
glimmering upon what was called the Common Moor. To 
avoid the risk of being stopped and questioned in a place 
where he was so likely to be recognised, he made a large 
circuit, altogether avoiding the hamlet, and approaching 
the upper gate of the avenue by a by-path well known to 
Mm. A single glance announced that great changes had 
taken place. One half of the gate, entirely destroyed, 
and split up for firewood, lay in piles, ready to be taken 
away ; the other swung uselessly about upon its loosened 
hinges. The battlements above the gate were broken and 
thrown down, and the carved Bears, wMch were said to 
have done sentineTs duty upon the top for centuries, now, 
hurled from their posts, lay among the rubbish. The 
avenue was cruelly wasted. Several large trees were 
felled and left lying across the path : and the cattle of the 
villagers, and the more rude hoofs of dragoon horses, had 
poached into black mud the verdant turf, which Waverley 
had so much admired. 

Upon entering the courtyard, Edward saw the fears 
realized which these circumstances had excited. The 
place had been sacked by the King’s troops, who, in 
wanton mischief, had even attempted to burn it ; and 
though the tMckness of the walls had resisted the fire, 
unless to a partial extent, the stables and out-houses 
were totally consumed. The towers and pinnacles of the 
main building were scorched and blackened; the pave- 
ment of the court broken and shattered ; the doors tom 
down entirely, or hanging by a single hinge ; the windows 
dashed in and demolished, and the court strewed with 
articles of furniture broken into fragments. The acces- 
saries of ancient distinction, to wMch the Baron, in the 
pride of his heart, had attacned so much importance and 
veneration, were treated with peculiar contumely. The 
fountain ^ was demolished, ana the spring, wMch h^ 
supplied it, now flooded the courtyard. The stone basin 
seemed to be destined for a drinking-trough for cattle, 
from the manner in wMch it was arranged upon the 
ground. The whole tribe of Bears, laige and small, Jiad 
experienced as little favour as those at the head of me 
avenue, and one or two of the family pictures, wMch 
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seemed to have served as targets for the soldiers, lay on 
the ground in tatters. With an aching heart, as may 
well be imagined, Edward viewed this wreck of a mansion 
so respected. But his anxiety to learn the fate of the 
proprietors, and his fears as to what that fate might be, 
increased with every step. When he entered upon the 
terrace, new scenes of desolation were visible. The balus- 
trade was broken down, the walls destroyed, the borders 
overgrown with weeds, and the fruit-trees cut down or 
grubbed up. In one copartment of this old-fashioned 
garden were two immense horse-chestnut trees, of whose 
size the Baron was particularly vain : too lazy, jDerhaps, to 
cut them down, the spoilers, with malevolent ingenuity, 
had mined them, and placed a quantity of gunpowder in 
the cavity. One had been shivered to pieces by the ex- 
plosion, and the fragments lay scattered around, encum- 
bering the ground it had so lon^ shadowed. The other 
mine had been more partial in its effect. About one- 
fourth of the trunk oi the tree was torn from the mass, 
which, mutilated and defaced on the one side, still spread 
on the other its ample and undiminished boughs.^ 

Amid these general marks of ravage, there were some 
which more particularly addressed the feelings of Waver- 
ley. Viewing the front of the building, thus wasted and 
defaced, his eyes naturally sought the little balcony 
which more properly belonged to Bose’s apartment — her 
troisieme, or rather cinqui^me etage* It was easily dis- 
covered, for beneath it lay the stage-flowers and shrubs, 
with which it was her pride to decorate ih and which had 
been hurled from the bartizan : several or her books were 
mingled with broken flower-pots and other remnants. 
Among these, Waverley distinguished one of his own, a 
small copy of Ariosto, and gathered it as a treasure, 
tliough -wasted by the wind and rain. 

While plunged in the sad reflections which the scene 
excited, he was looking around for some one who might 
explain the fate of the inhabitants, he heard a voice from 
the interior of the building singing, in well-remembered 
accents, an old Scottish song : 

They came upon us in tl»e night, 

And brake my bower and slew my knight : 

My servants a’ for life did flee. 

And left ns in extremity, 

A pair of chestnut trees, destroyed, the one entirely, and the other in port, hy 
such a mischievous and wanton act of revenge, grew at Invergany Castle, the 
fastness of MacPonald of OleogaiTy. (S.) 
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They slew my knight, to me sae dear; 

They slew my knight and drave his geai*; ^ 
The moon may set, the sun may rise. 

But a deadly sleep has closed his eyes.'* 


Alas, thought Edward, is it thou ? Poor helpless being, 
art thou alone left, to gibber and moan, and hll with thy 
wild and unconnected scraps of minstrelsy the halls that 
protected thee 1 — He then called, first low, and then 
louder, “ Davie — Davie Gellatley I 
The poor simpleton showed himself from among the 
ruins of a sort of green-house, that once terminated what 
was called the Terrace- Walk, but at first sight of a 
stranger retreated, as if in terror. Waverley, remember- 
ing his habits, began to whistle a tune to which he was 
partial, which Davie had expressed great pleasure in 
listening to, and had picked up from him by the ear. 
Our hero’s minstrelsy no more equalled that of Blondel, 
than poor Davie resembled Cceur de Lion ; but the mel- 
ody had the same efiec^ of producing recognition. Davie 
^ ain stole from his lurking-place, but timidljr, while 
Waverley, afraid of frightening him, stood making the 
most encouraging signals he could devise. — “It’s his 
ghaist,” muttered Davie ; yet, coming nearer, he seemed 
to acknowledge his living acquaintance. The poor fool 
himself appeared the ghost of what he had b^n. The 

S eculiar dress in which he had been attired in better 
ays, showed only miserable rags of its whimsical finery, 
the lack of which was oddly supplied by the remnants ot 
tapestried hangings, window-curtains, and shreds of 
pictures, with which he had bedizened his tatters. His 
face, too, had lost its vacant and careless ain and the poor 
creature looked^ hollow-eyed, meagre, half-starved, and 
nervous to a pitiable degree. After long hesitation, he at 
length approached Waverl^ with some confidence, stared 
Mni sadly in the face, and said, “A’ dead and gane — a’ 
dead and gane.” 

“Who are dead?” said Waverley, forgetting the in- 
capacity of Davie to hold any connected discourse. 

“Baron — and Bailie — and Saunders Saunderson — and 
Lady Bose, that sang sae sweet— -A’ dead and gane — dead 
and gane ; 

But follow, follow me. 

While glowworms light the lea, 
ni show ye where tti© dead shouM he— 


* The first three couplets are from an oM hallad, called Uie Bcidar WMow'a 
Lament, <S.) 
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Each in his shroud. 

While winds pipe loud. 

And the red moon peeps dim through the cloud. 

Follow, follow me; 

Brave should he be 

That treads by night the dead man’s lea.” 

With these words, chanted in a wild and earnest tone, 
he made a sign to Waverley to follow him, and walked 
rapidly towards the bottom of the garden, tracing the 
bank of the stream, which, it may be remembered, was its 
eastern boundary, Edward, over whom an involuntary 
shuddering stole at the import of his words, followed kirn 
in some hope of an explanation. As the house was 
evidently deserted, he could not expect to find among the 
ruins any more rational informer. 

Davie, walking very fast, soon reached the extremity 
of the garden, and scrambled over the ruins of the wall 
that once had divided it from the wooded glen in which 
the old Tower of Tully-Veolan was situated. He then 
junmed down into the bed of the stream, and, followed 
by Waverley, proceeded at a great pace, climbing over 
some fragments of rock, and turning with difSculty round 
others. They passed beneath the ruins of the castle; 
Waverley followed, keeping up with his guide with diffi- 
culty, for the twilight began to fall. Following the 
descent of the stream a little lower, he totally lost him, 
but a twinkling light, which he now discovered among the 
tangled copse-wood and bushes, seemed a surer guide. 
He soon pursued a very uncoutn path ; and by its guid- 
ance at length reached the door of a wretched hut. A 
fierce barking of dogs was at first hearc^ but it stilled at 
his approach. A voice sounded from within, and he held 
it most prudent to listen before he advanced. 

“Wha hast thou brought here, thou unsonsy villain, 
thou ? ” said an old woman, apparently in great indigna- 
tion. He heard Davie Gellatley^ in answer, whistle a 
part of the tune by which he ‘had. recalled himself to the 
simpleton's memory, and had now no hesitation to knock 
at the door. There was a dead silence instantly within, 
except the deep growling of the dogs ; and he next heard 
the mistress of the hut approach the door, not probably 
for the sake of undoing a latch, but of fastening a bolt. 
To prevent this, Waverley lifted the latch himself. 

In front was an old wretched-looking woman, exclaim- 
ing, “Wha comes into folk's houses in this gate, at this 
time o' the night 1" On one side, two grim and half- 
starved deer greyhounds laid aside their ferocity at his 
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appearance and seemed to recognise Mm. On the other 
side, half concealed by the open door, yet apparently 
seeking that concealment reluctantly, with a cocied pistol 
in his right hand, and his left in the act of drawing 
another &om his oelt, stood a tall bony gaunt figure in 
the remnants of a faded uniform, and a beard of three 
weeks’ growth. 

It was the Baron of Bradwardine. — It is unnecessary to 
add, that he threw aside his weapon, and greeted Waverley 
with a hearty embrace. 


CHAPTER LXIV. 

Comparing of Ufotes. 

The Baron’s story was short, when divested of the 
adages and commonplaces, Latin, English^ and Scotch, 
with wMch his erudition garnished it. He insisted much 
upon Ms grief at the loss of Edward and of Glennaquoich, 
fought the fields of Falkirk and Culloden, and related 
how, after all was lost in the last battle, he had returned 
home, under the idea of more easily finding shelter among 
Ms own tenants, and on Ms own estate, than elsewhere. 
A party of soldiers had been sent to lay waste his pro- 
perty, for clemency was not the order of the day. Their 
proceedings, however, were checked by an order from the 
civil court. The estate, it was found, might not be for- 
feited to the crown, to the prejudice of Malcolm Brad- 
wnrdine of Inch-Grabbit, the heir-male, whose claim could 
not be prejudiced by the Baron’s attainderj as deriving no 
rmht through Mm, and who, therefore, like other heirs 
oi entail in the same situation, entered upon possession. 
But, unlike many in similar circumstances, the new 
laird speedily showed that he intended utterly to exclude 
his predecessor from all benefit or advantage in the 
estate, and that it was his purpose to avail him^lf of the 
old Baron’s evil fortune to the full extent. This was the 
more ungenerous, as it was generally known, that, from a 
romantic idea of not prejudicing this young man’s right 
as heir-male, the Baron had r^rained from settling his 
estate on Ms daughter. 

This selfish injustice was resented by the country 
people, who were partial to their old master, and irritated 
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against his successor. In the Barones own words, “The 
matter did not coincide with the feelings of the commons 
of Bradwardine, Mr Waverley ; and the tenants were 
slack and repugnant in payment of their mails and 
duties ; and wnen my kinsman came to the village wi’ the 
new factor, Mr James Howie, to lift the rents, some 
wanchancy person — I suspect John Heatherblutter, the 
auld game-keeper, that was out wi’ me in the year fifteen 
— fired a shot at him in the gloaming, whereby he was so 
aftrighted, that I may say with Tullius in Catilinam, 
Ahiitf evasit, effugit. He fled, sir, as one may say, 

incontinent to Stirling. And now he hath advertised the 
estate for sale, being himself the last substitute in the 
entail. — ^And if I were to lament about sic matters, this 
would grieve me mair than its passing from my immediate 

g ossession,^ whilk, by the course of nature, must have 
appened in a few years. Whereas now it passes from 
the lineage that should have possessed it in scecula scecul- 
orum. But God’s will be done, humana perpessi sumiis. 
Sir John of Bradwardine — Black Sir John, as he is called 
— who was the common ancestor of our house and the 
Inch-Grabbits, little thought such a person would have 
sprung from his loins. Meantime, he has accused me to 
some of the the rulers for the time, as if I were 

a cut-throat, and an abettor of bravoes and assassinates, 
and coupe-jarretsJ And they have sent soldiers here to 
abide on the estate, and hunt me like a partridge upon the 
mountains, as Scripture says of good King David, or like 
our valiant Sir William Wallace, — not that I bring myself 
into comparison with either.-^! thought, when I heard 
you at the door, they had driven the auld deer to his den 
at last ; and so I e’en proposed to die at bay, like a buck 
of the first head. — But now, Janet, canna ye gie us some- 
thing for supper ? ” 

“Ou ay, sir, I’ll brander the moor-fowl that John 
Heatherblutter brought in this morning ; and ye see puir 
Davie’s roasting the black hen’s eggs. — I daur say, Mr 
Wauverley, ye never kend that a* the eggs that were sae 
weel roasted at supper in the Ha’-house were aye turned 
by our Davie ? — ^there’s no the like o’ him ony gate for 
powtering^ wi’ his fingers amang the het peat-ashes, 
and roaetmg eggs.” Davie all this while lay with his nose 
almost in the fire, nuzzling among the ashes, kicking his 
heels, mumbling to himself turning the eggs as they lay 
in the hot embers, as if to confute the proverb, that “ there 
» Those who hamstring others. ^ Trifling. 
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goes reason to roasting of eggs,” and justify the eulogium 
which poor Janet poured out upon 

“ Him whom she loved, her idiot boy.” 

“ Davie’s no sae sill v as folk tak him for, Mr Wauverley ; 
he wadna hae brought you here unless he had kend ye 
was a friend to his Honour — indeed the very dogs kend ye, 
Mr Wauverley, for ye was aye kind to beast and body. — 
I can tell you a story o’ Davie, vi'. Honour’s leave : 
TTifl Honour, ye see, being imder hiding in thae sair times 
— ^the mair’s the pity — he lies a’ day, and whiles a’ night, 
in the cove in the dern hag but though it’s a bieldy ^ 
enough bit, and the auld gudeman o’ Corse-Cleugh has 
panged® it wi’ a kemple^ o' strae amaist, yet when the 
country’s quiet, and the night very caula, his Honour 
whiles creeps doun here to get a warm at the ingle, arid a 
sleep amang the blankets, and gangs awa in the morning. 
Ana so, ae morning, siccan a f ri^t as I got ! Twa unlucky 
red-coats were up for black-fishing, or some siccan ploy — 
for the neb o’ them’s never out o’ mischief — and they 
just got a glisk o’ his Honour as he gaed into the woocL 
and banged aff a gun at him. I out hke a jer-falcon, and 
cried, — ‘Wad they shoot an honest woman’s poor innocent 
bairn?’ And I fleyt^at them, and threepit^it was my 
son 5 and they damned and swuir at me that it was the 
auld rebel, as the villains ca’d his Honour ; and Davie was 
in the wood, and heard the tuilzie, and he, just out o’ his 
ain head, got up the auld grey mantle that liis Honour had 
flung off him to gang the faster, and he cam out o’ the 
very same bit o’ the wood, majoring and looking about 
sae like his Honour, that they were clean beguiled, and 
thought they had letten aff their gun at crack-brained 
Sawney, Os they ca’ him ; and they gae me saxpence, and 
twa saumon fish, to sae naething about it. — Ha, na, Davie’s 
no just like other folk, pair fallow ; but he’s no sae silly 
as folk tak him for. — But, to be sure, how can we do 
enough for his Honour, when we and ours have lived on 
his ground this twa hundred years ; and when he k^pit 
my puir Jamie at school and college, and even at the Ha*- 
house, till he gaed to a better place ; and when he saved 
me fr^ being ta’en to Perth as a witch — ^Lord forgi’e them 
that would touch sic a puir silly auld body { — and has 
maintained puir Davie at heck and manger maist feck ^ o* 
his life?” 

> Hidden peAt-nwMW. * Protected. ® Crammed. * Chopped heap. 

» Scolded. * Asserted. » Part. 
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Waverley at length found an oiyortunity to interrupt 
Janet's narrative, By an enquiry after Miss Bradwardine. 

“ She's weel and safe, thank God 1 at the Duchran,'' 
answered the Baron ; ‘‘the laird’s distantly related to us, 
and more nearly to my chaplain, Mr Rubricfc ; and, though 
he be of Whig principles, yet he's not forgetful of ai3d 
friendship at this time. The Bailie's doing what he can 
to save something out of the wreck for puir Bose ; but I 
doubt, I doubt, I shall never see her again, for I maun lay 
my banes in some far country.” 

“ Hout na, your Honour,” said old Janet, “ ye were just 
as ill aff in the feifteen, and got the bonnie baronie bflu 3 k, 
an' a'. — ^And now the eggs is ready, and the muir-cock's 
brandered, and there's ilk ane a trencher and some saut, 
and the heel o' the white loaf that cam frae the Bailie’s ; 
and there’s plenty o' brandy in the greybeard that Luckie 
Maclearie sent doun, and winna ye be suppered like 
princes ? ” 

“ I wish one Prince, at least of our acquaintance, may be 
no worse of,” said the Baron to Waverley, who joined him 
in cordial hopes for the safety of the unfortunate Che*ralier. 

They then began to talk of their future prospects. The 
Barons plan was very simple. It was^ to escape to 
Prance, where, by the interest of his old fpends, he hoped 
to get some military employment, of which he still con- 
ceived himself capable. JEe invited Waverley to go with 
him, a proposal in which he acquiesce^ providing the 
interest of Colonel Talbot should fail in procuring his 
pardon. Tacitly he hoped the Baron would sanction his 
addresses to Bose, and give him a right to assist him in 
his exile ; but he forbore to speak on this subject until 
his own fate should be decided. They then talked of 
Glennaquoich, for whom the Baron expressed great 
anxiety, although, he observed, he was “ the very Achilles 
of Horatius Placcus, — 

Iznpiger, iracundns, inexorabilis, acer. 

Which,” he continued, “has been thus rendered (verna- 
cularly) by Struan Bobertson ; 

A. fiery etter-cap, a fractious chi^. 

As bet as ginger, and as stieve * as steel.** 

Flora had a lai^e and unquaHhed share of the good old 
man's sympathy. 

It was now wearing late. Old J anet got into some kind 
of kennel behind the nallan ® ; Davie had been long asleep 
^ Firm. * Partitiojcu 
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and snoring between Ban and Buscar. l^ese dogs had 
followed HTTi to the hut after the mansion-house was 
deserted, and there constantly resided ; and their ferocity, 
with the old woman’s reputation of being a witch, con- 
tributed a good deal to keep visitors from the glen. With 
this view, Bailie Macwheeble provided Janet underhand 
with meal for their maintenance, and also with little 
articles of luxury for his patron’s use, in supplying which 
much precaution was necessarily used. After some com- 
pliments, the Baron occupied his usual couch, and Wavei*- 
ley reclined in an easy chair of tattered velvet, which had 
once garnished the state bedroom of Tully-Veolan, (for 
the furniture of this mansion was now scattered through 
all the cottages in the vicinity,) and went to sleep as 
comfortably as if he had been in a bed of down. 


CHAPTEB LXY. 

More Explanation, 

With the first dawn of day, old Janet was scuttling 
about the house to wake the fearon, who usually slept 
sound and heavily. 

“I must go back,” he said to Waverley, *‘to my cove ; 
will you walk down the glen wi’ me ? ” 

They went out together, and followed a narrow and 
entangled footpath, which the occasional passage of 
anglers, or wood-cutters, had traced bjr the side of the 
stream. On their way, the Baron explamed to Waverley, 
that he would be under no danger in remaining a day or 
two at Tully-Veolan, and even in being seen walking 
about if he used the precaution of pretending that he 
was looking at the estate as ^ent or surveyor for 
an Englmh gentleman, who designed to be purchaser. 
With this view, he recommended to him to visit the 
Bailie, who still lived at the factor’s hous^ caHed little 
Veolan, about a mile from the village, though he was to 
remove at next term- Stanley’s passport would be an 
answer to the officer who commanded the military ; and 
as to any of the country people who might recognise 
Waverley, the Baron assured him he was in no danger of 
being betrayed by them. 

Tbelieve,” said the old man, ^‘half the people of th^ 
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barony know that their poor auld laird is somewhere 
hereabout ; for I see they do not suffer a single bairn to 
come here a bird-nesting ; a practice, whilk, when I was 
in full possession of my power as baron, I was unable 
totally to inhibit. Nay, I often find bits of things in my 
way, that the poor bodies, God help them ! leave there, 
because they think they may be useful to me. I hope 
they will get a wiser master, and as kind a one as I 
was/' 

A natural sigh closed the sentence ; but the C[uiet 
equanimity with which the Baron endured his misfor- 
tunes, had something in it venerable and even sublime. 
There was no fruitless repining, no turbid melancholy ; 
he bore his lot, and the hardships which it involved, with 
a good-humoured, though serious composure, and used 
no violent language against the prevailing party. 

“ I did what I thou^t my duty,” said the good old man, 
“ and questionless they are doing what they think theirs. 
It grieves me sometimes to look upon these blackened walls 
of the house of my ancestors ; but doubtless officers can- 
not always keep the soldier's hand from depredation and 
spuilzie ; and Gfustavus Adolphus himself, as ye may read 
in Colonel Munro his Expedition with the worthy Scotch 
regiment called Mackay^s regiment, did often permit it. 
— Indeed I have myself seen as sad sights as Tully-Veolan 
now is, when I served with the Mareschal Duke of Ber- 
wick. To be sure we may say with Virgilius Maro, 
Fuimus Troes — and there’s the end of an auld sang. But 
houses and families and men have a’ stood lang eneugh 
when they have stood till they fall with honour ; and now 
I hae gotten a house that is not unlike a dorrnis ultima *^ — 
they were now standing below a steep rock. “We poor 
Jacobites,” continued the Baron, looking up, “are now 
like the conies in Holy Scripture, (which the great 
traveller Pococke calleth Jerboa,) a feeble people, that 
make our abode in the rocks. So, fare ye well, my good 
lad, till we meet at Janet’s in the even ; for I must get 
into my Patmos, wliich is no easy matter for my auld stiff 
limbs.’^ 

With that he began to ascend the rock, striding, with 
the help of his hands, from one precarious footstep to 
another, tall he got about half way up, where two or 
three bushes concealed the mouth of a hole, resembling 
an oven, into which the Baron insinuate^ first his head 
and shoulders, and then, by slow gradation, the rest of 
his long body ; his legs and feet finally disappearing, 
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coiled up like a huge snake entering his retreat, or a long 
pedigree introduced with care and difficulty into the 
narrow pigeon-hole of an old cabinet. Waverley had the 
curiosity to clamber up and look in upon him in his den, 
as the lurking-place might well be termed. Upon the 
whole, he looked not unlike that ingenious puzzle, called 
a reel in a bottle, the marvel of children, (and of some 
grown people too, myself for one,) who can neither com- 
prehend the mystery how it has got in, or how it is to be 
taken out. The cave was very narrow, too low in the 
roof to admit of his standing, or almost of his sitting up, 
though he made some awkward attempts at the latter 
posture. His sole amusement was the perusal of his old 
friend Titus Livius, varied by occasionally scratching 
Latin proverbs and texts of Scripture with his knife on 
the roof and walls of his fortalice, which were of sand- 
stone- As the cave was dry, and filied with clean straw 
and withered fern, it made,” as he said, coiling himself 
up with an air of snugness and comfort which contrasted 
strangely with his situation, “unless when the wind was 
due north, a very passable gite.^ for an old soldier.” 
Keither, as he observed, was he without sentries for the 
purpose of reconnoitring. Davie and his mother were 
constantly on the watch, to discover and avert danger ; 
and it was singular what instances of address seemed 
dictated by the instinctive attachment of the poor 
simpleton, when his patron’s safety was concerned. 

With Janet, Edward now sought an interview. He 
had recognised her at first sight as the old woman who 
had nursed him during his sickness after his delivery 
from Gifted Giifillan. The hut also, though a little 
repaired, and somewhat better furnished, was certainly 
the place of his confinement ; and he now recollected on 
the common moor of Tully-veolan the trunk of a large 
decayed tree, called the try sting-tree, which he had no 
doubt was the same at which the Iiighlandei*s rendez- 
voused on that memorable night. All this he had com- 
bined in Ms imagination the night before ; but reasons, 
which may pmbably occur to the reader, prevented him 
from catechising J anet in the presence of the Baron. 

He now commenced the task in good earnest ; and the 
first question was, Who was the young lady that visited 
the hut during Ms illness? Janet paused for a little: 
and then observed, that to keep the secret now, would 
neither do good nor ill to anybody. 

* Refuge. 
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‘‘ rt was just a leddy, that hasna her equal in the world 
— Miss Bose Bradwardine ! 

‘‘ Then Miss Bose was probably also the author of my 
deliverance/’ inferred Waverley^ delighted at the confir- 
mation of an idea which local circumstances had already 
induced him to entertain. 

“I wot weel, Mr Wauverley, and that was she e’en; but 
sair, sair angry and affronted wad she hae been, puir 
thing, if she had thought ye had been ever to ken a word 
about the matter ; for she gar’d me speak aye Gaelic 
when ye was in hearing, to mak ye trow we were in the 
Hielands. I can speak it weil eneugh, for my mother 
w as a Hieland woman.” 

A few more questions now brought out the whole 
mystery respecting Waverley’s deliverance from the bon- 
dage in which he left Caimvreckan. Never did music 
sound sweeter to an amateur, than the drowsy tautology, 
with which old Janet detailed every circumstance, 
thrilled upon the ears of Waverley. But my reader is 
not a lover, and I must spare his patience, by attempting 
to condense within reasonable compass, the narrative 
which old Janet spread through a harangue of nearly 
two hours. 

When Waverley communicated to Fergus the letter he 
had received from Bose Bradwardine, by Davie Gellatley, 
giving an account of Tully-Veolan being occupied by a 
small party of soldiers, that circumstance had struck 
upon the busy and active mind of the Chieftain. Eager 
to distress and narrow the posts of the enemy, desirous 
to prevent their establishing a garrison so near him, and 
willing also to oblige the Baron^ — for he often had the 
idea of marriage with Bose floating through Ms brain, — 
he resolved to send some of his people to drive out the 
red-coats, and to bring Bose to Glennaquoich. But just 
as he had ordered Evan wdth a small party on this duty, 
the news of Cope’s having marched into the Highlands 
to meet and disperse the forces of the Chevalier, ere they 
came to a head, obliged him to join the standard with his 
whole forces. 

He sent to order Donald Bean to attend him ; but that 
cautious freebooter, who well understood the value of a 
separate command, instead of joining, sent various apolo- 
gies wMch the pressure of the times compelled Fergus to 
admit as current, though not without the internal resolu- 
tion of being revenged on him for his procrastination, 
time and place convenient. However, as he could not 
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amend the matter, he issued orders to Donald to descend 
into the Low Country, drive the soldiers from Tully- 
Yeolan, and, paying fidl respect to the mansion of the 
Baron, to take his abode somewhere near it^ for protec- 
tion of his daughter and famOy, and to harass and drive 
away any of the armed volunteers, or small parties of 
military, which he might find moving about the vicinity. 

As this chaise formed a sort of roving commission, 
which Donald proposed to interpret in the way most 
advantageous to himself, as he was relieved from the 
immediate terrors of Fergus, and as he had, from former 
secret services, some interest in the councils of the 
Chevalier, he resolved to make hay while the s^ shone. 
He achieved, without difficulty, the task of driving the 
soldiers from Tully-Veolan ; but although he dia not 
venture to encroach upon the interior of the family, or to 
disturb Miss Bose, being unwilling to make himself a 
powerful enemy in the Chevaher's army, 

“For well he knew the Baron'a wrath was deadly ; 

yet he set about to raise contributions and exactions 
upon the ^nantry, and otherwise to turn the war to his 
own advantage. Meanwhile he mounted the white 
cockade, and waited upon Rose with a pretext of great 
devotion for the service in which her father was engaged, 
and many apologies for the freedom he must necessarily 
use for the support of his people. It was at this moment 
that Bose learned, by open-mouthed fame, with all sorts 
of exaggeration, that Waverley had killed the smith at 
Caimvreckan, in an attempt to arrest him ; had been cast 
into a dungeon by Major Melville of Caimvreckan, and 
was to be executed by martial law within three days. In 
the agony which these tidings excited, she proposed to 
Donald &an the rescue of the prisoner. It was the very 
sort of service which he was desifous to undertake, 
judging it might constitute a merit of such a nature as 
womd make amends for any peccadilloes which he might 
be guilty of in the country. He had the art^ howeve^ 
pleading all the while duty and discipline, to hold offi 
until poor Bose, in the extremity of her distress, offered 
to bribe him tp the enterprise with some valuable jewels 
which had been her moth^'^s. 

Donald Bean, who had served in France, knew, and 
perhaps over-estim*»+'-<=^ the value of these trinkei^ But 
he also perceived 
covered that she had 
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ley’s liberation. Resolved this scruple should not part 
him and the treasure, he voluntarily offered to take an 
oath that he would never mention Miss Rose’s share in 
the transaction ; and foreseeing convenience in keeping 
the oath, and no probable advantage in breaking it, he 
took the engagement — in order, as he told his lieutenant, 
to deal handsomely by the young lady — in the only mode 
and form which, by a mental paction with himself, he 
considered as binding — he swore secrecy tipon his drawn 
dirk. He was the more especially moved to this act of 
good faith by some attentions that Miss Bradwardine 
showed to his daughter Alice, which, while they gained 
the heart of the mountain damsel, highly gratified the 
pride of her father. Alice, who could now speak a little 
English, was very communicative in return for Rose’s 
kindness, readily confided to her the whole papers re- 
specting the intrigue w’ith Gardiner’s regiment, of which 
she was the depositary, and as readily undertook, at her 
instance, to restore them to Waverley without her father’s 
knowledge. “For they may oblige the bonnie young 
lady and the handsome young gentleman,” said Alice. 
“ and what use has my father for a whin bits o’ scaitea 
paper? 

Tlie reader is aware that she took an opportunity of 
executing this purpose on the eve of Waverley’s leaving 
the glen. 

How Donald executed his enterpidse, the reader is 
aware. But the expulsion of the military from Tully- 
Veolan had given alarm, and, while he was lying in wait 
for Gilfillan, a strong party, such as Donald did not care 
to face, was sent to drive back the insurgents in their 
turn, to encamp there, and to protect the country. The 
officer, a gentleman and a disciplinarian, neither intruded 
himself on Miss Bradwardine, whose unprotected situation 
he respected, nor permitted his soldiers to commit any 
breach of discipline. He formed a little camp, upon an 
eminence, near the house of Tully-Veolan, and placed 
proper guards at the passes in the vicinity. This un- 
welcome news reached Donald Bean Lean as he was 
retu:^ng to Tully-Veolan. Determined, howeverj to 
obtain the guerdon of his labour, he resolved, since 
approach to Tully-Veolan was impossible, to deposit his 
prisoner in Janeus cottage, a place, the very existence of 
which could hardly have been suspected even by those 
who had long lived in the vicinity, unless they had been 
* Few pieces of scratched paper. 
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guided thither, and which was utterly unknown to 
w’averley himself. This effected, he claimed and received 
his reward. Waverley’s illness was an event which 
deranged all their calculations. Donald was obliged to 
leave the neighbourhood with his people, and to seek more 
free course for his adventures elsewhere. At Hose’s 
earnest entreaty, he left an old man, a herbalist, who was 
supposed to understand a little of medicine, to attend 
Waveriey during his illness. 

In the meanwhile, new and fearful doubts started in 
Hose’s mind. They were suggested by old Janet, who 
insisted, that a reward having been offered for the appre- 
hension of Waveriey, and his own personal effects being 
so valuable, there was no saying to what breach of faith 
Donald might be tempted. In an agony of grief and 
terror, Hose took the daring resolution of explaining to 
the Prince himself the danger in w^hich Mr Waveriey 
stood, judging that^ both as a politician, and a man of 
honour and humanity^ Charles Edward would interest 
himself to prevent his falling into the hands of the 
opposite party. This letter she at first thought of sending 
anonymously, but naturally feared it would not, in that 
case, be credited. She therefore subscribed her name, 
though with reluctance and terror, and consigned it in 
charge to a young man, who, at leaving his farm to join 
the Chevalier’s army, made it his petition to her to have 
some sort of credentials to the Adventurer, from whom 
he hoped to obtain a commission. 

The letter reached Charles Edward on his descent to 
the Lowlands, and, aware of the political importance of 
having it supposed that he was in correspondence with 
the English o acobites, he caused the most positive orders 
to be transmitted to Donald Bean Lean, to transmit 
Waveriey, safe and uninjured, in person or effects, to the 

g overnor of Doune Castle. The freebooter durst not 
isobey, for the army of the Prince was now so near him 
that punishment might have followed ; besides, he was a 
politician as well as a robber, and was unwilling to cancel 
the interest created through former secret services, by 
being refractory on this occasion. He therefore made a 
virtue of necessity, and transmitted ordere to Ms lieuten- 
ant to convey Edward to Doune, which was safely 
accomplished in the mode mentioned in a former chapter. 
The governor of Doune was directed to send him to 
Edinburgh as a prisoner, because the Prince was appre- 
hensive that Waveriey, if set at liberty, might Have 
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resumed his purpose of returning to England, without 
affording him an opportunity of a personal interview. In 
this, indeed, he acted by the advice of the Chieftain of 
Glennaquoich, with whom it may be remembered the 
Chevalier communicated upon the mode of disposing of 
Edward, though without telling him how he came to learn 
the place of his confinement. 

This, indeed, Charles Edward considered as a lady^s 
secret ; for although Rose’s letter was couched in the 
most cautious and general terms, and professed to be 
written merely from motives of humanity, and zeal for 
the Prince’s service, yet she expressed so anxious a wish 
that she should not be known to have interfered, that the 
Chevalier was induced to suspect the deep interest which 
she took in Waverley’s safety. This conjecture, which 
was well founded, led, however, to false inferences. For 
the emotion which Edward displayed on approaching 
Flora and Rose at the ball of Holyrood, was placed by 
the Chevalier to the account of the latter ; and he con- 
cluded that the Baron’s views about the settlement of 
his property, or some such obstacloj thwarted their 
mutual inclinations. Common fame, it is true, frequently 
gave Waverley to Miss Mac-Ivor ; but the Prince knew 
that common fame is very prodigal in such gifts ; and, 
watching attentively the behaviour of the ladies towards 
Waverley', he had no doubt that the young Englishman 
had no interest with Flora, and was beloved oy Rose 
Bradwardine. Desirous to bind Waverley to his service, 
and wishing also to do a kind and friendly action, 
the Prince next assailed the Baron on the subject or 
settling his estate upon his daughter. Mr Bradwardine 
acquiesced ; but the consequence was, that Fergus was 
immediately induced to prefer his double suit for a wife 
and an earldom, which the Prince rejected in the mannei 
we have seen. The Chevalier, constantly engaged in his 
own multiplied affairs, had not hitherto sought any ex- 
planation with Waverley, though often meaning to do so. 
But after Fergus’s declaration, he saw the necessity of 
appearing neutral between the rivals, devoutly hoping 
that the matter, which now seemed fraught with the 
seeds of strife, might be permitted to lie over till the 
termination oi the expedition. When on the march to 
Derb y, F ergus, being questioned concerning his quarrel 
with Waverley, alleged as the cause, that Edward was 
desirous of retracting the suit he had made to his sister, 
the Chevalier plainly told him, that he had himself ob- 
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served Miss Mac-Ivor’s behaviour to Waverl^, and that 
he was convinced Fergus was under the influence of a 
mistake in judging of Waverley’s conduct, who, he had 
every reason to believe, was engaged to Miss Bradwardine. 
The quarrel which ensued between Edward and the chief- 
tain IS, I hope, still in the remembrance of the reader. 
These circumstances will serve to explain such points of 
our narrative as, according to the custom of story-tellers, 
we deemed it fit to leave unexplained, for the purpose oi 
exciting the reader’s curiosity. 

When Janet had once finished the leading facts of this 
narrative, Waverley was easily enabled to apply the clue 
which they aflbrded, to other mazes of the labyrinth in 
which he had been engaged. To Bose Bradwardine, then, 
he owed the life which he now thought he could willingly 
have laid down to serve her. A little reflection convinced 
him, however, that to live for her sake was more con- 
venient and agreeable, and that, being possessed of inde- 
pendence, she might snare it with him either in foreign 
countries or in his own. The pleasure of being allied to a 
man of the Baron’s high worth, and who was so much 
valued by his uncle Sir EverardL, was also an agreeable 
consideration, had anything been wanting to recommend 
the match. His absurdities, which had appeared gro- 
tesquely ludicrous during his prosperity, seemed, in the 
sunset of his fortune, to be harmonized and assimilated 
with the noble features of his character, so as to add 
peculiarity without exciting ridicule. His mind occupied 
with such projects of future hcy^iness, Edward sought 
Tittle Veolan, the habitation of Mr Duncan Macwheeble. 


CHAPTER LXVI. 


Now is Cupid a cliild of conscience — ^he makes restifcntlon. 

ShaJcspeare. 

Mr Duncan Maowheebue, no longer Commissary or 
Bailie, though still enjoying the empty name of the latter 
dignity, had escaped proscription by an early secession 
from the insurgent party, and by his insignificance. 

Edward found him in his office, immersed among papers 
and accounts. Before him was a large bicker of oatmeal- 
porridge, and at the side thereof, a horn-spoon and a bottle 
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of two-penny. Eagerly running his eye over a voluminous 
law-paper, he from time to time shovelled an. immense 
spoonful of these nutritive viands into his capacious 
mouth. A potbellied Dutch bottle of brandy which stood 
by, intimated either that this honest limb of the law had 
taken his morning already, or that he meant to season his 
porridge with such digestive ; or perhaps both circum- 
stances might reasonably be inferred. His night-cap and 
morning-gown had whilome been of tartan, but, equally 
cautious and frugal, the honest Bailie had got them dyed 
blacky lest their original ill-omened colour might remind 
his visitors of his unlucky excursion to Derby. To sum 
up the picture, his face was daubed with snuff up to the 
eyes, and his fingers with ink up to the knuckles. He 
looked dubiously at Waverley as he approached the little 
green rail which fenced his desk and stool from the 
approach of the vulgar. Nothing could give the Bailie 
more annoyance than the idea of his acquaintance being 
claimed by any of the unfortunate gentlemen, who were 
now so much more likely to need assistance than to afford 
profit. But this was the rich young Englishman — who 
knew what might be his situation % — he was the Baroffs 
friend too — what was to be done ? 

While these reflections gave an air of absurd perplexity 
to the poor man’s visage, Waverley, reflecting on the com- 
munication he was about to make to him, of a nature so 
ridiculously contrasted with the appearance of the in- 
dividual, could not help bursting out a-laughing, as he 
checked the propensity to exclaim with Syphax, — 

Cato’s a proper person to intrust 

A love-tale with.’' 

As Mr Macwheeble had no idea of any person laughing 
heartily, who was either encircled by peril or oppressed 
by poverty, the hilarity of Edward’s countenance greatly 
relieved the embarrassment of his own, and, giving him 
a tolerably hearty welcome to Little yeolan, he asked 
what he would choose for breakfast. His visitor had, in 
the first place, something for his private ear, and begged 
leave to bolt the door. Duncan by no means liked this 
precaution, which savoured of danger to be apprehended ; 
but he could not now draw back. 

Convinced he might trust this man, as he could make 
it his interest to be faithful, Edward communicated his 
present situation and future schemes to Macwheeble. 
The wily agent listened with apprehension when he 
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found Waverley was still in a state of proscription — was 
somewhat comforted by learning that ne had a passport 

rubbed his hands with glee when he mentioned the 

amount of his present fortune — opened huge eyes when 
he heard the brilliancy of his future expectations — but 
when he expressed his intention to share them with Miss 
Bose Bradwardine, ecstacy had almost deprived the 
honest man of his senses. The Bailie started from his 
three-footed stool like the Pythoness from her tripod ; 
flung his best wig out of the window, because the block 
on which it was placed stood in the way of his career ; 
chucked his cap to the ceiling, caught it as it fell ; 
whistled TuUocngorum ; danced a Highland fling with 
inimitable grace and agility, and then threw himself, 
exhausted into a chair, exclaiming, “ Lady Wauverley ? — 
ten thousand a-year, the least penny! — Lord preserve 
my poor understanding ! ” — 

‘‘Amen with all my heart,” said Waverley ; “but now, 
Mr Macwheeble, let us proceed to business.” This word 
had somewhat a sedative effect, but the Bailie’s head, as 
he expressed himself, was still ‘^in the bees.” He mended 
his pen, however, marked half a dozen sheets of paper 
with an ample marginal fold, wliipped down Dallas of St 
Martin’s Styles from a shelf j where that venerable work 
roosted witn Stair’s Institutions, Dirleton’s Doubts, Bal- 
four’s Practiques, and a parcel of old account-books — 
opened the volume at the article Contract of Marriage, 
and prepared to make what he called a “sma’ minute, to 
prevent parties frae resiling.” 

With some difficulty, Waverley made him comprehend 
that he was going a little too fast. He explained to him 
that he should want his assistance, in the first place, to 
make his residence safe for the time, by writing to the 
officer at TuUy-Veolan, that Mr Stanley, an ^English 
gentleman nearly related to Colonel TalboL was upon a 
visit of business at Mr Macwheeble’s, and, knowing the 
state of the country, had sent his pass^rt for Captain 
Foster’s insp^tion. This produced a polite answer from 
the officer, with an invitation to Mr Stanley to dine with 
him, which was declined, (as may easily be supposed,) 
under pretence of business. 

Waverley’s next request was, that Mr Macwheeble 

would despatch a man and horse to , the post-town at 

which Colonel Talbot was to address him, with directions 
to wait there until the post should biing a letter for Mr 
Stanley, and then to forward it to Little Veolan with ail 
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speed. In a moment, the Bailie was in search of his 
apprentice, (or servitor, as he was called Sixty Years 
since,) Jock Scriever, and in not much greater space of 
tim^ J ock was on the back of the white pony. 

‘‘Tak care ye guide him weel, sir, for he’s aye been 
short in the wind since — a hem — Lord be gude to me ! 
(in a low voice,) I was gaun to come out wi’ — since I rode 
whip and spur to fetch the Chevalier to redd Mr Wauver- 
ley and Vicii Ian Vohr ; and an uncanny coup ^ I gat for 
my pains. — Lord forgie your honour ! I might hae broken 
my neck — but troth it was in a venture, mae ways nor 
ane ; but this maks amends for a\ Lady Wauverley ! — 
ten thousand a-year ! — Lord be gude unto me ! ” 

« But you forget, Mr Macwheeble, we want the Baron’s 
consent — the la^’s — ” 

“Never fear, Tse be caution for them — I’se gie you my 
personal warrandice — ten thousand a-year ! it dings 
Balmawhapple out and out — a year’s rent’s worth a’ Bal- 
mawhapple, fee and life-rent ! Lord make us thankful ! ” 

To turn the current of his feelings, Edward inquired if 
he had heard anything lately of the Chieftain of Glenna- 
quoich? 

“Not one word,” answered Macwheeble, “but that he 
was still in Carlisle Castle, and was soon to be panelled 
for his life. I dinna wish the young gentleman ill,” he 
said, “ but I hope that they that hae got him will keep 
him, and no let him back to this Hieland border to plague 
us wi’ black mail, and a’ manner o’ violent, wrongous, and 
masterfu’ oppression and spoliation, both by himself and 
others of his causing, sending, and hounding out ; and he 
couldna tak care o’ the siller when he had gotten it neither, 
but fLang it a’ into yon idle quean’s lap at Edinburgh — 
but light come light gane. For my part, I never wish to 
see a kilt in the country again, nor a red coat, nor a gun, 
for that matter, unless it were to shoot a paitrick : — they’re 
a’ tarr’d wi’ ae stick. And when they have done ye wrang, 
even when ye hae gotten decreet of spuilzie,^ oppression, 
and violent profits against them, what better are ye ? — 
thg^ hae na a plack ® to pay ye ; ye need never extract it.” 

With such discom*se, and the intervening topics of 
business, the time passed until dinner, Macwheeble mean- 
while promising to devise some mode of introducing 
Edward at the Duchran, where Rose at present resided, 
without risk of danger or suspicion ; which seemed no 
very easy task, since the laird was a very zealous friend 

* Unchancy upseL - SpoU. ® Small copper coin. 
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to government. The poultry-yard had been laid under 
requisition, and cockyleeky and Scotch collops soon reeked 
in the Bailie’s little parlour. The landlord’s cork-screw 
was Just introduced into the muzzle of a pint-bottle of 
claret, (cribbed possibly from the cellars of Tully-Veolan,) 
w'hen the sight of the grey pony, passing the window at 
full trot, induced the Bailie, but with due precaution, to 
place it aside for the moment. Enter J ock Scriever with 
a packet for Mr Stanley ; it is Colonel Talbot’s seal ; and 
Edward’s fingers tremble as he undoes it. Two official 
papers, folded, signed, and sealed in all formality, drop 
out. They were hastily picked up by the Bailie, who had 
a natural respect for everything resembling a deed, and, 
glancing slily on their titles, his eyes, or rather spectacles, 
are greeted with “ Protection by his Royal Highness to the 
person of Cosmo Comyne Bradwardine, Esq., of that ilk, 
commonly called Baron of ^ Bradwardine, forfeited for his 
accession to the late rebellion.” The other proves to be a 
protection of the same tenor in favour of Edward Waverley, 
Esq. Colonel Talbot’s letter was in these words ; — 

“My Dear Edward, 

“I am just arrived here, and yet I have finished my 
business ; it has cost me some trouble though, as you 
shall hear. I waited upon his Royal Highness immediately 
on my arrival, and found him in no very good humour for 
my purpose. Three or four Scotch gentlemen were just 
leavmg his levee. After he had expressed himself to me 
very courteously ; ‘Would you think it,’ he said, ‘Talbot, 
here have been half a dozen of the most respectable 

f entlemen, and best friends to government north of the 
orth, Major Melville of Cairn vreckan, Rubrick of Duch- 
ran, and others, who have fairly wrung from me, by their 
downright inmortunity, a present protection, and the 
promise of a future pardon, for that stubborn old rebel 
whom they call Baron of Bradwardine. They allege that 
his high personal character, and the clemency which he 
showed to such of our people as fell into the rebels’ hands, 
should weigh in his favour ; especially as the loss of his 
estate is likely to be a severe enough punishment, Rubrick 
has undertaken to keep him at his own house till things 
are settled in the country ; but it’s a little hard to be 
forced in a manner to pardon such a mortal enemy to the 
House of Brunswick.’ This was no favourable moment 
for opening my business ; however, I said I was rejoiced 
to learn that his Royal Highness was in the course of 
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granting’ such requests, as it emboldened me to present 
one of the like nature in my own name. He was very 
angry, but I persisted ; I mentioned the uniform support 
of our three votes in the house, touched modestly on 
services abroad, thougii valuable only in his Royal tiigh- 
ness’s having been pleased kindly to accept them, and 
founded pretty strongly on his own expressions of friend- 
ship and good-will. lie was embarrassed, but obstinate. 
I hinted the policy of detaching, on all future occasions, 
the heir of such a fortune as your uncle’s from the 
machinations of the disaffected. But I made no impression. 
I mentioned the obligations which I lay under to Sir 
Everard, and to you personally, and claimed, as the sole 
reward of my services, that he would be pleased to afford 
me the means of evincing my gratitude, i perceived that 
he still meditated a refusal, and, taking my commission 
from my pocket, I said, (as a last resource,) that as his 
Royal Highness did not, under these pressing circum- 
stances, think me worthy of a favour which he had not 
scrupled to grant to other gentlemen, whose services I 
could hardly judge more important than my own, I must 
beg leave to d^osit, with all humility, my commission, 
in his Royal Highness’s hands, and to retire from the 
service. He was not prepared for this ; he told^ me to 
take up my commission ; said some handsome things of 
my services, and granted my request. You are therefore 
once more a free man, and 1 have promised for you that 
you will be a good boy in future, and remember what you 
owe to the lenity of government. Thus you see m?/ prince 
can be as generous as yours, I do not pretend, indeed, 
that he confers a favour with all the foreign graces and 
compliments of your Chevalier errant ; but he has a plain 
English manner, and the evident reluctance with which 
he grants your request, indicates the sacrifice which he 
makes of his own inclination to your wishes. My friend, 
the adjutant-general, has procured me a duplicate of the 
Baron’s protection, (the original being in Major Melville’s 
possession,} which I send to you, as I know that if you 
can find him you will have pleasure in being the first to 
communicate the joyful intelligence. He will of course 
repair to the Duchran without loss of time, there to ride 
quarantine for a few weeks. As for you, I give you leave 
to escort him thither, and to stay a week there, as I under- 
stand a certain fair lady is in that quarter. And I have 
the pl^sure to tell you, that whatever progress you can 
make in her good graces will be highly agreeable to Sir 
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Everard and Mrs Rachel, who will never believe your 
views and prospects settled, and the three ermines passant 
in actual safety, until you present them with a Mrs 
Edward Waverley. Now, certain love-affairs of my own 
— a good many years since — ^interrupted some measures 
whicm were then proposed in favour of the three ermines 
passant ; so I am Tx>und in honour to make them amends. 
Therefore make good use of your time, for, when your 
week is expired, it will be necessary that you go to Xiondon 
to plead your pardon in the law courts. 

“ Ever, dear Waverley, yours most truly, 

“ Phimp TalbotJ* 


CHAPTER EXVII. 

Happy*s the wooing 
That’s not long a-doing. 

When the first rapturous sensation occasioned by these 
excellent tidings had somewhat subsided, Edward pro- 
posed instantly to go down to the glen to acquaint the 
Baron with their import. But the cautious Bailie justly 
observed, that if the Baron were to appear instantly in 
public, the tenantrjr and villagers might become riotous 
in expressing their joy, and give offence to “ the powers 
that he,” a sort of persons for whom the Bailie always had 
unlimited respect. He therefore proposed that Mr Waver- 
ley should go to Janet GellatleVs, and bring the Baron up 
under cloud of night to Littl© Veolan, where he might 
once more enjov the luxury of a good bed. In the mean- 
while, he said, he himself woidd go to Captain Foster, and 
show him the Baron’s protection^ and obtain his counten- 
ance for harbouring him that nightj and he would have 
horses ready on the morrow to set mm on his way to the 
Duchran along with Mr Stanley, *‘whilk denomination, I 
your honour will for the present retain,” said 

the Bailie. 

“ Certainly, Mr Macwheeble ; but will you not go down 
to the glen yourself in the evening to meet your patron ? ” 

“ That I wad wi’ a’ my heart ; and miclrle obliged to 
your honour for putting me in mind o’ my bounden duty. 
But it will be past sunset afore I get -back frae the 
Captain’s, and at these unsonsy ^ hours the glen has a bad: 

> Unseasonable. 
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name — there’s something no that canny about auld Janet 
Gellatley. The Laird hell no believe thae things, but he 
was aye ower rash and venturesome — and feared neither 
man nor deevil — and sae’s seen o’t. But right sure am I 
Sir George Mackenzie says, that no divine can doubt 
there are witches, since the Bible says thou shalt not 
suffer them to live ; and that no lawyer in Scotland can 
doubt it, since it is punishable with death by our law. 
So there’s baith law and gospel for it. An his honour 
winna believe the Leviticus, he might aye believe the 
Statute-Book — but he may take his ain way o’t ; it’s a’ 
ane to Duncan Macwheeble. However, I shall send, to ask 
up auld Janet this e’en ; it’s best no to lightly them that 
have that character — and we’ll want Davie to turn the 
spit, for I’ll gar Eppie put down a fat goose to the fire for 
your honours to your supper.” 

When it was near sunset, Waverley hastened to the 
hut ; and he could not but allow that su|)erstition had 
chosen no improper locality, or unfit object, for the 
foundation of her fantastic terrors. It resembled exactly 
the description of Spenser : 

“There, in a gloomy hollow glen, she found 
A little cottage built of sticks and reeds. 

In homely wise, and waU'd with sods around, 

In which a witch did dwell in loathly weeds. 

And wilful want, all careless of her needs; 

So choosing solitary to abide 
Par from all neighbours, that her devilish deeds, 

And hellish arts, from people she might hide. 

And hurt far off, unknown, whomsoever she espied.*' 

He entered the cottage with these verses in his memo^. 
Poor old Janet, bent double with age, and bleared with 
peat-smoke, was tottering about the hut with a birch 
broom, muttering to hers^f as she endeavoured to make 
her hearth and floor a little clean for the reception of her 
expected raests. Waverley ’s step made her starts look 
up, and fail a-trembling, so much had her nerves been on 
the rack for her patron’s safety. With difficulty Waverley 
made her comprehend that the Baron was now safe from 
personal danger ; and when her mind had admitted that 
Toyful news, it was equally hard to make her believe that 
ne was not to enter again upon possession of his estate, 
“ It behoved to be,” she said, he wad get it back again ; 
naebody wad be sae gripple^ as to tak his gear after 
they had gi’en him a pardon : and for that Inch-Grabbit, 
I could whiles wish myseU a witch for his sake, if I werena 
feared the Enemy wad tak me at my word.” Waverley 

^ Bapacious. 
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then gave her some money, and promised that her fidelity 
should be rewarded- “Mow can I be rewarded, sir, sae 
weel, as just to see my auld maister and Miss Rose come 
back and bruik their ain ? ” ^ 

Waverley now took leave of Janet, and soon stood 
beneath the Baron’s Patmos. At a low whistle, he ob 
served the veteran peeping out to reconnoitre, like an ok 
badger with his head out of his hole. “Ye hae come 
rather early, my good lad,” said he, descending ; “ I 
question if the redcoats hae beat the tattoo yet, and we’re 
not safe till then.” 

“ Good news cannot be told too soon,” said Waverley ; 
and with infinite joy communicated to him the happy 
tidings. The old man stood for a moment in silent 
devotion, then exclaimed, “ Praise be to God J — shall see 
my bairn again.” 

“And never, I hope, to part with her more,” said 
Waverley. 

“ I trust in God, not, imless it be to win the means of 
supporting her; for my things are but in a bruckle^ 
state ; — ^but what signifies warld’s gear 1 ” 

“And if,” said Waverley modestly, “there were a 
situation in life wMch would put Miss Bradwardine 
beyond the uncertainty of fortune, and in the‘ rank to 
which she was born, would you object to it, my dear 
Baro^ because it would make one of your friends the 
happiest man in the world?” The Baron turned^ and 
looked at him with great earnestness. “ Yea” contmued 
Edward, “ I shall not consider my sentence of banishment 
as repealed, unless you will give me permission to accom- 
pany you to the Duchran, and ” 

The Baron seemed collecting all his dignity to make a 
suitable reply to what, at another time, he would have 
treated as the propounding a treaty of alliance between 
the houses of Bradwardine and Waverley. But his efiTorts 
were in vain ; the father was too mighty for the Baron ; 
the pride of birth and rank were swept away ; — ^in the 
ioyful surprise, a slight convulsion jpassed rapidly over 
his features as ne gave way to the feehngs of nature threw 
his arms around Waverley’s neck, and sobbed <m % — “ My 
son, my son 1 if I had been to search the- world, I would 
have made my choice here.” Edwa^ returned the em- 
brace with great sympathy of feeling, and for a little 
while they both kept silence. At length it was broken 
by Edward. “ But Miss Bradwardine 

* £i]i5oy thdr own. * UnccKtain. ^ 
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“ She had never a will but her old father’s ; besides, 
you are a likely youth, of honest principles, and high 
birth ; no, she never had any other will than mine, and 
in my proudest days I could not have wished a mair 
eligible espousal for her than the nephew of my excellent 
old friend, Sir Everard. — But I hope, young man, ye deal 
na rashly in this matter? I hope ye hae secured the 
approbation of your ain friends and allies, particularly of 
your uncle, who is in loco parentis f Ah ! we^ maun tak 
need o’ that.” Edward assured him that Sir Everard 
would think himself highly honoured in the flattering 
reception his proposal had met with, and that it had his 
entire approbation ; in evidence of which, he put Colonel 
Talbot’s letter into the Baron’s hand. The Baron read it 
with great attention. “Sir Everard,” he said, “always 
despised wealth in comparison of honour and birth ; and 
indeed he hath no occasion to court the Diva Pecunia, 
Yet I now wish, since this Malcom turns out such a par- 
ricide, for I can call him no better, as to think of alienat- 
ing the family inheritance — I now wish (his eyes fixed on 
a part of the roof which was visible above the trees) that 
I could have left Rose the auld hurley-house,^ and the 
riggs^ belanging to it* — ^And yet,” said he, resuming more 
cheerfully, ‘^it’s may be as weel as it is ; for, as Baron of 
Bradwardine, I might have thought it my duty to insist 
upon certain compliances respecting name and bearings, 
whilk now, as a landless laird wi’ a tocherless^ daughter, 
no one can blame me for departing from.” 

Now, Heaven be praised! thought Edward, that Sir 
Everard does not hear these scruples 1 The three ermines 
passant and rampant bear would certainly have gone 
together by the ears. — He then, with all the ardour of a 
young lover, assured the Baron, that he sought for his 
happmess only in Rose’s heart and hand, and thought 
himself as happy in her father’s simple approbation, as if 
he had settled an earldom upon his daughter. 

They now reached Little Veolan. The goose was 
smoking on the table, and the Bailie brandished h^ knife 
and fork. A joyous greeting took place between him and 
his patron. The kitchen, too, had its company. Auld 
Janet was ^tablished at the ingle-nook ; Davie had 
turned the spit to his immortal honour ; and even Ban 
and Biiscar, in the liberality of Macwheeble’s joy, had 
been stufled to the throat with food, and now lay snoring 
on the floor. 

’ Hottse out of repidr, * Coltivated Iimds. » Powerless. 
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The next day conducted the Baron and his young 
friend to the Duchran, where the former was expected, 
in consequence of the success of the nearly unanimous 
application of the Scottish friends of government in his 
favour. This had been so general ana so powerful, that 
it was almost thought his estate might have been saved, 
had it not passed into the rapacious hands of his un- 
worthy kinsman, whose right, arising out of the Baron’s 
attainder could not be affected by a pardon from the 
crown. The old gentleman, however, said, with his usual 
spirit, he was more gratified by the nold he possessed in 
the good opinion of his neighbours, than he would have 
been in being “rehabilitated and restored in integrumy 
had it been found practicable.” 

We shall not attempt to describe the meeting of the 
father and daughter, — -loving each other so affectionately, 
and separated under such perilous circumstances. Still 
less shall we attempt to analyze the deep blush of Rose, 
at receiving the compliments of Waveiley, or stop to 
inquire whether she nad any curiosity respecting the 
particular cause of his journey to Scotland at that period. 
We shall not even trouble the reader with the hum-drum 
details of a courtship Sixty Years since. It is enough to 
say, that, under so strict a martinet as the Baron, all 
things were conducted in due form. He took upon him- 
self, the morning after their arrival, the task of announc- 
ing the proposal of Waverley to Rose, which she heard 
with a proper degree of maiden timidity. Fame does, 
however, say, that Waverley had, the evening before, 
found five minutes to apprize her of what was coming, 
while the rest of the company were looking at three 
twisted serpents, which formed a^jet d'eau in the garden. 

My fair readers will judge for themselves ; but, for my 
part, I cannot conceive how so important an affair could 
be communicated in so short a space of time ; at least, it 
certainly took a full hour in the Baron’s mode of convey- 
ing it. 

Waverley was now considered as a received lover in all 
the forms. He was made, by dint of smirking and nod- 
ding on the part of the lady of the house, to sit next Miss 
Bradwardine at dinner, to be Miss Bradwardine’s partner 
at cards. If he came into the room, she of the four Miss 
Rubricks who chanced to be next Ros^ was sure to recol- 
lect that her thimble, or her scissors, were at the other 
end of the room, in order to leave the seat nearest to Miss 
Bradwardine vacant for his occupation. And sometimes. 
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i£ papa and mamma were not in the way to keep them on 
their good behavionr, the misses would titter a little. 
The old Laird of Duchran would also have his occasionai 
jest, and the old lady her remark. Even the Baron could 
not refrain ; but here Bose escaped every embarrassment 
but that of conjecture, for his wit was usually couched in 
a Latin quotation. The very footmen sometimes grinned 
too broadly, the maid-servants giggled mayhap too loud, 
and a provoking air of intelligence seemed to pervade 
the whole family. Alice Bean, the pretty maid of the 
cavern, who, after her father’s misfortune^ as she called it, 
had attended Bose as fille-de-chambre, smiled and smirked 
with the best of them. Bose and Edward, however, 
endured all these little vexatious circumstances as other 
folks have done before and since, and probably contrived 
to obtain some indemnification, since they are not sup- 

§ osed, on the whole, to have been particularly unhappy 
uring Waverley’s six days’ stay at the Duchran. 

It was finally arranged that Edward should go to 
Waverley-" Honour to make the necessary arrangements 
for his marriage, thence to London to take the proper 
measures for pleading his pardon, and return as soon as 
possible to claim the hand of his plighted bride. He also 
intended in his journey to visit Colonel Talbot; but, 
above all, it was his most important object to learn the 
fate of the unfortunate Chief of Glennaquoich ; to visit 
him at Carlisle, and to try whether anything could be 
done for procuring, if not a pardon, a commutation at 
least, or alleviation, of the punishment to which he was 
almost certain of being condemned ; and, in case of the 
worst, to offer the miserable Flora an asylum with Bose, 
or otherwise to assist her views in any mode which might 
seem possible. The fate of Fergus seemed hard to be 
averted. Edward had already striven to interest his 
friend. Colonel Talbot, in his behalf ; but had been given 
distinctly to understand, by his reply, that his credit in 
matters of that nature was totally exliausted. 

The Colonel was still in Edinburgh, and proposed to 
wait there for some months upon business confided to 
him by the Duke of Cumberland. He was to be joined 
by Xiady Emily, to whom easy travelling and goat’s whey 
were recommended, and who was to journey northward, 
under the escort of Francis Stanley. Edward, therefore, 
met the Colonel at Edinburgh, who wished him joy in the 
kindest manner on his approaching happiness, and cheer- 
fully undertook many commissions wnich our hero was 
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necessarily obliged to delegate to his charge. But on the 
subject of Fergus he was inexorable. He satisfied Edward, 
indeed, that his interference would be unavailing ; but, 
besides, Colonel Talbot owned that he could not conscien- 
tiously use any influence in favour of that unfortunate 
gentleman. “Justice,” he said, “which demanded some 
penalty of those who had wrapped the whole nation in 
fear and in mourning, could not perhaps have selected a 
fitter victim. He came to the field with the fullest light 
upon the nature of his attempt. He had studied and 
understood the subject. His father *s fate could not 
intimidate him ; the lenity of the laws which had 
restored to him his father’s property and rights could 
not melt him. That he was brave, generous, and pos- 
sessed many good qualities, only rendered him the more 
dangerous ; that he was enlightened and accomplished, 
made his crime the less excusable ; that he was an 
enthusiast in a wrong cause, only made him the more fit 
to be its marytr. Above all, he had been the means of 
bringing many hundreds of men into the field, who, with- 
out him, would never have broken the peace of the country. 

“ I repeat it,” said the Colonel, “ though Heaven knows 
with a heart distressed for him as an individual, that this 
young gentleman has studied and fully understood the 
desperate game which he has played. He threw for life 
or death, a coronet or a coffin; and he cannot now be 
permitted, with justice to the country, to draw stakes 
because the dice have gone against him.” 

Such was the reasoning of those times, held even by 
brave and humane men towards a vanquished enemy. 
Bet us devoutly hope, that, in this respect at least, we 
shall never see the scenes, or hold the sentiments, that 
were general in Britain Sixty Years since. 


CHAPTER LXVin. 


To-morrow? O that’s sudden! — Spare him, spare Mm t 


Edward, attended by his former servant Alick 
Polwarth, who had re-entered bis service at Edinbuigh, 
reached Carlisle while the commission of Oyer and 
Terminer on his unfortunate associates was yet sitting. 
He had pushed forward in haste, not, alas! with the 
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most distant liope of saving Fergus, but to see him for 
the last time. 1 ought to have inentione<^ that he had 
furnished funds for the defence of the prisoners in the 
most liberal manner, as soon as he heard that the day of 
trial was fixed. A solicitor, and the first counsel, accord- 
ingly attended; but it was upon the same footing on 
which the first physicians are usually summoned to the 
bedside of some dying man of rank : the doctors to take 
the advantage of some incalculable chance of an exertion 
of nature — ^the lawyers to avail themselves of the barely 
possible occurrence of some legal flaw. Edward pressed 
into the court, which was extrenaely crowded ; but by his 
arriving from the north, and his extreme eagerness and 
agitation, it was supposed he was a relation of the 
prisoners, and people made way for him. It was the 
third sitting of the court, and there were two men at the 
bar. The verdict of Guilty was already pronounced. 
Edward iust glanced at the bar during the momentous 
pause which ensued. There was no mistaking the 
stately form and noble features of Fergus Mac -Ivor, 
although his dress was squalid, and his countenance 
tinged with the sickly ymlow hue of long and close 
imprisonment. By his side was Evan Maccombich. 
Edward felt sick and dizzy as he gazed on them ; but 
he was recalled to himself as the Clerk of Arraigns 
pronounced the solemn words : ‘‘ Fergus Mac-Ivor of 
Glennaquoich, otherwise called Vich Ian Vohr, and Evan 
Mac-Ivor, in the Dhu of Tarrascleugh, otherwise called 
Evan Dhu, otherwise called Evan Maccombich, or Evan 
Dhu Maccombich — each of you, stand attainted 
of high treason. What have you to say for yourselves 
why the Court should not pronounce judgment against 
you, that you die according to law ? ” 

Fergus, as the presiding Judge was putting on the fatal 
cap of judgment, placed his own bonnet upon his head, 
regarded him with a steadfast and stern look, and replied 
in a firm voice, “I cannot let this numerous audience 
suppose that to such an appeal I have no answer to make. 
But what I have to say, you would not bear to hear, for 
my defence would be your condemnation. Proceed, then, 
in the name of God, to do what is permitted to you. 
Yesterday, and the day before, you have condemned loyal 
and honourable blooS to be poured forth like water. 
Spare not mine. Were that of all my ancestors in my 
veins, I would have peiild it in tnis quarrel.” He 
r^umed his seat, and refused again to rise. 
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Evan Maccombich looked at him with great earnestness, 
and, lising up, seemed anxious to speak ; but the con- 
fusion of the courts and the perplexity arising from 
thinking in a language different from that in 'vsdiich he 
was wont to express himself, kept him silent. There was 
a murmur of compassion among the spectators, from the 
idea that the poor fellow intended to plead the influence 
of his superior as an excuse for his crime. The J udge 
commanded silence, and encouraged Evan to proceed. 

“ I was only ganging to sajr, my lord,” said Evan, in 
what he meant to be an insinuating manner, “that if 
your excellent honoun and the honourable Court, would 
Jet Vich Ian Vohr go tree just this once, and let him gae 
back to France, and no to trouble King George^s govern- 
ment again, that ony six o’ the very best of his clan will 
be willing to be justified in his stead ; and if youll just 
let me gae down to Glennaquoich, 111 fetch them up to ye 
myseli, to head or hang, and you may begin wi’ me the 
very first man.” 

Notwithstanding the solemnity of the occasion, a sort 
of laugh was heard in the court at the extraordinary 
nature of the proposal. The Judge checked this in- 
decency, and Evan, looking sternly around, when the 
mumur abated, “ If the Saxon gentlemen are laughing,” 
he said, because a poor man, such as me, thinks my lire, 
or the life of six of my degree, is worth that of Vich Ian 
Vohr, it’s like enough they may be very right ; but if they 
laugh because they think I would not keep my word, and 
come back to redeem him, I can tell them they ken 
neither the heart of a Hielandman, nor the honour of a 
gentleman.” 

There was no farther inclination to laugh among the 
audience, and a dead silence ensued. 

The J udge then pronounced upon both prisoners the 
sentence of the law of high treason, with all its horrible 
accompaniments. The execution was appointed for the 
ensuing day. “ For you, Fergus Mac-1 vor,” continued 
the Judge, “ I can hold out no hope of mercy. You must 
prepare against to-morrow for your last sufferings here, 
and your great audit hereafter.” 

“I desire nothing else, my lord,” answered Fergus, in 
the same manly and firm tone. 

The hard eyes of Evan, which had been perpetually 
bent on his Uhief, were moistened with a tear. “For 
you, poor imorant man,” continued the Judge, “who, 
following the ideas in which you have been educated, 
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have this day given ns a striking example how the loyalty 
due to the king and state alone, is, from your unhappy 
ideas of clanship, transferred to some ambitious m- 
dividnal, who ends by making yon the tool of his crimes 
— for yon, I say, I feel so much compassion, that if you 
can make up your mind to petition for grace, I will 
endeavour to procure it for you. Otherwise ” 

“ Grace me no grace,” said Evan ; “since you are to 
shed Vich Ian Vohr’s blood, the only favour I would 
accept from you, is — to bid them loose my hands and gie 
me my claymore, and bide you just a minute sitting 
where you are I ” 

“ Bemove the prisoners,” said the Judge ; “his blood be 
upon his own head.” 

Almost stupified with his feelings, Edward found that 
the rush of the crowd had conveyed him out into the street, 
ere he knew what he was doing. His immediate wish 
was to see and speak with Fergus once more. He applied 
at the Castle where his unfortunate friend was coimned, 
but was refused admittance. “ The High Sheriff,” a non- 
commissioned officer said, “ had requested of the governor 
that none should be admitted to see the prisoner except- 
ing his confessor and his sister.” 

“And where was Miss Mac-Ivor ? ” They gave him the 
direction. It was the house of a respectable Catholic 
family near Carlisle. 

Bepulsed from the gate of the Castle, and not ventur- 
ing to make application to the High Sheriff or Judges in 
his own unpopmar name, he had recourse to the solicitor 
who came down in Fergus’s behalf. This gentleman told 
him, that it was thought the public mind was in danger 
of being debauched by the account of the last moments of 
these persons, as given by the friends of the Pretender : 
that there had been a resolution, therefore, to exclude all 
such persons as had not the plea of near kindred for 
attending lupon them. Yet, he promised (to oblige the 
heir of Waverley-Honour) to get him an order for admit- 
tance to the prisoner the next morning, before his irons 
were knocked off for execution. 

Is it of Fergus Mac-Ivor they speak thus, thought 
Waverley, or do I dream? Of Fergus the bold, the 
chivalrous, the free-minded? The lofty chieftain of a 
tribe devoted to him ? Is it he, that I have seen lead the 
chase and head the attack, — ^the brave, the active, the 
young, the noble, the love of ladies, and the theme of 
song, — is it he who is ironed like a malefactor ; who is to 
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be dragged on a hurdle to the common gallows ; to die a 
lingering and cruel death, and to be mangled by the 
hand of the most outcast of wretches ? Evil indeed was 
the spectre, that boded such a fate as this to the brave 
Chief of Glennaquoich ! 

With a faltering voice he requested the solicitor to find 
means to warn Fergus of his intended visit, should he 
obtain permission to make it. He then turned away from 
him, and, returning to the inn, wrote a scarcely intelli- 
gible note to Flora Mac-Ivor, intimating his purpose to 
wait upon her that evening. The messenger brought 
back a letter in Flora’s beautiful Italian hand, which 
seemed scarce to tremble even under this load of misery. 
“Miss Flora Mac-Ivor,” the letter bore, “could not refuse 
to see the dearest friend of her dear brother, even in her 
present circumstances of unparalleled distress.” 

When Edward reached Miss Mac-Ivor’s present place 
of abode, he was instantly admitted. In a large and 
gloomy tapestried apartment, Flora was seated by a 
latticed window, sewing what seemed to be a garment 
of white flannel. At a little distance sat an elderly 
woman, apparently a foreigner, and of a religious order. 
She was reading in a book of Catholic devotion, but when 
Waverley entered, laid it on the table and left the room. 
Flora rose to receive him, and stretched out her hand, but 
neither ventured to attempt speech. Her fine complexion 
was totally gone ; her person considerably emaciated ; 
and her face^ and hands as white as the purest statuary 
marble, forming a strong contrast wdth her sable dress 
and jet-black hair. Yet, amid these marks of distress, 
there was nothing negligent or ill-arranged about her 
attire ; even her hair, though totally without ornament, 
was disposed with her usual attention to neatness. The 
first words she uttered were^ “ Have you seen him ? ” 

“Alas, no,” answered Waverley, have been refused 
admittance.^’ 

“It accords wdth the rest,” she said ; “but we must 
submit. Shall you obtain leav^ do you suppose ? ” 

“ For — ^for — ^to-morrow,” said Waverley ; but muttering 
the last word so faintly that it was almost unintelligible. 

“Ay, then or never,” said Flora, “until” — she addetL 
looking upward, “the time when, I trust, we shall all 
meet. But I hope you will see him while earth yet bea:m 
him. He always loved you at his heart, though — ^but it 
is vain to talk of the past.” 

“ Vain indeed 1 ” echoed Waverley. 



